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PREFACE 

Japanese Literature stands or falls by haiku, in my 
opinion, but its unique characteristic makes it a difficult 
matter to assess its position in world literature. It is not 
merely the brevity by which it isolates a particular g:roup 
of phenomena from all the rest ; nor its sugg.;;::,tiveness, 
through which it reveals a whole world of experience. It is 
not only in its remarkable use of the season word, by which 
it gives us a feeling of a quarter of the year; nor its faint 
all-pervading humour. Its peculiar quality is its self-effacing, 
self-annihilative nature, by which it enables us, more than 
any other form of literature, to grasp the thing-in-itself. Just 
as we are to be in a state of muga, self-lesaneea, when 
we compose haiku, so the haiku is not a thing of beauty 
and a joy for ever, but a finger-poet, a raft unwanted when 
the river is crossed. If, like waka, the haiku itself has 
literary charm and value, we are distracted from the real 
region of haiku, the experience, the mutual, reunited life ot 
poet and things. 

The position which haiku has or should have in world 
literature may be brought out by comparing and contrasting 
BasM with Shakespeare, Homer, Dante, Goethe and Cer 
vantes. If he can hold his own witb these, the 17·syllabled 
haiku may well claim an equality with the world master 
pieces of epic, drama, and lyric. 
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Basho has not the grim strength of Dante, but he also 
aces how 

The little flowers, bent and shut by the chill of 
night, 

Soon as the sunlight whitens them, 
Erect themselves quite open on their stems. 

/nfenw II, 127-129 

He has not Shakespeare's power to create forms more real 
than living man, but has the universality of 

Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that would live, 

as applied to all the things in the world, animate and 
inanimate: 

J: < Ji;tl.,i!t~-?t.r-.1~~~ < f'\I.f*'f&' 
Looking carefully,- 

There is a shepherd's-purse 
Blooming under the hedge. 

He has not Homer's grasp of the primitive nobility of men 
and women, but he has his pleasure in the plain and ele 
mental things of Iife : 

in~ 1.,.;;..-c7(tfi!t.i•& L:fl\:Q).fili!. 
In the bitter radish 

That bites into me, I feel 
The autumn wind. 

Goethe's understanding of science was to BashO unknown, 
but he shares with him the knowledge that there is nothing 

I The transliteration of the verses quoted in the Preface i8 jpven 
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behind phenomena: "they are themselves the meaning.'' 
On the other hand, Bash6 is an idealist like Cervantes, but 
he does not tilt at windmills either real or symbolical ; he 
does something just as deati-ncfive however, in taking away 
from things their (apparent) heavy, stupid meaninglessness, 
and shows us them as the world of grace and nature in 
one. 

In what point is Bash6 equal or superior to these great 
men? In his touching the very nerve of life, his unerring 
knowledge of those moments in time which, put together, 
make up our real, our eternal life. He is a wake in the 
world that for almost all men exists as a world of dreams. 

Bash6 gives us the same feeling of depth as Bach, and 
by the same means, not by noise and emotion as in Beethoven 
and Wagner, but by a certain serenity and "expressiveness" 
which never aims at beauty but often achieves it as it were 
by accident. This comparison between Bash6 and Bach may 
seem to be far-fetched. They have little in common except 
their profound understanding of vital inevitability, and the 
meaning of death. As Confucius implies, he who understands 
either life or death, understands both. The hymn says, in 
its rather sentimental way, 

Days and moments, quickly flying, 
Blend the living with the dead, 

and Bach and Bash6 felt this eo deeply that the average 
mind finds the one too intellectual and difficult, the other 
too simple. 

Many people must have had the experience of reading 
haiku which have not seemed very good or striking, and 



PREFACE 

yet, tor some strange and unknown reason, were unforget 
table. To take some examples; the first by Bash6 : 

1';' Ji.I ~*'t;:.m:to < l,i.,tUJ 
In the Sixth Month, 

Mount Arashi 
Lays clouds on its summit. 

To explain the poetic point of this would be very difficult. 
It lies partly, no doubt, in the personifying of the mountain, 
or rather, in realizing the "life" of it, but the simple 
sublimity of the verse is Homeric; it is that of the cloud 
capped mountain. 

;ID)j-\"P'µ 1:1 ttJl(4- a i:t.~ 
Summer lightning ! 

Yesterday in the East, 
Today in the West. 

There could be nothing less "poetical " than this bald 
statement of meteorological fact by Kikaku, and yet we 
feel the vastness of nature, together- with the underlying 
willing acceptance of roan. The same is true of the following, 
by Yayu: 

="?~-?.filJililT-\"'111i'i < tr, 
A few stars 

Arc now to be seen, - 
And frogs are croaking. 

Two or three stars have come out dusk falling: a few 
frogs are croaking. The unity of nature is seen without 
a word about it ; without, inc.Iced, a glance at it, 
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There is a short poem by Robert Frost, The Pasture. 
that expresses to me almost the whole meaning of human 
Iife,-and with it the nature of haiku: 

I'm going out to clean the pasture spring; 
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away 
(And wait to watch the water clear, I may): 
I shan't be gone long.-You come too. 

I'm going out to fetch the little calf 
That's standing by the mother. It's so young 
It totters when she licks it with her tongue. 
I shan't be gone long.-You come too. 

We see these things, the pasture spring and the water 
clearing, the cow and her wabbly calf, and in them our life 
is fulfilled,-but not entirely; you, the other person, humanity, 
must come too; myself and Nature and man, the tender 
and strong relation between us. 

There are two elements in this relation, a systole and 
a diastole. There is eternity and infinity, and there are the 
"minute particulars." In life and art it is as well perhaps 
to allow the eternity and infinity to be overheard, overseen. 
Where haiku is unrivalled is in its power of expressing the 
whole world of inanimate, or animate, or human life, and 
at the same time entering into the minutest details of fact 
or feeling. The following example, by Bonello, of this delicacy 
applies to visual sensations: 

~r,q-c.,, 1::Jf/U: 5 ~tr:!.fi.~UtJ•tt:. 
Throwing away the ashes, 

The white plum-blossoms 
Became cloudy. 



PR EF AC E 

This does not mean that the blossoms became dirtied by the 
grey ash, nor does it mean that they became more beautiful. 
It is something between the two, leaning towards the second, 
but more indefinite, 11\0re hesitating than it. Not so delicate 
and more a matter of sensation, but still revealing the whole 
through the parts, a verse by Sod6; 

;{fit,li~UJl!i(B < lf.1!rL 
Spring soon to be over, 

The yellow rose whitening, 
Lettuce becoming bitter. 

Another example of the delicacy of the haiku poet is the 
following verse by Busan, where the feeling is quite a nameless 
one, without words to express it in any language, yet 
expressed, faultlessly and unequivocally: 

*1,H5Uli:M~r"' <~ti".-.:< 
Plum-blossoms here and there, 

It is good to go north, 
Good to go south. 

There fa here a feeling of the newness of spring, and yet of 
the luxury, the bounty, the universality of the season: in 
ruth, anywhere will do in these days of renewed lite and 
beauty. One more example, also by Buoon, in which the 
delicacy is so great as to require the maximum of effort on 
the part of the reader : 

* (1) ft:~ n: (1111 11: f;:1 f.J: ffJi u: ~c J':l1 ••• ¥ 
Rape-flowers; 

Not visiting the priest, 
But passing by. 
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Buson is walking along a road on both sides of which rape 
flowers are blooming. For some reason or other he passes 
by the monk's house he intended visiting. To say that he 
chooses nature instead of religion, the rape-flowers rather 
than talking with the monk,-this is not only saying too 
much, it is destroying the verv life of the poetry which is in 
a realm that transcends (while including) this "Shall I, or 
shall I not?'' of hesitation and dubiety. There is a similar 
verse by T'aigi : 

:ltt 1,, -C fr~ IQ !rt -;if,~ :H fi' 1-, r.l 

Pretending it is on purpose, 
And passing through a temple.- 

The hazy moon. 
Going out for a walk in the evening, the poet mistook the 
way and found himself in such a place that, to avoid going 
round a long way, he had to go through the temple grounds, 
so going in the gate, and bowing to the main temple and 
to the Buddhas enshrined in other buildings, he went out of 
the back gate, feeling that his religious actions had been 
more than usually spiced with practical requirements and 
hypocritical observances. And the moon, quite properly, is 
hazy. The tenderness of mind which is the most prominent 
characteristic of the writer of haiku is distinctly (almost 
too distinctly) seen the following verse by Shiki : 

~;, H' ·c ;, G ,1, > ·j" IL<f ;,t,: <1l !J' ,1, ta 
Lifting up the hatchet 

To cut it down, - 
It was budding. 
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This has been compared to the verse by Mcisetsu, compo3ed 
thirteen years later: 

£ta_'.!:. rf If;!;,'/),~@ L tr !,'l: ~ J;) 1) 

Sharpening the sickle, 
The goose-foot' 

Looks as if grieving. 

Though haiku are so restdcted in their subject matter, 
we have no feeling of monotony as we read them. There 
am however five main types: verses that record sensations; 
pictures of life; self-portrayals; verses that express human 
warmth; and romantic verses. 

1. Examples of sensation : 

W:l~~a!EOJ.mt.:.-?AOJJ'!l 

Morning cold ; 
The voices of travellers 

Leaving the inn. 

The voice of the men who are setting out early this autumn 
morning, and the coldness of the air, reinforce each other. 
The sound is clearer, chillier; the cold has a human meaning. 
There is another verse by the same author, Taigi. but the 
time is evening : 

"Mr;:A ~::tt[!f!f /nJ V-1}.b tJ. b t: f.J 
Travellers, 

Asking about the cold at night, 
In sleepy voices. 

I Named from the shape of the leaves. 
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t:·~·~ .t I) ft-\~1\tl~::. v- ;.·<Rn, t.e 
On the point of scooping up the water, 

1 felt it in my teeth, 
The water of the spring. 

To Bash6, it was not merely the sight of the cold water 
but the action of putting the hands together to scoop it up 
that caused the strength of the sensation of chill in his 
teeth. The following is by Shik6: 

!\,Q),i:-j-1;.;,:m, Llli!OJ:/t 
The horse lays back his ears ; 

Flowers of the pear-tree 
Are chill and cold. 

The flowers of the pear, unlike those of the cherry and 
plum, have no brilliancy or gaiety, but rather some lone 
liness and melancholy. The horse on his way home this 
cold spring evening puts back his ears, and they are in 
momentary accord with the flowers. 

*ii£(!)::{E;ii):1,, it?ff-°1,, it ;b!J• 1,, n ts: 
These flowers of the plum. 

How red, how red they are, 
How red, indeed ! 

Also by Izen, a contemporary of Bash6 famous for his doctrine 
of spontaneity, the two following verses : 

1 This has a variant: 
iltl.l!J:: !It -::lffl/i::U- I: ( fi!r.?kft 
The clear water, I felt it first in my teeth. 
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lif!!:¥1tt::.-;f~t,>-;f,.s:t,> .!:.il.U.tri;,-C 

Along the sea-shore 
Pall the waves, (all and hiss, 

Fall and hiss. 

** ()) ,1\ ;.:_ -;- 5 t 5 !§ii.. v» \lk @- i'lf1'.? 
Through the cedars 

Whew, whew, whew, 
Whistles the breeze. 

The next two are by Issa : 

=0t;. ~~~JT i ;/1, L±Jlj'/J, ft. 

The hottest day of the year ; 
The only kasa I had,- 

Stolen ! 

We have here the inhumanity of man added to the 
inhumanity of nature. Issa nearly always gives us this, and 
in the following also : 

:3~~0:,:{,lfc_.j'r,'jlf)ll\li'C:.::i:i.t.::..? ""~? 

A hot night; 
Sleeping in between 

The bags and baggages. 

2. Pictures of life . 

.fr f.l ~ .s. ts: !1!. It L 7-:i ,fi o:> J: 
The bright autumn moon: 

Sea-lice running 
Over the stones. 
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This verse, by T6rin, is peculiarly vivid and mobile. The 
moonlight is so bright that we can see even the sea-lice 
running about on their business over the stones left dry by 
the falling tide. But in some way 01· other we feel that the 
moonlight has itself come alive in the silvery creatures that 
move so smoothly here and there. The stones too share in 
this light-life. The first of the two following verses is by 
Raizan, the second by Bash6 : 

sism~r'1~ts L~"'"' 
In the spring breeze 

The snowy heron flies white 
Among the pine-trees. 

~ c. 'IZ ts: ~ 'I:), n-t t:. -r ~ tT) m 
Baby mice in their nest 

Squeak in response 
To the young sparrows. 

The young mice in the ceiling and the young sparrows under 
the eaves are both chirping. These so different forms of 
life have the same pathos and faint humour of all incomplete 
things. BashO, like Wordsworth, is saying, 

I have heard the call 
Ye to each other make. 

The following verses, the first by Goj6, the second by Kozan. 
go beyond mere pictures; they have three or more dimensions . 

.![1,t-'!'(]Js;,ll!Cl:fi!ill 
Sum.mer grasses ; 

Along the path to the mountain temple, 
Stone images of Buddha. 
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Stone Buddhas line the path to the temple in the mountains, 
almost unseen until we turn a sharp corner, and one of the 
images gives us a profound impression of the divine in 
nature, part of it, and yet above and beyond it. 

a: c .i::. 2"-J-:ix11*~ ~{,if {, ts: L 
A lwlotogisu sings 

Among the evening shades ; 
No sound of the woodcutter. 

This absence of things never fails to deepen the meaning 
of those that remain. The verse actually says: "No sound 
of wood-cutting." 

Wi1il*-\b~(!)m,;,,...(!);'&tt,'1!1 

Green seaweed ; 
In the hollows of the rocks, 

The forgotten tide. 

This verse belongs to spring ; the following, also by Kit6, 
to summer: 

UJ4~£l(!)Tt.r.~*rM-* 
A mountain temple ; 

Clear water running under the verandah, 
Moss at the sides. 

For a poet, or a child, this is the ideal dwelling place. The 
following, by Seira, has the simplicity of W. H. Davies: 

ftJJ::H'-C1t" AZ° J,!, ~ lI !lf·;rt 
Lifting up their horns, 

The cattle look at people, 
On the swnmer moor. 
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The grass is rank, the day hot, the cattle moving slowly 
with their heads down. When someone approaches them 
they raise their heads, or rather, they raise their horns 
above the tall grasses, and we £eel something menacing yet 
mild that tells of the wonder and power and danger of nature. 

*'1-t ~ 11, ~~,I! i,,"'"' /), H' ,~ 
Tilling the field, 

Not even a bird cries, 
In the shadow of the hill. 

In this verse, by Busan, we feel the season, the beginning 
of April, the lateness of the coming of warmth here under 
the hill-side, the young leaves unfolding, no breeze, complete 
silence,-and with all this, the softly-harsh sound of the hoe. 
The following verse, by Shiro, is at the opposite extreme : 

tc5tc5 til!IIO)m<,~i:fi>;Q+,lt 

The waterfaII 
Thunders down 

Into the rank leaves. 

The tremendous rush of water and tumultuous sounds have 
their correspondence in the wildly growing plants and weeds 
and trees all around. 

!l0)110)c, < tcO'l,t~'.,lfi,O)IBlli! 
How many butterflies 

Winged their way across 
This roofed wall ! 

What struck Basho was not merely the contrast between 
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the wings of the lightly flying butterflies and the heavily 
tiled earthen wall, but the way in which they appear from 
the unknown, and disappear into it with that levity an<l 
aimless purposefulness that characterise them. The follow 
ing, by Gy6dai, is a wonderful and powerful verse: 

~-f'~,;7JtgLX.<l:ilJG1)i'/l 
In the dawn, 

Whales roaring ; 
A frosty sea. 

The begjrming of day, the spouting of the whales, the 
sea, the frost,-all these have something primitive and 
primaeval in them. 

,1,ans¥m~G1) sn.~~ ~,;r,,,it1. 

The people next door 
Have stopped grinding the mortar: 

Cold rain at night. 

The connection between one thing and another is always 
incredibly strange, even when it is simple cause and effect. 
How much more so here, where the mere cessation of one 
sound causes Yaha now to understand the meaning of the 
rain that has been falling all the time. Compare the 
following by Bonch6 : 

;!lirl·lifl"-''l'""'H-, ;- , a", ·r 
The drip-drip 

Of the lye-bucket ceases : 
The voice of the cricket. 
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The following three verses, by Uritsu, Gusai, and Kikaku, 
brin~ out well the vitality and variety of haiku: 

1Il11J1f7JO'lr/J (? < fW:l'J L 
The sound of the carp, 

The water faintly dark, 
The plum-blossoms white. 

7( 1J, r/J t ti' G ;;;, H" tc 0 ,{.I'- 8 -JJ, ts: 
A spring day ; 

They open the folding-doors 
Of the great temple . 

.:: i..t;,L.ctt.n.C-<.W.~f~L11JIJ,~ 

Here and there, 
Frogs croaking in the night, 

Stars shining. 
The following small picture of country life by Bash6 is more 
of sound than of sight. The next, by Gy6dai, is larger; 

ft(!)!!ti'C L <·o !.. "fo~tJ,tL 

Winter rain falling 
On the cow-shed ; 

The voice of the cock. 

a ;{:'I,; tL tc: IJ .:=:.;J-1' c.1j= -Fl.> ~'F- QJ A 

The day darkening, 
They come down from Mii Temple. 

People of the spring 
Ww aoe here the &hades of evening fall over a wide ecene, 
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Lake Biwa in the distance, the Temple above, the long 
flight of stone steps, and in ones and twos, people who arc 
reluctantly leaving the cherry-blossoms behind, so aptly 
termed "people of the spring." 

A spring unseen of men, 
On the back of the mirror, 

A flowering plum-tree. 

This verse by Bash6 is one that Keats would have appreciated. 
There is a world of art which hardly belongs to this world 
except as a kind of perversion of it, a sort of back-ot-the 
mirror which our mind holds up to nature. This is the 
world that Basho was also drawn to, but like Wordsworth, 
the real world was the one he earnestly desired to live in. 

'.t°t-\'='T-~(J)"$3°i::-:i<1J,JJ.ICO± 

The uguisu ! 
Earth of the rice-fields sticks 

On the supports of the clogs. 

Two extremes of the whole of spring are given here by 
Bonch6, the heavenly voice of the uguistt, and the mud on 
the two " teeth " of the geta, or wooden clogs. 

-16'V.t;:. < ~*(J)/1i]C01'Jffl. 

A hototogisu cries; 
Between the trees 

A comer turret. 
The bird suddenly cried, and looking round, ShihO saw 
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through a gap in the trees, the white corner of the donjon 
silhouetted against the blue sky of summer. 

!l:ll/i'o iJIJ t*-<ll1 i,/',FJi-/!< 
Fields for sowing beans, 

Firewood sheds, - 
All famous places. 

This was written by Bonch6 at Rakuahieha, ;;g. tiff%, in Saga, 
Kyorai's villa, where Kobori Enshu;' a great landscape 
gardener, had his tea-ceremony house. These fields sown 
with beans, sheds for firewood, were once scenes of splendour 
and of the cultural life of the community. Both the glory 
and the misery of human existence are powerfully contrasted. 

11\~~fftc,;s Lff,;s!m<000 
In the winter storm 

The cat keeps on 
Blinking its eyes. 

This by Yas6 is on the one hand a vivid picture of the cat, 
its hatred of wind and confusion, the ears back, head down, 
blinking its half-shut eyes. On the other hand it is a de 
scription of one aspect of the essential nature of the winter 
wind, its make-cats-blink-ness. 

b iJ•!i.i'i-\~z.t (7) ;J,1ff t, -t~fi 
With the young trout in the valley 

A leaf of the dwarf bamboo 
Floats away. 

1 See page xxx, 
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[f we take this as a real experience of Buson, we cannot 
help admiring the presence of mind (of Mind) that could seize 
such a moment, such a woa-ld of meaning in miniature. [f 
we take it, as some do, as pure imagination, we shall be 
even mom struck by Buson's power of pictorial creation. 

L ft.i, ~ -\"'ii\JJ1k.ll))ttill)m;ll) ,;,,..:n, 
The stillness ; 

Peaks of cloud 
In the bosom of the lake. 

We are reminded of Wordsworth's lines: 
that uncertain heaven received 

Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

In Issa's verse we have rest only; in Wordsworth there is 
both motion and rest. The next is by the same author. 

f.t.-C L,,:-<f;ltg~~jffiQ)~:;,\:;t;::, 
Before and behind 

JizO Bosatsu, 
Pinks are blooming. 

Jiz6 is the patron of travellers and children, and his statue 
is ofren found at cross-roads and otcer lonely places. His 
relation to the pinks may be taken in either of two ways : 
the sweetness of Jiz6 and the pinks; and the contrast between 
bis calm indifference and their eager little faces. 

~i2f.-'f'"'f.ll)j1Jill):Ji;:OJJII 

White dew; 
Over the potato field, 

The Milky Way. 
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The Milky Way is the dew of heaven; the dew on the 
potato leaves is the stare of this earth. But as so often, 
there is something a little dead about Shiki'e still-lifes. The 
next is better. 

!Y 1l.-?:ri'Jn·::::.-? ~ J'.l. -?fff,i;,:JW 

A summer shower ; 
Green pine-needles 

Stick in the sand. 
We feel here the force of the shower, that breaks off 

the pine-needles and thrusts them into the sand, so that they 
stand up irn it. 

fJ.jO)~lt:r&t,-? < -t ts: Q a';k.~)0: 

The leaves of the paulownia 
Having all fallen.- 

The tree-lotus in bloom. 
When the great leaves of the paulownia have all fallen, 

it is late autumn, but just at this time the flowers of the 
tree-lotus bloom. There is sometimes an unnaturalness 
about nature which makes her akin to us. 

The above and all the remaining verses of this second 
section are by Busan. 

iili C JII o, .!::. 0 K. ts: lJ ll:i. ,{fc (lJ iH 

In the spring rain, 
The pond and the river 

Have become one. 
We have here the omnipresence and omnipotence at 
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water; and realize that what seemed three different things, 
lake, stream, and rain, are intrinsically one. 

!llr:St.lCA.. l!Jll(l)t,/.:. ~ t>ft:tJ,tr. 
The autumn storm 

Stopped blowing ; 
A rat swam over the stream. 

Though he has not Bashc'e mysticism or lssa's humanity, 
Bu son is not shallow however. It is Nature without God or 
man, but not that of science. As so often in Thoreau, 
Nature speaks for herself. 

"'i!i# p (I) IIIl' ~ tc..i&--? ~ f,(i:tJ, tr. 
A camellia; 

It fell into the darkness 
Of an old well. 

This has something deeply symbolical in it,-but we are 
not to think of what, just to be feel it so, and stop there. 

;;,ff;rr <IIL>±><-lc" 1,,n,;11;·1& 
Passing the bank, 

The sail fearful 
The young leaves 1 

This literal translation of the original shows the way in 
which the speed of the boat and the luxuriance of the young 
leaves are seen as aspects of one awful cnea-gy of nature. 

EIJ<~tt.r. <--c:to-t"'J;i L..U4:'i'L 
How awesome! 

Not a leaf stirs 
In the swnmer grove I 
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The feeling seems to belong rather to tropical forests : 
it reminds one of W. H. Hudson's stories of South America. 

lll:"'16 ali '-' 1111 rc ~ .+ i ~1 J'J ,\Jt 
The short night ; 

The peony opened 
During t.hat time. 

[n this verse Busan has expressed the power of nature 
that can make the great flower bloom in such a short time 
as the summer night. 

ww,;,, -cf!s,-otn,Wil>·ol\ 
Beating down the green plums, 

As the same time, 
Green leaves fall. 

This is a good example of how nothing escapes the eye 
of the haiku poet, and how this slight accompanying fact of 
some leaves being knocked down too is perceived as deeply 
significant of the way in which purpose and accident are 
mingled in our world. 

®.!<x.-Cff.,ftx.-Ct<c,x/1111., 
The bottom seen clearly, 

The fish seen clearlv.c- 
Deep is the water of autumn. 

Not only is the sky of autumn high, the water is deep. 
These seems to be a double infinity in this season, one 
above us, one below. Compare the following ; the season is 
aununer: 
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- atc:_fE.?t.:i.,W·7kiTJ#'i; J: 

The clear water, 
Not enough for a mouthful, 

But how wonderful ! 

Thoreau says: "The shallowest still water is unfathomable." 

rJti,tc..:, ti• t!- ITJ=*lt? ~4<,/lJ B 
How calm 

The persimmon orchard, 
Under the wintry moon ! 

Dorothy Wordsworth notes in her Journal, 24th March, 1798: 

The crooked arm of the old oak-tree points 
upwards to the moon. 

J'L*.!,/lJ::;f;cf:.!f!l'il~~ '"(fil0)$ 
A tree stands withered, 

And on it a cicada crying ; 
Billowing clouds. 

This verse seems to be one of contrast, contrast between 
the bare, wintry angularity of the tree with the shrill-crying 
insect, and the softly-swelling clouds that rise up in the 
summer sky ; or perhaps the cicada unites with its hard 
warmth the tree and the clouds. 

JJPOJ{/:.r)),.:/J:"/.;[,Jl,/tOJ/{/(!)Z·,'& 

The flowers of the " 
Spill on the broad leaves 

Of the bog-rhubarb. 
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The small, white, snow-like flowers of the u tall on the 
round, dark leaves of the bog-rhubarb. 

~ L.l'.}-?M!QJi!ll< i1Jl.1!i" L 
Mandarin ducks; 

A weasel is peeping 
At the old pond. 

Compare Shiki's verse, which seems a more homely version'. 

l1J%Lti -cmn G -"IIH· ts: 
The chrysanthemums withering, 

A weasel is watching 
The hens. 

There are two more verses by Busan that we may give 
here; the first belongs to summer, the second to spring: 

llJi,r.,-t-t,ll!s1\U>tr-:>i!f<O'[)t 
Driving away with blows 

A fox stealing the rice ; 
The autumn of barley. 

Everyone is out in the summer fields, and the fox comes to 
the kitchen. In the following there is a contrast between 
the fine threads of rain and the broad expanse of water, 
and a harmony in their mild vagueness: 

~ m (/) r.p ~ v1c Q ~ * fiir n, ts: 
Flowing through the midst 

Of the spring rain, 
A great river. 
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3. In the following verses, the poets are speaking to 
some extent of themselves; Onitsura's haiku is well-known : 

~T71'::.o:>t&,-c ~;: 7:>t.:. L...J.'3io:>~ 
The bath water, 

Where can I throw it away? 
The voices of insects. 

The hesitation and at-a-loss-ness of the poet is heightened 
by the fact that he cannot see the insects, he can only hear 
their sweet voices trilling out from every bush and plant. 
The immaterial conquers the material, men do not live by 
bread alone. There is a waka by Kageki, :S.:61, 1768-1843, 
very similar in meaning, but more aristocratic in mind-colour: 

1,, '"? < .t 'J ~l J t, A ;tt,tr ~ ee J!I o:> 
~ ~ht~ J 0;:, S~o:>;ffi 

Whence shall I ride my horse 
Into the River Saho? 

White chrysanthemums 
Are reflected 
On the pebbles. 

f.,[r,lio:>9:;t~~./i.;h ') ;t{]! 
A breeze blowing 

On the hairs on thin shanks : 
The change of clothes. 

This, by Buson, is one of those verses which make us 
wonder at the delicacy of the Poetical mind of the Japanese. 
and their faith in what is small and insignificant. In Moby 
Djck, Melville says: 
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We expand to bulk. To produce a mighty volume 
you must have a mighty theme. No great and enduring 
volume can be written on the flea, though many there 
be who have tried it. 

This is true, but it is not the only truth. The hairs on the 
legs of the man who has put on his new spring clothes has 
a meaning, a slender rapier-like meaning that is not as big 
as a barn door,-but 'twill suffice. Toho says: 

When one petal flies away, spring is over, 

.c,t7' !c tllr>c/ll L'llc<,l1HrGA 
Out in the fields 

Together with the birds, 
I will be surrounded with mist. 

Chara walks the fields. He also could say, no doubt, 

Casting the body's vest aside 
My soul into the boughs does glide; 
There like a bird, it sits and sings, 
Then whets and claps its silver wings, 

but to say so seems somehow to spoil it. Together with the 
birds he will be surrounded by the morning mist. That is 
enough. 

:I("' 'i' ,c 18! 'C ~( L ~ ~ /It L ~ ~ 

Lying with arms and legs outstretched, 
How cool,- 

How lonely! 
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When we are alone, we can do as we like, lie as we 
please; but this is, as Issa says, because we are alone. 

i!!:o:>JI~t.ill1kt-:. '5 tJ,~~jJ;\(l) I:. 
Summer in the world; 

Floating on the waves 
Of the lake. 

This verse by Bash6 reminds us of Thoreau, with his 
power of feeling and portraying the present and the past, 
the near and the far, in one place, at one moment. 

~Jc ts: u:: ;u: "t' .!:. t.r. ti,~ 'J ~- 'J --t 
Grasshopper l 

Be the keeper of the grave-yard, 
When I die. 

This verse contains everything of Issa, his feeling of 
impermanence, of kinship with other creatures, and the all 
pervading humour. The same may be said of the following, 
but the humour is fainter. 

~~-Cr.l-01-!/J•'J f:'b::h..!:.1-t Lo:>7E 
Just simply alive, 

Both of us, I 
And the poppy. 

Issa was the most democratic man (or should one say 
"biocratic "?) who ever lived. More implicit still is the 
next verse: 

din;*-c-::i::11.-cn-~1--r 1J JtliO)Ui 
A butterfly came. 

And flew off 
With a butterfly in the garden. 
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;r~ •, .;,lili.-'i! <·n,i*" Jl 
Mushroom-hunting; 

Raising my head, 
The moon over the peak 

This verse of Buson, which shows that dusk has fallen 
unawares, is quite different from Ritaihaku's: 

W. M: ~ tu }J, 1~ ID'1 }J.1, tt ~~o 

I raise my head, and gaze at the moon over 
the mountains; 

I lower my head, and think of my native place. 

Buson's verse simply describes the two worlds, that of minute 
particulars near the eye, and that of the vast and distant. 

~t,GtrH"'ltt/ll<L.~'ll<OJ:ll' 
Tum this way; 

I also am lonely, 
This evening of autumn. 

Unchiku, a monk of Ky6to, seems to have painted 
a picture of himself with his face turned away, and asked 
Bash6 to write a verse on it. Bash6 said, "You are sixty 
and I nearly fifty already. Both of us, in a dream-world, 
are portraying a dream. To this (picture of a dream) I add 
this somniloquy." In this verse we see more srronzty than 
in perhaps any other verse the intense subjectivity of Bash6's 
mind. Even a few smears of ink on a piece of paper, and 
he feels our loneliness, our isolation in the sea of life, 

The unplumb'd, salt, estranging sea. 

So be begs the monk in the picture not to tum his face 
from him in the evening twiliabt, 
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4. Basho and Issa are the poets of humanity. The 
following is by the former : 

F.11't~ll$!t.:.'Fa':tc < WaJV'J 
The moon about to appear, 

All present tonight 
With their hands on their knees. 

This is a verse praising the moon through a picture of the 
poets and moon-lovers who are gathered to gaze at it. The 
moon has not yet risen, but all are sitting waiting. Bash6 
glances mildly round, and notices that each man has his 
hands on his knees, a form of polite deportment. In the 
hands is seen the minds of those present ; in the hands the 
moon too is seen, the yet invisible moon that whitens the 
ho:rizon above the dark mountains in the distance. Hardy's 
The Oxen strongly reminds us of Bash6's haiku. 

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock. 
"Now they are all on their knees," 

An elder said as we sat in a flock 
By the embers in hearthside ease. 

We pictured the meek mild creatures where 
They dwelt in their strawy pen, 

Nor did it occur to one of us there 
To doubt they were kneeling then. 

:n.~1:;,n:fx.t.:.n,n.nKDwQll?.l 1J 

Hail-stones on the ground; 
The " night hawks " come back home 

In the moonbeams. 
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"Night·hawks" were the lowest kind of prostitute in Edo. 
They appeared after dark carrying straw-mats. Issa is 
sleeping alone iu the cold, and hears them walking by or 
talking. He also knows what cold and hunger and suffe:ring 
mean, and the softness of the language he uses, lwcrumeri, 
shows his compassionate feeling. 

*ffi<ft~••t•<•~•·r~ 
Do the tea-pickers also, 

Hidden in the bushes, 
Hear the hototogisu P 

The tea-trees are quite high, and women picking the tea 
leaves can hardly be seen, only the towels on their heads, 
or their faces and hands occasionally visible. The hototogisu 
is singing, and Bash6 is thinking, not of himself, but of 
humanity, of those hardly-to-be-seen workers in the bushes, 
-are they too entering into their heritage of poetic life 
as the notes of the holotogisu ripple over the field? 

ffi ~ o7J r:\ J1 t..: IJ; Q Q 1ii. IJ, ts 
These violets ! 

How the courtezans must want 
To see the spring fields! 

The courtezana of Eda were never allowed out of the 
enclosure. Rydto secs a distant connection of grace between 
the violets and the women. 

"E.faJ ITT.<('>£!;fJ.l;.,..... ~ t..: Q :!:i.to7J ~ 

Falling summer rain; 
Walls with their remaining 

Pictures peeling. 
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This verse comes in the Saga Diary, 1691, being written 
attcr Bash6 had looked through each rootu of a small house 
tor the Tea-Ceremony, Rakuahisha, "falling persimmon hut," 
built by Kobori Enshu ;1 it was a temporary residence of 
Bash6's pupil Kyorui. On the walls of these rooms were 
once put painringa and sketches. Now faded and stained they 
are seen in the half-darkness of the summer rains. Bash() 
and the rain and the dark, damp rooms with their discoloured 
walls are indeed in harmony. The following five verses are 
by Busan, showing the humanity of the artist-poet, much 
greater than usually supposed : 

ff<:fli;tC:.t. Yi ~f.t(!.:.pi;;,=-? 

I go; 
Thou stayest : 

Two autumns. 

The Japanese has seventeen syllables, the English only 
eight, but the whole of life is given here, our meetings, our 
partings, the world of nature we each live in, different yet 
the same. 

~ A 1.:. IT?!' ;Jf,. 5 !::. Q Jl. illl· t;, ts: 
The travelling pedlar; 

Passing each other 
On the summer moor. 

Buson here expresses, (by not expressing) that taint 
feeling of sympathy and respect we have for man in his 
struggle with heat and weight and loneliness and poverty. 

Chi~es~0!:%~~~~~~i:5:U~6::~mwti;;a:em;O;;:o~o~if!~:~ ~= 
WU famous 1D all the arts of Japan. 
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,t, !l-'?t>,., c.-r"i~,,cr-llil,~ 
The harvest moon ; 

Calling on the master of the house. 
He was digging potatoes. 

The bright moon, the dark earth, the dully gleaming pota 
toes, and his friend who is enjoying the moon in the English 
way, digging the field in the moonlight. A stage lower: 

~ij:1:J,ti,J;,CJl!,ii~olOU! I'!< & 

The mountain guide 
Simply takes no notice 

Of the cherry-blossoms. 
There is something good in this too, the animal indifference 
that takes beauty for granted. 

1/lAOJnJfftitiM~H·C,,/Jl'OJ<J\ 
A palanquin passes, 

With a sick man in it: 
The autumn of barley. 

"Barley's autumn" is summer. The farmers are cutting and 
threshing and stacking the barley; all is bustle and energy 
and healthy activity in the sunshine. But as the pale, sick 
man is slowly carried through their midst, they realise that 
the world is larger and darker than they thought. 

Vi( Ill'!' 11 -¥1, ~ 9 ~ 9 ·t 
A cool breeze, 

The grasshopper singing 
With all his might. 
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What is interesting here is Jssa'e conscious subjectivity. 
He attributes his own feeling of coolness to the grasshopper, 
who sings so joyfully "under some pleasant weed." 

5. Examples of romantic verses. The following is by 
Bash6, whose verses are more various than usually t hought : 

t1.rJ,u;i*'161tl.{1:':~ IJ;tl.:'1Jtf 
A flower unknown 

To bird and butterfly. 
The sky of autumn. 

In The Story of My Heart, Richard Jefferies writes: 
The rich blue of the unattainable flower of the 

sky drew my soul towards it, and there it rested, for 
pure colour is rest of heart. 

ti•~ I)~ ~tfir'1JD-"i ~t)::'1J < ti 
Autumn evening : 

Life has its limits, 
But its moments too of leisure. 

We Jive in time, but also in eternity. This short autumn 
evening is tor Buson one of these moments, moments of 
vision, "spots of time" Wordsworth calls them. 

Now chiefly is my natal hour, 
And only now my prime of life. 
I will not doubt the love untold, 
Which not my worth nor want has bought, 
Which wooed me young and woos me old, 
And to this evening hath me brought.' 

1 Thoreau. 
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Ii V'Ji!i'·?~V'J -> i! ~ 1::.tf!. ~ -r 
The butterfly is perfuming 

Its wings, in the scent 
Of the orchid. 

xxxiii 

This verse was composed by Bash6 in response to a request 
by a Miss Butterfly of a tea-house he stopped at on the way 
back from visiting Ise Shrine. It was once the custom of 
ladies of high rank to perfume their clothes in the smoke 
of certain scented trees such as eandal-wood. 

!1;,i,;,,-q,;<01ilia L, :J:<0 Jl 
Its voice hoarsening, 

The white teeth of the monkey, 
In the moon over the peak. 

This was written by Kikaku about a place in China, Hak6, 
(:5 a: famous for its screaming monkeys. Its romantic, 
"poetical" flavour may be contrasted with Bash6's homely, 
everyday verse : 

!!U'l<01ili<-:l' tl/!1.,ff,<0r.ti 

In the fish-shop, 
The gums of the salt bream 

Look cold. 
In the next example, however, Bash6 is once more romantic: 

)l,,-:;~Jil,1tf,t'1<-Cil•<OAJ; 
Where is the moon ? 

The bell is sunk 
At the bottom of the sea. 
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This was written on the fifteenth of the month, at the time 
of the full moon, when it was obscured by ruin, at Tsuruga. 
The host told them that there was a story that in the sea 
a temple bell had sunk and that it could not be raised 
because it had sunk upside down. Bash6 uses this legend, 
found in various parts of the world, to bring out the unseen 
beauty and mystery of the moon in the poetical mind. 

00-?Ef.c.l!@;~-Ct..:,H-Vik.!:. !>. tt·-t 
Should I die of love, 

0 hototogisu, 
Cry at my tomb! 

This verse is well-known from its being written by a woman, 
6shu, said to have been a courteaan of the Yoshiwara in Ec!o. 
There is something Elizabethan about it, reminding one of 

Come away, come away death, 

and other lyrics. This haiku belongs to the world of the 
mind rather than that of the body, and is about to bid adieu 
to the real, the poetical world, but with such a pang as 
moves us in spite of ourselves. 

Enough examples have been given perhaps to show ttiat 
haiku are infinitely varied within their very limited scope. 
Somehow or other, when we read them, all the important 
things they omit, sex, war, and the struggle for existence 
generally, do not seem to matter quite so much after all. 
There is a repose, a serenity about them which makes the 
tragedies of life and art seem somewhat hysterical, some 
what vulgar. 

To conclude this over-long preface, I would like to say 
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something about the translation of haiku into English, taking 
as an example the most famous of all, Basho's Furu-ike ya 
kawaztt tobikomu -ntieu 1w oto. This was translated in 
Volume 2, page 254, as follows: 

The old pond ; 
A frog jumps in.- 

The sound of the water. 
The three-line translation used in these volumes obscures 
something fundamental in the originals, something that 
belongs to the Japanese mind, the Japanese language and 
the literature it produced and which produced it. We see 
it in linked poems, in the puns of the language of NO, in the 
empty spaces of pictures, the absence of things in rooms, 
the silences of conversation. This "something" is a certain 
continuity, a lack of division, a feeling of the whole when 
dealing with the parts. 

In the present haiku, the first line, that is, the first five 
syllables are "end-stopped" by the particle ya, which we 
can represent only by a semicolon, since '•ah" is senti 
mental, " yes " too much like smacking the lips, and an 
exclamation mark just ridiculous. But the second and third 
lines, that is, the middle seven and final five syllables, may 
either be divided, as in the above translation, or taken continu 
ously. The verb tobitzoma, "jumps in," has also an adjectival 
function, qualifying oto, "sound," thus meaning, "the water 
jumped into by a frog." We may therefore translate the 
verse as follows : 

The old pond ; 
The sound 

Of a frog jumping into the water. 
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But besides lookingl a bit odd, this translation, though un 
doubtedly nearer to the or-iginal than the former one, isolates 
the sound from the rest of the elements of the experience 
and makes it subsidiary to them. A point of interest and 
importance is whether the verse is one of sound only, or ol 
sight and sound. Did Bash6 sec the frog jump in, and hear 
the sound of the water? This seems rather matter-of-fact. 
Did he heir the sound, and deduce the frog from past 
experience, or a balance ot probabilities? This is toe rational 
and logical. Bash6's real, that is, ideal experience must 
have been that represented by the following : 

The old pond ; 
The-sound-of-a-frog-jumping-into-the-water. 

But even tills is too exact, too definite, too much of a com 
plete and grammatical w .ole. The original haiku is more 
fragmentary; it is indeed just a link or two of what Pater 
calls "the great chain wherewith we are bound." 

This fourth volume concludes an anthology of what 
seem to me to be the best haiku from the beginnings to 
Shiki. In a supplementary volume I wish to bring together 
in the same way all the finest haiku that have been written 
since Shik.i, (diea 1902,) up to the present time. I must 
"testify" in conclusion that haiku, together with the music 
of Bach and Chinese pa intinga, have given me the greatest, 
purest, and moat constant pleasure of my life. 

R.H. BLYTH, 
T6ky6, 3 Dec. 1951 



SEASONAL INDEX 

AUTUMN (Continued) 

F~'~:DM:~~AN:AIN: • 
~ .. 

THB AU1'UMN SBA 

FALLING WATER • 

GODS AND BUDDHAS 
T1-1a FEAST OF ALL Sours. 

THE TAMADANA 

J1ZO •• , • 

10 
12 
15 

HUMAN AFFAIRS 

THB FESTIVAL OP TI!E WEAVER • 

5ToNB LA1"TERNS 

FmawoRKS • • 

THI:! CHARCOAL-KILN 

VJSIT/NO GRAVES • 

Tim BoN D}NCB . 

AN AUTUMN JouRNIW 

THE FuLLmo·BL0C1, • 

HARVBS'rJNO. 

GLBA.NINO. • 

&:..sc.ows 

18 
21 
23 
25 
25 
27 
30 
31 
35 
36 
46 

XJU .Yil 



S b.'A SON A L IN DE X 

Bmns AND BEASTS 

DeER. 

RITTURNING \V1LD G1:8SB 

CRANES 

SHRIIH?S , • 

QUAILS 

\VoooP&I\ERS 

SNIPE, 

S~!ALL 8JRl)S 

DRAGO!l.'•f'LIIlS 

GRASSHOPPERS • 

CRICKETS. 

AuTUMN MoSQUITOES • 

SPIDERS • 

KAJIKA •• 

J!',SECTS 

BAGWOR~IB 

EARTHWORA!S 

58 
62 
66 
66 
61 
67 
70 
70 
71 

78 
81 

84 
85 
85 
86 
91 

92 

TREES AND FLOWERS 

Roses OP SHARON • 

FALLING WILLOW LBA\'ES • 

AUTUMN LEAVES 

BUSH·CLOVIJR • • 

INOIAN MIi.LITT 

MoRNING-(;LORIES • 

PAMPAS GRASS. 

0AHNAESHI 

ROSB·MALLOWS • 

WBBDS ••• 

94 
98 
98 

. 101 

.H» 

. 10.1 

. 112 
. 118 

• 121 
• 122 



SE A SO N A i~ IN D E X xxxix 

GoUROS 

Oncwos . 
BANANA-PLAr..'TS 

FALLING PAUIO\VNIA LEAVES 

GRAPP.S 

PEt{SIMMOJ\"S, 

Buct{WHllA1'. 

VlNBS. 

MuSHROO\lS. 

CttES1'NtrI'S 

BERRIES • 

PEARS. 

APPLES 

CAMOM.ILES . 

CttRVSANTHEMUAlS • 

. 124 

. 125 
. 126 
. 129 
. 131 
. 132 
. 136 
. 137 
. 138 
. 139 
. 142 
. 144 
144 
145 

. 145 

WINTER 
THE SEASON 

THP. BEGINNING OP W1r,;TER 

Tue DEP'ni OF' WIN1'ER. 

Tae Goo-LESS MoNTH 

Tun Cow 
THE DllPAtl'rJNo YEAR 

THE END OP 'HIE YEAR 

. 166 
. 166 
. 167 
. 168 
. 191 
• 192 

SKY AND ELEMENTS 

THe WINTER MooN • 

TKS FIR81' w 1NTBR RA.IN • 

. 204 

. 215 



xi SEASONAL INDEX 

W!N'l'BR RAIN • 216 

I lo,m Fnosr, . 233 
SLB8'f. . 231 
Tue Fu~-.T Sxow . . 235 
SNOW • • 237 

= - ~ - 
folCLBS • 266 

• 267 

FIELDS AND MOUNTAINS 

TttB WrrneRF.!D MooR 

THB W INTBR GARDEN 

THB W!'\'TER RIVER • 

THE DRIED-UP WATERPALI. 

• 278 
. 290 

291 
. 294 

Gons AND BUDDHAS 

BowL-BBATING 

WINTER NE,\113UTSU 

Tnn Goos' ABSENCE 

Tm> TEN NIGHTS 

THB CBRE~IONY lN ADVANCB • 

Tur. BuoDHA 

296 
. 299 
300 

. 303 

. 303 
. 30.1 

HUMAN AFFAIRS 

"8J>IUNO "·CLEANING • 

FAILINO SmBNGTH 

R1ce-BUYJNG 

THE CHARcoAr. Fme. 
A BANKED Fme 

W .\KING A1' NIGHT • 

. 308 

. 303 

. 309 

. 310 

.311 
• 312 



SE /IS O N A f . INDEX 

Tna BRAZIER • 

T1rn KoTATSU 

T1rn BLANliE'l'. 

Soens Davncc . 

WINTER SECLUSION. 

Tas FiSH-'rRAPPBR 

CHARCOAL 

Tm; F Al.CONER. 

Tun 01.0 CALENDAR 

MocHI-MA!rnRS. 

BIRDS AND BEASTS 

BATS 

PLOVERS • • 

Sr::A-G! LLS • 

WATER-BIRDS 

KOOAMO . 

WILD Duons 

WRBNS 

5flA·SLU0S • 

TREES AND FLOWERS 

CAMPIIOR-TRBES. 

0AJ1<0N ••• 

TunMr>S .•• 

SowJNO BARLEY 
Wii,;TBR DESOLATJOS 

THB WIN'lf:iR GROVE 

Win-iERED PAMPAS GRASS . 

DAPPODJLS 

FAU.BN Leaves . . , . 

.m3 

.ffl 

.W 

.m 

.m9 
.m 
.m - .m 
.3~ 

. 332 

. 332 
. 334 
. 335 
. 338 
. 339 
. 341 
. 342 

• 316 
. 347 
. 349 
. 349 
. 350 
. 351 
· 353 
. 354 
• 355 



APPENDICES 

I. TRANSLITERATION OF IIA~KU QuoTRP IN THE PREFACE 367 

II. SUPPLEMENTARY L1ST OF wcxks CONSULTED 
(IN THE AUTllOR'S LIBRARY) , , • • • • , 371 

III. A CHRONOLOGICAL LIST OF HAIKU POETS • • • , , 378 

INDEX TO THI£ FOUR VOLUMES • • • • , • • • • . 382 



ILLUSTRATIONS 

W11'.'T8R SECLUSION • BY Tnroa. 

Dmm. 
0RAGoK-PLY 

DRAGON !'LY. 

BAGWOR~l 

BY RANTBJ 61 

BY MOrm 72 
BY KBMPO 77 
BY Sursur 91 

W1w BoAR. • BY KA!<UJ6 101 
GRAPES. BY Nrn:KA:,.i 131 

SQUIRREL ON A CHESTNUT-TREE. • BY S61<YfI 140 

\.VJNTER LANDSCAPE BY Sassld(J 161 

Pnm-TREE • • • • • • • BY GY6DAT 179 

SF.LP-PORTRAIT • BY ISSA 185 
E:-.TERING CHl!<UR!SJJA HeRmTAGE. • •• BY Se!RA 215 

FISHING ALONH BY A WINTER RIVER . • •• BY BARIN 2-11 

\.Vu1;TER MOUNTAINS. • • • • • • • • •• BY K6ZBNK! 248 

SNOWY LM.:OSCAPE • • • • , , • BY RYOl<AI 279 

TANl{A BURNING '1MB WOODEN h!AOE OF' BUDDHA. BY FOGAi 315 
CowHERD RB'TURNINO THROUGH THE S:-.ow. 

FALLING LEAv~ . 
BY Rrrear 341 
BY ICE1SH1 357 

THE PICTURE INSIDE THE COVER 

Verse and picture by Otsuji, z.. !::?, 1881-1920 

'~ 
,le'(' 

'P.Q"t.:.A, 
(7 ~ " 
B -r 
"' ts: 

The snow ceases to fall, 
The ruddy sun glows on the trees: 

The evening scene. 
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FIELDS AND l\lO UNTAINS 

,5'ITj!J'~~'/~r:.]EJ;,~l!)\JJ ~ ;!le 
Y1<bart1 ya asagi ni narll/Ju llki no yama 

Clearing up in the evening ; 
In the pale blue sky, 

Row upon row of autumn mountains. 
Issa 

This, for Issa, is an unusually objective verse. Not only 
Issa but no other person, nothing human, is present here. 
It is nature as it was before the advent of man, as it will 
be when man has disappeared from the face of the earth. 

Tac/lisaru koto iclurr may,,g.i 1U aki no mine sam,,s/,i 

One league away, 
And to the eyebrows 

The autumn peaks are cold. Busan 

This has the postscript My6gisan, /&~ 111, a mountain of 
three peaks in Gumma l-'rcfocturc. Buson is walking away 
from the mountain. Wilen he haa reached a point about 
three miles from the foot, he looks back and up, and the 
cold autumn breeze strikes his hot forehead. He feels the 
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coldness of the distant mountain with his eyebrows. They 
are the link between him and the heights far away. 

Buson has several verses in which hairs play an important 
part. Another example, besides that on page xxiv: 

L I::>~ -'P ~-:> YJ (l) Rf'II ~II. iO. Q .1. ff C 
Sltirafsuyu ya satsuo uo 1111mage nururu hodo 

The white dew,- 
Enough to wet the hair 

On the chest of tbe hunter. 

~=-:>P,(!)pj\J,;{."(fj;:(l)l.lJ Rt fila: 
le futatsu to 110 lmchi miete aki no yama 

Two houses, 
The doors are open : 

The autumn mountains. Michihiko 

These two black, mouth-like open doors have some strange 
meaning. There are invisible existences which enter and 
come out of them, though not a soul is to be seen, not a 
sound is heard. 

i&}((!)IJ1.i:;:.0c:;:.0v::.N'!::.'1.-:> 11',~ ~ 
Aki no yama tokorodokoro ni l1e1111iri tatsu 

The autumn mountains ; 
Here and there 

Smoke rising. Gy6dai 
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This is of an extreme simplicity but combines with it 
a sense of mystery in the unpor-tz-ayed details. The smoke, 
of that myater-ioua blue that Spengler would call Faustian, 
rises from unknown depths of mountain valleys to unknown 
heights of autumn sky. One cannot help recalling a water 
colour by Turner, called The Crook ot the Wye. 

m}itt-UJ:f,11;:':fk:t.,> 5 L 0 .I:~ A~*Q ~ tl 
Noji no oki 1uoga usbiro yori llito ya kuru 

The road over the autumn moor : 
Someone is coming along 

Behind me ! Buson 

It is interesting to compare this to a verse from The 
Ancient Mariner, Part VI: 

Like one that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 
And having once turned round, walks on 
And no more turns his head, 
Because he knows a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 

Coleridge's verse expresses the ex.ceptional occurrence which 
is the foundation from which arises the eenerat state of mind 
portrayed in Buson'a poem. We are always surrounded by 
a multitude of witnesses, sometimes frightful, but there is 
always something, if only Time's chariot, hurrying near. 
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Al.:.ilU--C:'a:0 L <tr.') !t::l.tl;:"Jll.r Tm 
Hito ni aite osoroshik11 narinu aki no y0111a 

Meeting someone, 
How fearsome 

The autumn mountains! Shiki 

When we are alone with nature, that is, nature ot 
the temperate Zones, we feel something lacking, but when 
a man, unknown and questionable, is seen passing by, the 
whole mountain is full of the evil influences which emanate 
from the mind of man alone. Man is the most ferocious of 
all the animals, man is the measure, the limit, the beginning 
and the end of all things. Mountains are in themselves only 
lumps of earth and stone; it is the mind at man, of this man, 
which makes them teachers, comforters, monsters, enemies. 

Another interesting point is the fact that it is the 
mountains of aurusnn that cause this vague feeling of 
apprehension on his meeting with someone among them. It 
is perhaps the receding of life that we feel also within 
ourselves. There is something in the ebb, the evening of 
the year that disturbs us. The mountains are so silent the 
heart is constricted with something like fear. 

riz-111-c-t-tVK.tk.(l)'lft-m L. :;. .m 
Mon wo dete f11ppo ni 111.:i no umi lliroslii 

Going out of the house, 
Ten paces,- 

And the vast autumn sea. SbJki 
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The ocean often looks boundless, and especially So in 
autumn, when not even a far-off swell lessens the distancl:! 
of the horizon. But what strikes Shiki is the contrast between 
the expanse of sea and the few paces he makes to survey 
it. At one moment the four walls of a small room. A 
moment or two after, and the whole scene of the illimitable 
ocean pervades the miad. 

#~O)Jf:~·J..7;,]l!il.ll*L.* ~ tt 
Mura mnra no negokoro fukenu otoshimizu 

In every village, 
Sleep grows deeper ; 

Falling water. Buson 

The :rice is ripening and the surplus water is being run 
off f:rom the rice-fields. The farmers feel relieved fo:r the 
moment. '• Grows deeper" contains two ideas, that of sound 
er sleep, and the passing of time. It is midnight, and Busan 
listens to the trickling sound of the water which has a 
lulling effect on the mind, as though it were making sounder 
the sleep of the villages. The meaning of the sound of the 
falling water is not that of Keats' 

The J)OCtTy of earth is never dead. 

[t is far deeper, less intellectual, neither explanatory nor 
explicable. 
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EOt::.H'f.'b-CEEla''i'fr.i:;,1T<~tJl.:(!J7J<. ~ tJ 
Ta Iii ochite to wo ocltiy11k" ya aki 110 mizu 

Falling into the fields, 
Falling from the fields. 

The water of autumn. Buson 

This is what a haiku should be, perfectly clear without 
any admixture of intellectual elements. At the end of autumn, 
after the rice has been reaped, tbe water is run off from 
each field into the next until it is all gone. This water, 
which you may think is merely water, is not. It is the 
water of autumn. Contrast this with a verse on the same 
subject by the same poet: 

~ L,7J~ITT~Cl)fl1\' !:::. ts IJ t::.vt IJ 
Otoshimizu tagoto no yami to narinikeri 

The water run off 
Becomes the darkness 

Of each field. 

This is obscure and intellectual. It is a kind of poetical 
thinking, a semi-verbal mysticism. At night, the shining ex 
panse of water in each field becomes the black mud, that is, 
the water of light becomes the field of darkness. 
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:!:'t!i~.!:.~'ii'IJ'ftlJL..'!)11,f,z $ II'), 

llfllzmnmrn to imllsu 1"I gotoshi tama-malsim 

Vividly present, 
As though here before us, 

The Feast of All Souls. Kigin 

This is an echo of The Analects, 3, 12: 

~:fzJJ;(E, ~ili"$:!IJJjj$:(fo T'B, ~~~;%, 

''"'~' 
He sacrificed as if they were present ; he sacrificed 

to the spirits as if they were there. Confucius said; 
" If I am not myself present at the sacrificing, it is the 
same as not sacrificing at all." 

The Feast of All Souls is from July 7 to July 16. In 
every house the tamadana, literally, "spirit-shelf," is set out 
with various symbolical offerings, and the spirits of the dead 
in that household are comforted with a ceremony, reading of 
sutras, etc. The common Japanese expression for All Soul's 
Day, 0 Bon, :k f,rc_, is an abbreviation of Ullambana, % Jlitiit:., 
The masses said for the sake of souls in purgatory are first 
heard of in the 6th Century A.D., and are of course opposed 
to the general teaching and spirit of Hinayana Buddhism of 
the primitive type. The official attitude of Zen is hard to 
aet at; W10fficially, it is agnostic in theory and orthodox in 

10 
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practice. Its attitude might be better described as the poetic 
one with which we are to read the present verse. Christ 

' also tells us, 

God is not the God of the dead, but of the living, 
for unto him all live. 

;!!!~H".bil,~:!;§tDvt~t;. tJ!J>t.r:. Bi« 
Tama-matsuri kyi, mo yakiba no keburi kana 

The Feast of All Souls ; 
Today also arises smoke 

From the burning-ground. &sM 

Today is the Festival of the Dead, but even today brown 
smoke is rising from the crematorium out in the fields, away 
from the town. This verse is rather intellectual, not so much 
in content as in the relations of the ideas; poetry transcends 
these cause-and-effect, is-or-is-not ideas. Also, Bash6 seems 
to have remembered a passage from the Tsurezuregusa: 

~ t-=. 1.,gq.(J) imn1~ G ir!1 ts: <, .e-:ifilw (J) its: tJ 
"$1. t:,,;: G -e tD :7-;.. ft:.:;. JI~ 0 Q tr. G t}, ts G !!, 1,, fJ, v:::. 
%]tD & t ts: IJ, G A..,, -111: r:ul.: .Y.:i ts: ~ ,: -t" 1,, :J.-;.. C It ;fl. 

If human beings did not disappear like the dews 
of Adashino, it they did not vanish like the smoke of 
Toribeyama, how could there be any pathetic beauty? 
How good the changeableness of the things of the 
world! 
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Hasu-ike y11 orodc SQ//Q mama lmua-mots11ri 

The lotus pond ; 1 
Just as they are, unplucked, 

For the Feast of All Souls. Basho 

Tnstead of picking the lotus flowers, and placing them on 
the altar, Bash6 wishes to leave them where they are in the 
small pool as offerings to the spirits at the dead. He may 
have remembered a waka by the Empress K6my6:2 

ffi" 'J --:::,:f't.1:!t-:..t:. &- ,~rl} -!it-=- -r n: n• i:::, 
.=::i!!:UJf)~K::(tt.:..-C i -?-!i 

Should I pluck it, 
My hands 

Would defile the flower; 
I offer it, as it stands, 
To the Buddhas of the Three Worlds. 

T11ma-dana wa tsuyu ma nnmida mo abura kmw 

The table of the spirits ; 
Dew, and tears, 

These are the oil. Ransetau 

These three things arc thrown toi::i:cther in this verse in 
the same indifferent, half-accidental way that they are in fact. 

1 Lotuses belong really to summer. 
• 101-760. She penonally washed one thousand beggars. 
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The dew is the dew on the flowers that are offered. The 
tears are those tor near and dear children and fathers and 
mothers that have died not long ago. The oil is in the lamps 
that are lit to console the epirita of the dead. 

;Jl!ffiJ],clUc'ftlf b 1c OJPl(li!(',\'t 11' t! 
Tama-dana wo hodokebn moto no zashiki kana 

The t.able of the spirits ; 
Taking it down, 

The same room as before. Buson 

At the time of the Festival of the Dead, a shelf is put 
up in front of the Buddhist altar, and on it various offerings 
to the spirits of the dead are made. At this time an ordinary 
room becomes a kind of Buddhist chapel, and everything done 
in it is done in a kind of religious atmosphere. When the 
shelf is taken down again, everything relapses into the normal 
again, and we realize, with a shock, what a simple room 
really is. 

Ii<*'> c !'11 t, '> !1! n<fJI> n, ts 
Aki kinu to shiram, koi,m ~1 hotoke kana 

The puppy that knows not 
That autumn has come, 

Is a Buddha , ... 
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This is Issa's poetical version of the Ist Case of the 
M11monkan; it has the prescript: 

" 

" The dog has the Buddha nature." The puppy even more 
than the mature dog takes each day, each moment, as it 
comes. It does not 

look before and after 
And pine tor what is not. 

When it is warm, it basks in the sun ; when it rains, it 
whimpers to be let in. There is nothing between the sun 
and the puppy, the rain and the whimper. 

Tama-dana ya f6za shila n~k1, kirigiris11 

At the altar, 
In the chief place, 

Cries a cricket. Issa 

The tamadana, more correctly written ~ fm, IB a kind 
of shell put up in front of the Buddhist altar at the time of 
the Ullabon, All Souls' Day. Rush matting is spread upon 
it and various herbs uf autumn consecrated there. 

By chance, a cricket ha; topped in, and, occupying the 
place of honour, is chirping quietly to himself. Issa knew 
that the crying of crickets and the chirping of men are the 

I Thia lbouJd be ft. 
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same: he also knew that they are different. It is in this 
region of the sameness of difference, this different sameness, 
that religion and poeh·y lie. 

ffif1iA....--C-ttl!.i£:bV:L~ift~ml Tm 
lne tsundc iie i wahishi ya mi chi "" hata 

The rice being stacked up by him, 
Jiz(l looks forlorn 

At the side of road. Shiki 

While the rice was standing in the field, Jiz6 in his shrine 
at the side of the road looked complacent, as befitted a 
patron of the. life of the ~eople. Now that the rice has b~n 
reaped and piled up, leaving bale and desolate fields, J1z6 
also looks neglected and wretched, perhaps a little uncom 
fortable. 
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:f/~ G'J ;JlHt'M fli.ldt G'J L,I~ IJ ','&, ~ :tt 
Kaji no ha wo r6eishf4 110 s/liori kana 

The leaf of the kaii-txee, 
As a bookmark 

In the RDeishU. 

This has the prescript --t; & , Tanabata, Seventh Night. 
On the sixth day of the Seventh Month, hawkers went round 
the streets selling leaves of the lmji-tree, a species of mul 
berry. The next day, seven leaves were taken and poems 
written on them as offerings. Another name for the star 
Shokujo (there are seven names) is tie~ ~lil!, '' Kaji Leaf 
Princess." 

The R{)eishU,1 an anthology of Japanese and Chinese 
poetry arranged in seasonal order, was formed during the 
Heian Era, 794-858. There is a section in it devoted to the 
Tanabata, and it is possible that the leaf of the kaji-trec 
was used to mark this place in the book. Anyway, it is clear 
that Buaon used the leaf, on which was probably written some 
verse or other, to mark the place whoro he was reading. 
There is a subtle pleasure in marking with a leaf those 
poetical words which deal with mountains and rivers and 
leafy trees. It is as if one were marking the poem with 
the thing itaeU, the subject of the verse. And the leaf of 

18 
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a kaji-tree, with its poetic and human relations, the R6eishU, 
so well-thumbed, -these have overtones of meaning which we 
can hardly realize. Compare a modern verse, by Kyoshi : 

-t:;,:5l(!J/W.:{1.t < Atr.~ IJ ffl1'.}!IJ. 
Tanabata tJO uta kaku nua 11i yorisoinu 

The Festival of the Weaver; 
One is writing a poem, 

The other leans towards him. 

This is as charming as something from the Tale of 
Genji. One of the two people, the man probably, is writing 
a JX)em, a waka. The other, a woman, leans towards him 
watching the brush move down the paper. The appropriate 
ness of the first line, "The Festival of the Weaver," is 
perhaps a little overdone, but not according to Japanese 
ideas, since every season and festival has its fixed observance. 
The following is the story connected with the Tanabata. 

The daughter of the Master of Heaven, "Ji:. ii:;,, lived East 
of the Milicy Way, "Ji:. (fJ )!I, and passed her time weaving 
cloth, whence the name of ~ -J;::, weaver, which was given 
to her. Her father chose a husband for her in the person 
of KengyU, ~ LJ::, (herdsman) who ruled on the other side of 
the Milky Way. But their honeymoon lasted so long that 
the yaung couple neglected work altogether. The Master 
of Heaven condemned them to be separated. They were 
allowed to see each other only once a year, on the 7th night 
of the 7th month, and when the time urrived a raven extend 
ed its wings over the Milky Way to enable them to meet. 
Thie feast is especially kept by young girls who ask the Weaver 
Star to make them as skilful as she was in the art of sewing, 
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and perhaps also, one day to be united to a husband as faith, 
ful as Kengyll. According to popular belief, the petitions 
made on this day arc sure to be fulfilled in a space of less 
than three years. This feast is also called 15 Pj :ft, Kill&len, 
and was celebrated for the first time in tho Imperial Palace 
in the year 755 A.O., whence it gradually spread over the 
whole country. It is one of the Five FCte Days, 'Ji. mi ,tu. 

J(oi SamlUtmla ,iegai ,w ito n,o sltiroki yori 

All kinds of love ; 
The petitioning threads 

Were white at first Busan 

This verse also belongs to the Tanabata festival. Be 
sides the verses written on the leaves of the kaji-tree, there 
are offered up variously coloured threads. It is women espe 
cially who keep this festival, and their petitions are usually 
for a certain man as their lover or husband. Their feelings, 
their states of mind are of various kinds, corresponding to 
the different colours of the threads, but the threads, like the 
minds of the women, are orig-inally white, simple and pure. 
Buson is probably thinking of the Tsnreznregusa, 26, 
where there is a reference lo Motsu, IIFf~, who said, "when 
I see white threads r weep, because they can be made yellow 
or black," Ji~.r.lii7iirJI..L, ~:JJ.:nJ L-J.'JJi.iiJ .VIJA. This verse is 
allusive and fanciful, with a kind of tenderness, a grief for lost 
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innocence far away behind it, that fits the feminine subject 
and the myth it is based on. 

t 5 1t 5 .!:. 4'- ft: < !il 0) }JIJ ti. iJ, tc ::;. m 
ll-16 ,>io to ushi naku hos/ii no wakare kana 

The cow goes 
Moo! Moo!- 

Tbe parting of the stars. Shik:1 

This also is a fanciful verse, yet it has some effect in 
bringing out the meaning of the lowing of the cow. The 
relation between the voice of the cow and the parting of 
the star lies of course in the fact that one of them is the 
herdsman. The lowing of the cow seems to have the same 
function here as the crowing of the cock in the case of 
ghosts. 

Qmi~ ,=. ib L-c fil<J'-0) ,J,1*:ti• t.:. ::r- m 
T6r6 wo tomoshite rusu no koie kana 

Having lit the garden lantern, 
The people of the small house 

Have gone out. Shiki 

As he walks by the house, the poet notices that all is 
dark within; the occupants are absent. But in the lantern 
in the small garden a light is burning, shedding its beams 
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and shadows on the winding stcpping-stonca, the shrubs and 
small trees. In the small yellow light is shown the will of 
man to persist in spite ot change. But more deeply, it shows 
the indifference of things to other things. The light will 
burn, sink, gutter and go out whether the human beings 
who lighted it return or not. It burns for itself, just as 
the Thames for Wordsworth glided '' at its own sweet will." 

iiltillri'Jit.-CB1%.t::.JlQ)bt.:.7.>{r .:;- m 
T6r6 kiete basho ni haze no watwu oto 

The lantern having gone out. 
The sound of the wind 

Passing through the bashb. Shiki 

Just as when the sun is obscured for a moment by 
a cloud the wind seems to blow more chill, so when the 
light of the garden-lantern goes out, the soughing of the 
wind in the broad leaves of the banana plant seems to 
grow louder and more melancholy. (See also page 128.) 

En hmm ya nimon f11ma/1i ,no yoru no lei 

On the edge of the verandah, 
A pennorth of fireworks also, 

Gives the feeling of night, Issa 
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Issa has bought a few fireworks to please his wife an:.l 
family, and they all sit on the verandah watching the feeble 
spluttering things with bated breath and eyea as big as 
saucers. The brightness of the fireworks brings out, some 
how or other, the meaning of the darkness. 

A fi, ""- ~ 11:. :k <O t;, l:. <O ltf} ~ tJ• ts: T m 
Hito kaeru ha,iabj no mo no kuraki kana 

The fireworks over, 
The people all gone.- 

How dark it is ! Shiki 

This is no mere psychological observation, The darkness 
was felt by the poet in a physical way. We may explain 
the matter as a physiological reaction, but what Shiki is 
telling us is something about the absence of two things and 
the presence of one as a unity of deep experience. 

There is a verse by Sh6ha, who died in 1771, that Shiki 
may have remembered: 

11::k~!.it!tA':t.--?-CfK 0) 71< 
llanabibune yi.ijin sntte aki no mizu 

In a boat seeing the fireworks; 
When the spectators had gone,- 

The water of autumn. 

To see the darkness of the water, the fireworks were neces 
sary. To eee the meaning of the water of autumn, its 
lonellneas and inevitability, its silence, the sightseers were 
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necessary. Water has all the seasons in it; and in solitude 
when all have departed we see it under the aspect of 
autumn. 

Sabishisa ya l!anabi no ato no lwshi no tobu 

Loneliness ; 
After the fireworks, 

A falling star. Shiki 

The " loneliness " that Shiki speaks of here is a feeling, 
a toeltschmerz, a cosmic emotion that is at the back of most 
gceat poetry and much great literature, but unnamed in 
the English language. This " loneliness " denotes an un 
nameable state of mind that has only a distant and biologi 
cal connection with feeling lonesome and wanting someone 
to talk to. The falling star that glides so silently across 
the autumn sky, without meaning, without object, gives us 
the feeling of nature as oppoeed to that of man. Instead 
of the fireworks with their many-coloured lights, we have 
a single faintly curved, faintly bluish line of light. It is 

The night in its silence, 
The stars in their calm. 

The real meaning ot "cahnness" he.re and that of sabi 
shisa is the same. 
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S11migama ni teoi no shishi no taorekeri 

A wounded boar 
Fell down 

By the charcoal kiln. Boncha 

This subject is a very unusual one for haiku, which 
avoids anything vast, anything violent or heartrending. Shot 
by some hunte.r, the great animal plunges out of the thicket, 
seeks shelter beside the charcoal-kiln, stumbles and falls. 
Charcoal-kilns are usually found in. the recesses of deep 
mountains, and here we have that always impressive combi 
nation of nature, living creatures, and the works of man. 

-:,u<t,' 13 !ii' ,c;;:~ •••• ~ " lll 
Jkka mina shiraga ni tsne ya haka-mairi 

All the family visiting the graves, 
White-haired, 

And leaning on their sticks. Basho 

Graves are visited and flowers offered in the Seventh 
Month, between the 13th and ]5th. AB the group walk 
along, we notice that most of them are aged, grey-haired, 
and using sticks. Even while we go to the grave of others 
we move towards our own. Io the womb or in the grave, 

1 Another form la lj( t.t ~ fl, 
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in this life or in auy other, piety never leaves us. It is not 
something for the young and not tor the old: 

Truly thy goodnesa and mercy shall follow me all 
the days of my life. 

In the following verse, by Issa, we have the same picture but 
with the interest focussed on the other end of human life : 

*O)'T-'f~l!~ IJ (1)1.J'flf 
Sue no ko ya ohaka mairi no /!Oki-moc/Ji 

Visiting the graves ; 
The youngest child 

Carri.es the broom 

Another of rssa'e goes further and deeper still, by 
W.-inging in the lower creation : 

"'i!i::R:il•".ltr..:.JL0t;-. IJ ~if;') 
Fur11-im1 g;i saki ni tats11 nari haktMnairi 

Visiting the graves; 
The old dog 

Leads the way. 

There is something deeply pathetic in the unknowing 
knowledge of the old dog. We feel, by inference, the shal 
lowness of our own understanding of the meaning of life and 
death. The dog's attitude towards the visit to the graves is 
not far from that expressed in another verse by Issa: 

~ J:tK. l o,;1c;r,.;,:r:;.i, 
Tsukikage ni u.kare tsu.ide ya hakrHuairi 

Carried away by the moonlight! 
Incidentally 

Visiting the graves. 
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~:t rm It n:ti ~ !D-? n-If.RJli 
KJJc kikebo [tirt,ki otoko y11 owlo·lori 

ZI 

Listening to the voice 
Of the leader of the singing,- 

He was an old-timer. Taigi 

The old man's voice takes us back to the paat, We feel, 
without knowing it, the past is present, and the present is 
future. It is timeless, and yet it is a thing of this moment. 
Besides this, we see in the voice of the leader, his wrinkled, 
leathery face. It is like the House that Jack built. In his 
voice, we see his past life; in his past life, we feel what 
Arnold describes in Resignation: 

Before him he sees life unroll, 
A placid and continuous whole ; 
That life, whose dumb wish is not miss'd 
If birth proceeds, if things subsist. 

ft. ,: <. ~ ~ ~11 t-t 1TJ f:I ITJ rm n, tc .:r- m 
Namagusaki ftYOSOn no ts11ki no odori kana 

A fishing village ; 
Dancing under the moon 

To the smell of raw fish. Shild 

When we read this verse, we may feel a tendency 
towards cynicism, and check this with some philosophic 
thouebts concerning human lite being composed of two 
elements, the real and the ideal, the mundane and the 
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beautiful, fish-guts and moonlight. But neither of these states 
of mind, the emotional and the intellectual, has anything to 
do with this versa. It is to be read with a kind of " blank " 
mind in which the intellect is subsumed and the emotions 
universalized. There is dancing and there is the smell ot 
fish; the dancing in the moonlight is "poetical", and the 
smell of raw fish is disagreeable and " unpoetical ", but both 
are as they are, that is, poetical, because they are seen so. 

--I::@®€~$; Ji J....-Cj!ffi·,\t ;it- I! 
Hito-miguya ;O trio oroshite odori kana 

The whole tenement house, 
Having locked their doors, 

Are dancing and dancing. Klkaku 

There is an unmentioned contrast between the dark, 
shadowy, silent hovel, and men, women and children dancing 
in the bright moonlight. They dance because they must: 

To tunes we did not call, our being must 
keep chime.1 

t'Y :Ji AK.~ w; 'b iJ, ),. >;> fili iJ, ft. ~ ;r,t 
Sh, P,Q nin ni tsuki ochik1Jkrr.ru odori eana 

The moon beginning to fall 
On four or five people, 

Dancing ! Buson 

I Arnold, EmJ1edl)&les tin /Itnll. 
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A great many people, men and women, have been 
dancing since dusk, hut the moon declines, time goes on, and 
one by one the dancers leave for home. Now the moon, 
increasing in size and deepening in colour, hangs upon the 
horizon. Only four or five people arc left still unsatisfied in 
their dancing. They take upon themselves something un 
earthly, something immortal, eternal. The last line reminds 
one of Cory's Heraclitus: 

I remembered how often you and I 
Had tired the sun with talking, and sent him down 
the sky. 

Busan 's verse has the prescript : "tJf - ~ n: m K. ft ~ ~ h -r 
" Being asked to write a verse for a picture by Hanabusa 
Itch6." (A celebrated painter, 1652-1724, a friend of Bash6 
and Kikaku.) The picture must have represented several 
people dancing. 

tt.:fili~Ctt:f'l-~,giC7)5'.}. ~J.1/e 
Bonodori ato wa matsrtkaze mnshi no koe 

After the dancing, 
The wind in the pine-trees, 

The voices of insects. Sogetsu·ni 

We oscillate between man and Nature, and it is right 
that we should do so, for we belong to both. On the one 
hand we may say that man is everything and Nature is 
ootbina, but this is false in experience and false in theory, 
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Though Buddhism teaches that without man there are no 
things, it is also true to say that without things there are 
no men. And so the poet, alter he has soon and heard the 
dancers, their songs and rhythms, listens to the quieter 
sounds and pulsations of nature, and finds something deeper 
in them. 

ifl./J:IJ'i"ti';'Tt~JJJIJl-tlJ~ir.>1.n~ ~ tt 
Oihagi u,o deshi 1P sorikeri aki no tabi 

He tonsured the highwayman, 
And made him his disciple, 

On a journey in autumn. Buson 

There are many stories of such incidents both in China 
and Japan. One form is the following: A robber met a high 
priest in a deserted spot and demanded everything he had. 
The priest gave all willingly, all but the Buddhist robe be was 
wearing. This alone he firmly declined, and when threatened 
with death, calmly stretched out his neck to receive the 
sword. The robber, knowing the meaning and value of 
courage, was overcome with remorse, and falling on his 
knees, begged to be admitted to the Buddhist life. The 
priest, realising the depth of his enlightenment, made him 
a monk and shaved his head. 

Poetically speaking, the interesting point is Buson's choice 
of the season for this incident. Spring might at first sight 
seem a suitable time in which to place the rebirth of a soul, 
but it ia autumn, the season when we feel most deeply the 
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transitoriness of things, that leads us to the painful serenity 
of the life of truth, 

§t-t :I.,,. L ~I::. ·'1· t:::. ~ < lir1i -/J, tr. "IE 1!-1 
/G)(' sumite hokuto ni hibiku liini,tn knna 

The clear voice 
Of the fulling-block echoes up 

To the Northern Stars. Bash6 

Thoreau, listening to a similar sound, the thud of the 
oars, felt the same relation to the stars of the sky, 

a sort of rudimental music suitable for the ear of 
night, and the acoustics of her dimly lighted halls; 

Pulsae referunt ad sider-a valles, 

And the valleys echoed the sound to the stars. 

Both Thoreau and Bash6 have that remarkable objective· 
subjective quality that is not a mixture of the two. The 
mind that composed Basho's verse and the passage from 
Thoreau, is that which JkkyU speaks of in one of his Songs 
of the Way, mm,:-: 

iL,, C n: 1,, iJ• ts Q t ~ '1:- 1,, b -'z' I:, Iv 
-t.:i.,.fn:::.n, t L tl-liftl(l) i'7 

The mind,- 
What shall we caU it? 

It is the sound of the breeze 
That blows through the pines 
In the indian ink picture. 
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,1,n~ 1-t vr~ < 1Jt1~ Q ii/in, tr. ~ r1 
Koji y11keha tOki, kikoy,,r11 kim,lo kono 

Walking along the narrow path, 
Listening to the far-off 

Fulling-block. Buson 

Distance is that through which we realize infinity. In 
finite space is unknowable as such, in fact, does not exist as 
such, for us. The infinite and the finite are mutually depen 
dent. Without the whole there would be no part ; without 
the part there would be no whole. There is no apparent 
reason, other than the constitution of our minds, why great 
distances should lend themselves especially to the perception 
of infinity, but it is so, and as an artist, Busan felt the open 
spaces of his canvas to be of greater meaning, of quite 
other meaning, than those that he filled in. That space 
between the fulling-block and the listener, only perceptible 
in the clear ringing sound of the mallet, stands for the 
otherwise non-existent infinite. Other verses of his which 
show this continual nostalgia for something which we have 
not only never experienced but in itself has no reality (the 
essence of all poetry and religion), are the following: 

;&~r-::.j;g < ft. IJ 1-t IJ E3ff)'f,' 
RakuyO ni tOku narikeri llSu no oto 

The leaves having fallen, 
The hand-mill sounds 

Far off. 

Ff A ('.1) )E TT~ t -/H--'&fcll• ft. 
Machibito no asJtioto tOki fJ,hiba kana 
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The longed-for footsteps 
Are distant, 

On the fallen leaves. 
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rm r::N1 L. -c ~ g- 1t1=- 11t11t:: tr. ts: 
Kalm ni zasllite tOki kawazu wo kiku yo kana 

Seated in the palace, 
Listening at night 

To the distant frogs. 

fil;'f i IJ 0"J '.t-J& < [Jfj < E tJ,tJ:. 
Rusumori no uguisu tOku kiktt Iii kann 

Lett in charge of the house all day, 
Listening to the uguisu, 

Afar off. 

i!li'IJU~ ,\' IQ tc 5 -C ~ 1:l: o!' tc ,,. e h ~ tt 
Uki ware ni kinuta 11te ima wa mata yamine 

Beat the fulling-block for me, 
In my loneliness ; 

Now again let it cease. Buson 

lt is late evening. The sound of the fuUing-block in 
creases the poet's feeling of the value of life, its meaningless 
meaning, until he begins, in a vague way, to wish the 
hollow, echoing sound to stop. It ceases, and the current 
of his life moves once more at its wonted pace. There is 
in life, in experience, in poetry, a certain limit of human 
endurance, both in time and intensity, beyond whicb our 
tn.ortal nature does not allow us to go. 
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Hitotsuya 1,i tmkigoe ma]im A•i,mla kana 

In one house, 
A voice of weeping, 

The sound of the fulling-block Shiki 

Who is it that weeps, and why ? For what reason does 
the beating of the fulling-block continue in spite of the voice 
raised in tears? Grief and woe, with the ordinary things of 
life going on all the time,-this is human existence, and 
it is heard in the mingling of wailing and rythmic beating 
of the mallet, heard directly without moralizing, heard not 
with the head, but with the belly, with "bowels of com· 
passion." 

Jl;la.t !:l,,•$.Jf.H'.i':(!J~~1J,:JxM :t: liEt 
Neyo to i11 neeome no tsuma ya sayo-ginuta 

" Why not come to bed ? " 
The husband, awakening, says : 

The sound of the fulling-mallet in the night. 
Taigi 

The wife is working late at night, perhaps at needlework. 
f-ler husband, tired out, has been asleep some time, and 
waking, says to her compaASionately, "Collie to bed, and get 
ecme sleep." At this moment, through rhc night comes the 
aound of the fulling-mallet, bringing the eternal note of 
aadnees in. 
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Saruliiki wa saru 110 kosode wo tunuta kana 

The monkey showman 
Beats the tiny jacket 

On the fulling-block. Basho 

This verse is of course ha\E-fanciful. Basho imagtnea 
that the man looks upon the monkey as his own child, and 
in the autumn evening will sit "ironing " the monkey's 
clothes. 

J: l7J rf1 a ffi tJ, ~ l;A iJ, ~~i'£ l7J filf B 1!J. 
Yo no naka wa ine.karu koro ka kusa no io 

My thatched hut ; 
In the world outside 

It is harvest time ? 

The life of retirement is one way of living, and it is 
not perhaps wise to attempt too many modes of existence. 
Basho looks out and sees the farmers cutting the rice. 
Under their hands the whole aspect of the scene is changing. 
As a result of their work, the world is fed. What has the 
poet to offer? lie is to give meaning to their work by his 
all-embracing, life-giving gaze over their activities from the 
door of his thatched cottage. Emerson says in The APology: 

Tax not my sloth that 1 
Fold my bands beside the brook. 
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r'K--f.:Hti"V-B&,t.:.:!));....._&,l<f>.7,,_t"J ~ H 
Oc!1iboi,iroi !Ua/aruhO e ayumiyulm 

Gleaning the fallen ears, 
Moving towards 

The sunny part. Buson 

This is a simple picture of rural life, of poor people, 
in the style of Millet. A woman and her children are 
picking up the ears ot rice that have remained. The mother 
puts them. in her apron; the youngest child is picking 
flowers. They move unconsciously towards that part of 
the field not in the shade, for it is the end of autumn and 
the wind is cold. As Meisetsu the best of Japanese com 
mentators says, we are not to take this too heavily. It 
is not a picture of poverty, but of poor people, a reaped 
field, the sun low in the sky. As contrasted with the 
grinding poverty of The Man with a Hoe, the atmosphere 
of humanity overwhehned with toil and privation, we have 
the softness of the Japanese scene, conveyed through the 
echo of the sounds hiroi, hialaru; atam, (Olumi. 

ill< t.!. 'J Ht o, ;!;., 0/h -r*-1J1-=f·t;,fs:. r,11; A 
Micftif.:udr1ri ltiroi otsmnete kakaslli /:mm 

Picked up on a pilgrimage 
And put together.- 

The scarecrow. T6rin 
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This describes the nature, not the origin of the scarecrow. 
Like so many haiku, this has the appearance ot causality, 
but the relation is a poetic, not a scientific one. 

1a'"' L ITT¥: IJ• 0 ti t !J, },. L t.;, ft. :trn Jill 
Koshiraeshi toki kara f11r11ki kakashi kana 

From the day it is made, 
It is ancient,- 

The scarecrow. NyofO 

The scarecrow knows no youth; it is born old. A 
broken kasa, an old stick taken from a fallen fence, some 
tattered garment or other,-from such things it is made, 
and is an old man from the day it begins to keep away the 
birds from the field. It is at heart a melancholy object, and 
we feel in it the faded sadness of things; Chigetsu-ni says; 

'1/it, < -l'lieW'f-O)l!IO)'P 
Kirigiris11 nalm ya kakashi no sode no naka 

A grasshopper is chirping 
In the sleeves 

Of the scarecrow. 

fffHtf!,1;tUJ>'sll:>l!!~Ul'f- sa :IC 
Ware yukeba tomo ni ayumim, tO-kakashi 



HUMAN AFFAIRS 

The scarecrow in the distance ; 
It walked with me 

As I walked. &min 

This is a kind of illusion,-and yet the best are but 
shadows. Men are trees walking, and a scarecrow is a good 
companion. The verse also implies what it does not say, that 
when the poet stopped still, the scarecrow also stopped still. 
(Sanin is a modern poet, born in 1879.) 

As/iimato no mame tmsrm1aruru kakashi kona 

Under his very feet 
The beans are being stolen,- 

What "' scarecrow! Y:ayCl 

God says, 
Thou shalt not steal, 

and we steal the beans under his very nose. God says, 
The wages of sin is death. 

We sin, and nothing happens. Most haiku show the power 
of things, but we perceive here the impotence of things. 
Life the unpredictable, subtle beyond the thought of man, 
life which indeed makes a man think na he does, lives in the 
mute outstretched arms of the scarecrow, the hurried move 
ments of the thief. Life takes off, for a moment, its mask 
of tragic dignity, and we aee once more, in a corner of this 
ftl'Y field, the cosmic Punch and Judy Show. 
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11.':tf-=f-17) Ii\.!'&, 1.:.1::. "?t)> '.!.. L.1'.& 
CJiinomigo no kaz.e.yoke 11i tals11 kakasfii kana 

" 
The scarecrow 

Stands there, keeping the wind 
From the sucking child. rssa 

The mother has put the baby to sleep under the scare 
crow, and is working together with the father. The scarecrow 
holds out his arms as if protecting the child from the autumn 
wind that blows across the harvest field. In actual fact, 
of course, the scarecrow is of no use whatever as a shield 
from the w:ind, but Issa sees into the hearts of the parents, 
as from time to time they straighten their backs and look 
over towards the child. For them, in their feelings, in the 
poetic love they have for their offspring, the scarecrow is 
guarding it while they are at work. Another by Issa: 

,r;,,e1s~;,;w'r'-'1i, t ~t 1., i! 
Mi no oi ya kakasTU no mae mo liawkashiki 

In my old age, 
Even before the scarecrow 

I feel ashamed of myself! 

t*-/J..ITJ'il· -:t: -r:m17.:i :t1111 r-ti,t.r. ~ tl. 
Af1ikaz.e. iio Jio11rmmlt• tiiru lwk"shi kmw 

The autumn wind 
Goes through into the very bones 

Of the scarecrow. CMI 
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The clothes are tattered, the colours faded, the whole 
thing wabbly, and the cold wind penetrates the scarecrow to 
its very marrow. It is the poet who feels the cold tor the 
scarecrow, but it is the scarecrow that enables him to do it' 
Neither can exist without the other. 

-ti• IJ ·cntr~rt1-=f(l)~~~~(l)m- ~ 1!!,. 
Karite nemu kakashi no sode ya yowa no shimo 

Frost at midnight : 
I would sleep, borrowing 

The sleeves of the scarecrow. 
Basho 

As he lies shivering in bed, Bash6 thinks of anything he 
might throw on it to keep him warm, and remembers the 
ragged clothes on the scarecrow in the fields. Nearly all 
haiku on scarecrows are good. This is because the subject, 
being a naturally humorous one, does not lend itself to 
fanciful, " poetical " treatment. The scarecrow is man 
himselt with all the stuffing knocked out of him. man as he 
one day will be, and therefore as he now is. This is the 
thought of Onitsura in the following : 

~~J·ll) J.: ~ ~ 5 -c 1EJ1 t;, tc 
Gaikotsu 110 ue woyosOte lumami kmw 

Their skeletons wrapt 
In silk and satin, 

They view the cberrv-blcesoms 



SCARECROWS 

iiflK.!-t~ 'J .!:liL"/J• ~ L-,1& 
Meigcts11 ni kerorito taclzisl,i kakm;hi ktma 
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TJ1e bright fuI1 moon. 
As if it were nothing special, 

The scarecrow standing there. Issa 

The moon is nothing special, exactly as the scarecrow 
supposes. All truth is a simple, elemental suchness of things, 
and the poet perceives this through a self-identification with 
the scarecrow. 

!l'llli,leUJ'f·JcMe,/c/!iKA'-> 'f- m 
lnasuzume kr,kashi ni irare umi ni iru 

Harvest sparrows ; 
Shot by the arrow of the scarecrow, 

They fall into the sea. Shild 

There is a rice-field that breaks down to the sea, and 
above it a crowd of sparrows is !lying. They pass over the 
scarecrow that stands on the brink, a bow and arrows in 
his outstretched arms; they swoop clown and are lost to 
sight over the edge of the field. Shiki fancies them to have 
been shot by the arrows the scarecrow holds. It is a fancy, 
but of such power that it becomes imagination, and the 
vital connection between scarecrow and sparrows and sea 
is grasped instantaneously where logic or intellect could 
oaly by painful and cumbrous endeavour absttact that 
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relation from lite. The difference between the creative 
imagination of this verse and the mirror-like reflecting 
character of most haiku may be seen by comparing the 
above with the following verses by Shdha and Setsugyo, !!f.ff.\ : 

~Ji..t,=.iJ,/E. 'J t.:7.:i~tJIJ.'.f--/& 
Asakme ni yumi kaeritaru kakashi km,a 

The scarecrow's bow 
Is turned the other way 

In the morning breeze. 

Yoso no ta e y"mi lziileiru kakas/zi /1tma 
The scarecrow 

Is stretching his bow towards 
Another man's field. 

Miyt<ki ni ma amigasa ,mgcmu kakas/U kana 

Even before His Majesty, 
The scarecrow does not remove 

His plaited hat. Dansui 

This is hardly poetry, but brings out the nature of 
Royalty, of man, and of the scarecrow. We tend to see 
difforences rather than identities, and the scarecrow corrects 
us, or rather, adds the other aide of the matter. There is 
a somewhat similar verse by Shirao : 
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~-0 B 1;:_B]'i ~-"'' C. ~*llr'f--/J,t.r. 
Oclii.n, hi ,.; fmo Sal.' 11loki kakaslu lumn 

To the ruya of the setting sun 
The scarecrow 

Is indifferent. 
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fnstead of lowering its hasa as the level rays of the sun 
strike its face, the scarecrow stands there quite philoso 
phicaily. 

A J: 'J ii:, -fp ~ l..(f)it&-tt:m-n,t.r. '* 0- 
Hito yori mo kakas!U. 110 Oki zni sho kana 

Where l live, 
There are more scarecrows 

Than people. Chasei 

There is something naive and rustic about the simplicity 
of this verse. The scarecrows have a friendly, companion 
able air; there is nothing fearful about them. 

,,,s1,,,~111-,·.J1,mr.<--c1,; ~ '"' ~ ~ n 
Hatanushi no kokashi mimo11tt' n1odori keri 

The owner of the field 
Goes to see how the scarecrow is, 

And comes back. Buooo 
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These scarecrows have far more life than real people 
Why is this? It is because they obey all the Buddhist and 
Clu-Iarian precepts naturally. They do not take care for the 
morrow; they let the dead Lury the dead. And they arc 
meek and pure in heart, merciful to all who seek a shelter 
in their rags and tatters. It is but i·ight that owner of the 
field should go and pay his respects to this superior being, 
superior not in POWcr or wealth. but in long-suffering and 
natural piety. 

At:::.-01-c~;i!Z<0~J1J-'f-tobht.i: '.> -rm 
Hito ni 11ite tsllkiyo no knk11sl,i llWOTe nari 

On a moonlight night 
The scarecrows look like men, 

So pitiful. Shiki 

It is hard to tell here whether Shiki is pitying the men 

for looking like scarecrows, or the scarecrows for looking 

like men. Certainly the scarecrow seems more alive, a more 
fearsome thing than in the light of day. Even the shadow 
looks human as it lies along the irregular ground. 

Seibi has a different idea : 

ni~ht!Ar-:. l. < {fJ.Q$;1i1=r-ti,t.i: 
Ame fureba hilo ni ,ioku nir1< krlkushl kana 

The scarecrow 
Looks like a human being, 

When it raina. 
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ffitJ•tL-c 41:,z- ~ r:, h-t~1L1TtJ•tJ:. fi ~ 
lne karete bah, wo arawasu kakashi kana 

<5 

The rice being reaped, 
The scarecrow 

Seems transformed. Bueon 

While the rice was standing, the scarecrow looked like 
a man, but now the rice has been cut, the scarecrow only 
looks like a scarecrow, a patchwork of old clothes. 

7}(1'f.t:,-Ctl!!Jb~11c--;~7J,tJ,l,7J,ts:. ~ tt 
Mizu ochite hosozune takaki kakashi kana 

The water becoming lower. 
How thin and long 

The legs1 of the scarecrow ! Buson 

What is so remarkable is the contrast between the 
ordinariness of the fact that as that the water lessens more 
of the stick supporting the scarecrow is visible, and the 
intensity of the interest and depth of meaning of the 
impression it makes. [n this particular case, it is quite 
arithmetically "out of all proportion," for poetry is seen 
where the relative eye sees nothing but the relative. 

1 .n. ii UIO given as 9, " waiat.• 



HUMAN AFFAIRS 

.f;Tl:!Mni:'!:--C/fl"?~~!JJT"t.i•t.r. Ba 
Y..hikag,e michi made i1ruru kakns/1' 1uma 

In the evening sun, 
The shadow of the scarecrow 

Reaches the road. Sh6ha 

The rays ot the setting sun are almost level, and as the 
poet walks along the country road, the shadow of the 
scarecrow is seen extending from the middle of the hedgeless 
field right up to the edge of the road. In the long shadows 
there is some deep meaning, and when it is that of a scare 
crow there is something deeper still, ahnost of foreboding or 
warning. 

Hilo wa iza sugri na kaka$hi mo nakarikeri 

The people, of course! 
But not even the scarecrows 

Are upright. Issa 

The malignancy, the violence and bitter depth of con 
tempt, is strong enough to sec all obliquity, whether moral 
or geometrical, as obliquity, without discrimination, without 
respect of persons. Swift's writings are full of the contempt 
that clever men feel for fools. And this feeling is not so 
reprehensible as it seems, for it is in large part a :rejoicing 
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in the power we feel within ourselves. Christ's "Thou 
hypocrite ! " " Laughing hyeena ! " " Whited sepulchres! " 
belong to the same state of elation, when the spirit of God 
is running freely through us. 

The verse seems a kind of parody on a well-known waka 
of Tsurayuki, 883-946 : 

A l:t. ~' t! ,r} it:, L Q f ..&~ 0 .;: I::: 1:t. 
<E '!'t,n, L C>l'i' ,c;,, t> ft" 

I know not the mind 
Of the man himself, 

But in his old home, 
The plum-blossoms 
Smell as sweet as ever. 

1S:i:::tt"tffii!"'l'tt;.~*LUTn,t;. ~ tt 
Kasa torete memmoku mo naki kakas}ti kana 

His hat fallen off, 
The scarecrow 

Looks discomfited. Bu,on 

There arc few more painful situations in public than 
being compelled to run after one's hat. Looking serious is 
the mark of a prig, and grinning like a fool is only con 
temptible. Even God himself could not do run after his hat 
and keep his dignity. The scarecrow, one would imagine, is 
too low in the scale of created things to fall lower, but not 
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so; even he suffers when his hat is blown off, revealing 
a hairless poll. 

*7l<~J11l.:;..-Ctc..,...,tc.~~IJl=f-,~ T 112 
6rnizu wo furn/le taetarn knkashi kana 

The scarecrow 
Plants his feet in the flood, 

Enduring it all. Shlki 

The heroism of the scarecrow is just the same as that 
of the heroic man. It consists in doing one's job thoroughly 
without thinking about its value or results. And so we need 
not resist a feeling of admiration, a fellow-feeling, for this 
insensible bundle of rags. Compare the following by Hagi-jo 

~.:!::. ;/1..C:ffi~~t1: ~~IIJT"·,~ 
Kasa lorete nme mu:wn na,,. kakashi kana 

His hat fallen off, 
How pitiless the rain 

On the scarecrow! 

*' J/1 ,"- I~ ~i § !,;,_ t:. I) 1-J- .?, f1 Ill T !I! 
lvi.lu,shi ni mo mehnna nrikeru 11kiyo kana 

Cn this fleeting world, 
The scarecrow also 

Has eyes and nose. Shlki 
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In this world, all things are human. Whitman says : 

I find I incorporate gneiss, coal, long-threaded moss, 
fruits, grains, esculent roots, 

And I am stucco'd with quadrupeds all over. 
And have distanced what is behind me for good 
reasons, 

But call anything back again when I desire it. 

Potatoes have eyes, and boats have noses; nature has a face. 

t· 'b G t;, i::.:, ~ < ts: Q 7c .t f.J• f.J, L. ~ - :t,: 
Dochim kai-a samuku =rz• zo yo kakashi-dono 

Erom whence 
Does the cold come, 

0 scarecrow ? ,,~ 
The humour ot this is light and shallow, but intimate. 

The scarecrow stands out here in the field in all weathers. 
It does not chatter or gossip but stores up its wisdom 
in silence. The cold comes from some mysterious place, 
and with no perceptible reason. Issa asks the scarecrow 
because he himself is no bette:r than the scarecrow in his 
ignorance. 

Sruki has a verse somewhat &imi.lar, but hard and con· 
1empmous in feolina: 
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;t, O /J; tj-T K.!111:, '!S,t.r. Q ~l.l.rT-,'& 
Aru ga naka ni sczma oroka ,wru kakashi kana 

Among existent things, 
The stupidest 

Is the scarecrow. 

This is true, but " a truth that kills. " 

V;:bl-t-C;;:f{:OJ~:t{OJ~W=r-n,ts:. z, e 
Aki fukete ko-no-ha-goromo ,w kakas1ii kana 

Autumn deepens; 
Scarecrows are clad 

In fallen leaves. Otsuyfi 

Such a simple verse as this brings us back to the purest 
and most elementary pleasures of lite. Many leaves have 
fallen and the trees are beginning to show their bare 
branches. The scarecrows stand solitary in each deserted 
field, and the late autumn wind carries the dead leaves 
around them. Just a few leaves on the scarecrow and it 
wears a robe of fallen leaves. One word is uttered and the 
world is never the same again. 

'1-t!J!./1.tf~b~f~tc~;t;U1'f'~ * Ii 
&sa mlreba koehfro mllitan, kakasll Jama 
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Looking at it this morning, 
The scarecrow 

Has turned this way. Taigl 
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The explanation of the fact is simple. The scarecrow 
stands upon a single stick and if this becomes loose, the 
scarecrow will turn this way or that, almost like a weather 
cock, according to the direction of the wind. But for the 
poet, it is a change of feeling, of his own feeling, because 
of the way in which the scarecrow has turned round, that 
strikes him. 

i/i:#1'IC/l(-?"(5l-,>,'., :0',tili'f-1\!t ff> I~ 
Chikazuki ni natte wakaruru kakashi krma 

We have been friends, 
And now we must part, 

Scarecrow. Izen 

One scarecrow bids farewell to another, taking 

Without more thinking, in good part, 
Time's gentle admonition. 

IIJJ\t IC,liejj'U,L t: o :t, ill 'J'· /;II B 1' 
Inabune ni norio/mrctaru kaknslii kana 

The scarecrow, 
Too late 

For the harvest boat. S!lihyaku 
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There is a tragic feeling hidden beneath the fancifulnOOI! 
ol this verse. The field has been reaped, the rice dried, and 
loaded on the boat that Aoats on the canal-like stream near 
by. As the farmers look back they see the scarecrow still 
standing tnere, keeping the absent birds away from the 
non-existent grain. He has "missed the boat;" he is one of 

The friends to whom we had no natural right. 

&kashi kara kakashi e:watani suzmne kana 

The sparrows are flying 
From scarecrow 

To scarecrow. Sazanami 

This is a very beautiful picture. The troop of sparrows, 
first one, the boldest, flying off and all the rest following, 
moves in flying festoons from field to field, from scarecrow 
to scarecrow, quite unafraid of them. There is a verse of 
S6eeki, another modern poet, in which the scarecrow reproves 
the familiarity of the sparrows in dignified terms: 

-{:- :M.n: Lit* /lJ + K. -C Jk'i!'i J: (!) 
S0Te:1}1shi wa kr,kaslii 1Jitl' soro .rnzmm: do/Jo 

" Your Honour the Sparrow ; 
It is The Scarecrow 

Addressing you I " 
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1t-~E-Cl:t:$/J.J'T~:::. C "i:.:, .t)IJ,t.r.. 
F11y11 kite 111a llflk«shi ni tomaru learasa l,1ma 
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Winter having come, 
The crows perch 

On the scarecrow. Kikaku 

The value of things is in their use. All things may be 
used for every kind of use. MOOern Science may prove this 
before it is generally accepted on the authority of the sages 
and poets. All things have therefore infinite value. (This 
is not quite syllogistic but 'twill suffice.) The crows, like the 
poet, perceive that the scarecrow that can be called a scare 
crow is not an eternal scarecrow, the name that can be 
named is not an eternal name.' What is the eternal scare 
crow? The answer to this is the poem itself. 

The picture of the poem is a bare, colourless field, not 
an "eye of green" in rt, with one miserable scarecrow, 
almost naked poles : a single crow on one arm of this scare 
crow and several on the ground nearby. 

!'*/JI."' j C: ,>, L "( j'j <'.t; ill 'f· ,\t JI!; tl 
Akikaze no 1tgokr1sliite y11k14 kakaslii huna 

The autumn wind 
Moved the scarecrow, 

And passed on. Buson 
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In this verse there arc many oblique meanings. There 
is the unforgetfulness of the wind as it causes the scarecrow 
to wabble, yet passes on indifferent and sways the grasses 
in the next field already. There is the stolidity and yet the 
responsiveness of things, the scarecrow moving a little and 
then still again. There is the meaning of autumn in the 
instability and shakiness of the scarecrow, the dying down 
of vital energy, change and decay all around. 

%1.JOJ'-[7-V- C IJ t.:.S...Q .l..~/lJ.Z-fl,ft:. R, JI:.. 
Mono no oto llitori taoruru kakashi. kana 

A sound of something : 
The scarecrow 

Has fallen down of itself. Bonchii 

What the poet perceived here is what Wordsworth 
understood on Westminster Bridge: '' The river glideth at 
its own sweet will." Besides all outside circumstances there 
is something in each thing, some inner necessity which is so 
secret that no one can express it, yet all may feel and know 
it. Bonch6 has a prescript, the last line of a poem by Oanseki, 
3:. !Ji :fi, 1021-1086, famous Chinese poet and statesman: 

MOUNT sno 
Soundlessly the valley stream winds round the 

bamboos; 
The plants and grasses of Ohikusci show their 

budding softness 
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They and I sit facing each other, I under the 
thatched eaves, al! day long; 

Not a bird cries; the mountains grow yet more 
myetcricua. 

55 

I,~ IJJ 

irJJ 71( ~ 1.'$ ~ 16 vfto i1J 1!_!.i 11.:. i','i. ~ ;(f. :$J"~~ 
3!'9aimt/1d~, a" -.1:i;r;.,llJ]lii!l'lo 

-1fi:~::.~1.l1Ta' t. tJ•-tIDf0-tJ•t.r. IYf 1, 
/chibrm ni lwkashi wo kokasu nowaki kana 

The first thing 
To be blown down by the tempest, 

The scarecrow. Kyoroku 
The frailty of the scarecrow is one of its most human 

characteristics, and when the autumn wind rushes across the 
fields, the scarecrow tumbles down almost immediately. 

""i,11-t,;i-tV<<•o 'lfllJ'r·!il< *;,; 
Fukitaosu okosu fukarnrn lwlwsfri hona 

Blown over, set up, 
Blown over again, 

The scarecrow ! Taigi 

This verse is a rr'iumph of condensation. We see the 
scarecrow down, and up and clown again so quickly, that like 
the scarecrow himself we hardly know whether we are on 
our head or our heels. The speed of it, the way in which 
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the atancling and the falling are telescoped gives us that 
peculiar- feeling of the contradictory nature of things that is 
the "ground" of poetry and religion. 

Sl.~tJ;.IJlt;,t:1:.1:.$-t"*illT'll•t.r. :f~ :t!i 
Tach no.gnra OjO mOm knkaslii ktma 

Giving up the ghost 
As he stands,- 

The scarecrow. Hokushi 

The scarecrow stands there on its last legs, doing his 
job and giving up his breath in that station in life to which 
it bas pleased God to call him. The life of things, as opposed 
to that of animals or men, is a perfect one, for the.re is an 
undivided will to do what is done, until change and dissolu 
tion demand its cessation. 

w;,magO)r-?*UJ"f-0)£!-0)~ 1J r: 1,t 
Sueburo no sllita ya kakasf,i m, mi no owari 

Under the portable bath-tub, 
That's the final resting place 

Of the scarecrow. JOSO 

Even in his death he ts more usetu! than most of us. 
The poet cannot withhold hia unwilling admiJ:ation for the 
sterling qualities of endurance to which has now been added 
tho final one, that of combustion. 
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There is, however, a verse by ShcishU, iE.::t, whicti 
denies this : 

jfl:. tt.r.L::><:*1j!Q0%~!1.1.::r-,'& 
Takigi tomo ,mmdc lmchi,mrn !iakaslri ka11a 

No good for firewood, 
It's rottin.i;:,- 

This scarecrow I 
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U1-W,-\!>Ht1TJJ:t.:. ~ !Jl£1TJ5ci - r. 
Yammfem ya e>1 no rte nnru shikn no koe 

A mountain temple ; 
The voice of the stag, 

On the verandah. Issa 

The temple in this wild, out-of-the-way mountain is 
visited by few people, and the wild deer come so near that 
when a stag roars in the rutting season, it sounds as if it 
is standing on the verandah outside. We feel the closeness 
of the world of nature and the world of man. But here in 
the temple before the images of Buddha, the animal world 
touches the divine. The voice of the stag mingles with the 
chanting of the sutra and the sound of the gong: Vox cervi 
vox dei, 

i'1'tC1(>l,;\,>f-C/,[t1.0f/ll!Q)J;j; 'l' •• 
Kami ni hi wo ag,ete rnodorebn shikn no koe 

Having lighted a candle to the god, 
On the way back, 

The voice of the deer. Shiki 

The poet went to a nearby shrine in the early evening, 
lighted a candle, prayed, and returned to his house through 
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A Deer 

by Rantei, !Ii+, contemporary of 
the poet, Shirara, Lfl,q, 17-l2-1827. 

The deer utters its mournful cry 

'When the cold autumn wind 

Chills its spine? 
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the gathering autumn shadows. Now and again the cry of 
an unseen deer was heard from the mountain side. What 
is this strange harmony between the uprising yellow flame 
of the candle burning like a soul of fire in his mind, and the 
voice of the deer that cornea through the darkness and fades 
mto the distance? The light of the candle is the visible voice 
of matter, the cry of the deer the audible flame of life. How 
then should they seem anything but a two in one, a one in 
two, to the poetic mind? 

Sando n<tite kikoezu narinu sliika no koe 

Three times it cried, 
And was heard no more, 

The voice of the deer. Buson 

From olden times the voice of the deer was deemed 
a poetic thing, chiefly from its association with love and its 
lack of fulfilment or sad satiety, hut from the time of Bash6 
it began to have a deeper meaning, a returning to nature 
for its own sake, as we see in the following verse. 

1:>c,~t,<JJt'l!Hll!t,ll1<>/JI! r;; 1!i 
Hii to naku shirigoe kanaslii yoru no shika 

Hee the Jingering cry 
Is mournful : 

The deer at night, Ba,hO 
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But even here the subjective element is too strong. 
Buson's verse attains that subjective-objective level in which 
we are left without any feeling of reaction against wallowing 
in our own feelings, and yet not left out in the cold by a 
pure and artificial objectivity. The voice of the deer has a 
meaning which is not merely a non-human one, yet it is 
nameless; it leaves us where we are, and yet enlarges our 
vision and power beyond this present place. 

lit.:.n1~J.11Mri1::.A.sn,t.:. ~ tt 
SAfka nngura yamakage man ni irihi kana 

The slanting sun: 
The shadow of a hill with a deer on it 

Enters the temple gate. Busan 

This is a picture in the Japanese style, but the lines are 
not static; they have some latent motion. This verse is one 
of the best examples of Buson's dynamic objectivity. 

ft:$:tt!l'::.frf: ~ RmYllX:Yl.'.iX·,\2 "I'm 
Kishmnichi ni Jii/111/m kari tobu tswdyo k1111a 

Low over the rail-road, 
Wild geese flyini;i ; 

A moon-Ht night. Shiki 
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The word that gives life, that is, poetic meaning to the 
scene is "low." The moon is high in the sky, but the moon 
light, the railway track, and the wild geese are far below. 
The rails shine white in the light of the moon as they curve 
across the plain. The geese fly also flat and silent on their 
Jong journey towards the unknown and unseen. In this 
picture, we are irresistibly reminded of a colour print by 
Hokusai or Hiroshige. The following, by Yasui, belongs to 
spring. "Wild geese" belong to autumn, but '' Returning 
wild zeese " to spring, when they go back to northern regions. 

iW- ~ft L Kffi .1::. }fl,-" t: ZIJ :ti tJ, ts: 
M11gi kuisJU kari to omoediJ wokare kana 

The wild geese,- 
They ate barley, it is true, 

But departing- 

All parting is painful, even from enemies and hateful 
things; how much more so from the wild geese, which eat 
the young barley, but whose discordant voices, as they wing 
their way to other regions through the spring skies, strike 
on the ear with a strange sadness and sorrow. 

/Rli.J::.llffil,,{-:>(1).1::.L'/J,Q"Ji!E">l'Lt.:. -=:i\'; 
Kari yo kari ik11tsu 110 toshi kara tabi wo sluta 

Wild goose, 0 wild goose, 
Your first joumey,- 

How old were you? &Ba 
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This is a question that Gilbert White might have been 
able to answer, but it is a question that Issa does not want 
answered, though it is not merely his way of expressing 
interest m the bird. Tt is the same with the following; 

P.i11.i nm~ r.,i IT) 1-t ~ 9 1,, < 1SI:'.. Ji 1.i 
Kr,eru kari asama no keburi ikudo miru 

Departing wild geese, 
How many times have you seen 

The smoke of Mount Asama? 

11f.KffliTJ~l7J7J,~tr.1.i::iU~'/;l,! i:"i' fr. 
Raki,grm no koe no kasanwu yqsamu kano 

Wild geese coming down, 
Their voices one upon another, 

The cold of night increasing. 
Kyoroku 

No sooner do the cries of one group of wild geese become 
faint than another approaches, and the cumulative effect of 
their cries is to increase the feeling of cold. 

The word kasanaru applies to throe things: the coming 
down of the geese, one group after another; the voices of 
each flock of geese that eound across the cold fields and 
then cease when they have come to earth; the cold that 
eeerns to increase with each batch of geese. 
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/chifJYO no kari ya ha.yama ni tsuki wo insu 

Under a passage of wild geese, 
Over the foot-hills, 

A moon is signed. Buson 

The word " passage " is to be taken in the sense of a 
line of verse, which the geese resemble. On the edge of the 
picture, like the seal of the painter, is the oval-irregular 
moon. There is a similar play of fancy in the following : 

Nawashiro no shikishi ni osobu kaeru kana 

In the coloured slip 
Of the rice seedling plantation, 

The frogs are making merry. 

The oblong pieces of field containing the young rice 
seedlings are the coloured slips of paper upon which the 
songs of the frogs are inscribed. 

To take this as mere fancy, even the fancy of genius, is to 
do injustice to the poet and to one's own inner life. We term 
the imaginative power here exerted " fancy ", because the 
two sets of objects are widely separated in the ratiocinative 
processes. It is difficult, it is true, to keep them together 
for long, but it is worth the effort. 

tll"11<-1>Jt'i1Hcells<il/,i1,;Q-<t, 1' l!i 
Tsuru naku ya sono koe ni bash& yorenu beshi 
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The crane screeches : 
At its voice 

The basliii will surely tear. BasM 

This is an early haiku ot Bashd. Ile has attempted here 
to resolve into one, sound and sight and texture, the voice 
of the bird and the rending of the broad leaves of the banana 
plant. This verse was actually written tor and on a picture, 
evidently ot a crane and a banana-plant. Basho imagines the 
bird suddenly crying out; at its harsh strident note the 
tenderly brittle leaf of the plant will slit like calico. 

Jl.Cll,C(~i\.8-gfl,~tr:U~~I);\ Jt ,11, 
Mozu naku ya irit~· sashikomu mematsu-bara 

Rays of the setting sun pass 
Through the red pine grove; 

A shrike is crying. Sancho 

The sharp cry of the shrike, or butcher-bird, the long 
slanting rays of the evening sun, and the red-barked pine 
rrees. all suggest a certain secret aspect of nature. a 
mystery which is seen and known but never understood. 

,a(JJ~i1.,;t11zr.i.i11it<~O ~ N 
Taira ,w me lflO ima wa lti,re11u to JNZk1<1 ,aura 



QUATLS 

Now that the eyes of the hawks 
Are darkened, in the dusk 

The quails are chirping. Bash& 

" 

This might almost have come from White's The Naturai 
History of Selbomc; but it is not an ornithological observation. 
Still less does it manifest "the poet's sympathy for weaker 
birds." It simply says what Wilde wrote in De Profundis: 

One of the many lessons that one learns in prison 
is, that things are what they are and will be what 
they will be. 

Iutsutsuki no hashira wo tatal.u s11mai kana 

Ah, this abode ! 
Oft the woodpecker 

Will peck at its posts. Basho 

Compare the verse on page 265, Vol. I, where Bash6 
says that the woodpecker will not peck his old teacher's 
hermitage. 

Here also we have hyperbole, but of a peculiarly gracious 
kind, for it shows Basb6's deep love of solitude. This abode 
is Bash6's ideal home; living creatures are so much in 
harmony with his hermitage that Alexander Selkirk would 
s.1y of them also, 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 
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Bash6 himself living there has so tenuous an existence that 
he lives there as though he did not live there. 

This the bell that never rang, 
This the fish that never swam, 
This the tree that never grew, 
This the bird that never flew.' 

'F:1$5-:i~t;;f,;:m:!L!!J;;!c.11 1!!i ;U 
Teano utsu oto mo ko!mkashi keratsutsuki 

In the far depths of the forest, 
The woodpecker, 

And the sound of the axe. Buson 

The sound of the distant sea, the w:ind in a lofty pine 
tree, the echoing of the axe deep in the ravine of a forest, 
are things too great for the ear of man. Buson stands 
listening and hears nearby the tap-tap ot the woodpecker; 
in the distance, taint but clear, the ringing sound of 

the rude axe with heaved stroke. 

[t is nature and man in their constructive-destructive, life 
death work, here and there and everywhere unceasing. We 
may quote once more Shelley's lines from To Jane: 

Even the busy wootlpeuker, 
Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable quietness. 

I Jingle on Glasgow City Arm11. 
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;;tc~~--::i~-:.0r.::.so:HlOO 
lutsutsuki ya Jritotsu tokoro ni hi no kururu 
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The woodpecker 
Keeps on in the same place · 

Day is closing. 

Monotony and dreariness. Does Issa represent himself 
and his life as a poet in this verse? 

ili(W]ll,")-Oi(&Ji<'-;oil[~.lil, 'le al< 
Furusato mo ima wa karine ya wataridori 

Birds of passage ; 
For also me now, my old home 

Is but a lodging for the night. 
Kyorai 

It is hard not to think that this verse was not written 
by Basho. It expresses that feeling of-not renuncia 
tion, but something deeper, an anguished acceptance of 
the instability and non-ego, non-self nature of all things, 
ourselves especially. Even our birth-place, to which we are 
linked by the most sacred ties of blood and race, this too is 
only one of those 

Homes that were not destined to be ours. 1 

1 Arnold, Human Life. 
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Shigi Uiku kuwa susugu ,niz1< no imeri kona 

The snipe farther and farther away, 
The ripples 

Of the washed hoe. Buson 

The farmer goes to the river to wash his hoe, and 
snipe dart up from behind the tall grass and fly off. The 
ripples caused by the hoe also spread out farther and farther 
across the river. Both birds and water are moving into the 
distance, near and tar. 

i:Yi±~t~LHt..QJ~f} < a 4':ST,til:h, :re,, m. 
Tako-dote ni hiu,a no noku hi :,a kumo chigire 

Siskins are crying 
On the high embankment ; 

Cloudlet.s float above. Chinsekr 

This verse gives a sensation of height, and of unseen 
animation. 

,J,,l'.~*Q"tf);/'1,L~.t~&~~L ~ tt 
Kotori kuru oto ureshis11 yo itabisashi 

The sounds of small birds 
On the pent-roof,- 

What a pleasure! Busoo 
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It is very quiet: not a deathly silence, but that of a 
hermitage in the recesses of the mountains. Upon the 
pent-roof there arc sounds of scuITTing, pecking, chirping, 
fluttering, hopping,-all the life of a little world. To live 
for a while in this world, though only through the imagina 
tive ear, is an exquisite pleasure. Thoreau writes in his 
Journals. 1850, of 

Autumnal mornings, when the feet of countless 
sparrows are heard like rain-drops on tte roof by the 
boy who sleeps in the garret. 

f<<O'l'e<0,1,fMi!i,KlE ~ !'-l • •• 
Aki no ki no akatombo ni sadamarinu 

The beginning of autumn, 
Decided 

By the red dragon-fly. Shirao 

This reversal of the common-sense order of cause and 
effect is found often in poetry, the song of the bird causing 
the sun to rise, the appearance of the red dragon-fly causing 
the advent of autumn. The dragon-fly and the autumn 
are thus confused and become the same thing. Compare 
the following, by Bakusei: 

en,.~~::.~"((.t/:;boiQ < !li,~~'1;,t.r.. 
Ono ga mi ni aki wo somrnu/u, tombo kana 

He has dyed his body 
With autumn,- 

The dragon-fly. 
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Another way of describing the appearance of the multitude 
of red dragon-flies flashing to and fro under the autumn sky, 
is the following by Gotei, :!).!, ~: 

< ,1,t.r. ss o il•H'Q ,b"JttQ tiU}il•t.t. 
f{i4rcn!Ji no kag6r6 hashiru tombo kana 

Fleeting, crimson 
Gossamer-threads, - 

The dragon-flies! 

!111~~2: ')--::>~l'J,tlt..:r,'iQ)J: 15 J.i 
Tomb6 ya toritsuki kimeshi kr,sa no ue 

The dragon-fly, 
It tried in vain to settle 

On a blade of grass. Bash8 

One of the beautiful things about this is the fact that 
the dragon-fly does not show, because it does not feel, any 
irritation at the movement of the grass, blown by the wind, 
which prevents the dragon-fly from alighting on it. 

Hi wa naname sekiy11 no ynri 11i tombo kana 

Dragon-Illes 
On the spears of the barrier, 

In the slanting rays of the sun. 
""""' 



A Dragon-fly 

Verse and picture by M6en, :it.a. 

Under the autumn moon 

The wings of the dragon-fly 

Are motionless. 

Notes how the verse and 
the picture are mingled. 
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Towards the end of this afternoon of autumn, the 
travellers passing through the barrier are few <ind far 
between. Upon each of the epenra or javelins standing there 
in case of emergency, a single dr'agon-fly is resting, its wings 
glittering in the level rays of the sun. Shadows are long, 
the wind sounds as it it comes from far away ; the great 
gate is in the shade, and against this background the spears 
stand perpendicular to the horizontal lines of light. 

t.r..#"A11Jl..Ql..11J¥Jt::::.t//!t'"!J,ts:. n. m 
Naki hito no slrirushi no toke ni tombo kana 

On the bamboo 
That marks the place of a dead man, 

A dragon-fly. xse 

The indifference of things is continually striking us, and 
striking us deeply before we think shallowly about it. The 
dead man, the bamboo, the dragon-fly have come together 
at this point of space, at this point of time. The same 
accidental-inevitable, free-determined nature is seen also in 
the following by Tais6 : 

tt-?--c11*--c~-1a}\tF!k.-ff/1iO)fJ111 * • 
Itte wa kite tombU taezu tnne no tsuna 

About the ropes of the ship 
The dragon-flies come and go 

Ceaselessly. 
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1;":t.1-'f'# :1:. A,ifJRJ;#if'llf 
Fumhoka ya akatom!w tolm kareshikimi 

Old graves; 
Red dragon-flies flitting 

Over the withered shi!dmi. 

The author is unknown to me. The shikimi or Chinese 
anise has a small white flower in summer. The plant smells 
sweet, but is poisonous. Nevertheless, sprays are offered 
before the Buddha. The old grave, its withered offerings, 
the dragon-flies rustling to and fro,-what a scene of thought· 
less significance ! Busan has a verse concerning the flower : 

oj>~,l,~ J:liilE~ < fl,Q),j, 
Yukashisa yo shikimi hrma saku ame no naka 

What loveliness!- 
The shikimi 

Blooming in the rain. 

There is a slightly similar verse by Kyoshi : 

t1Ht-mA-'"t!"~~i!'#O) a.trt.c ry 
Tombo tonde koto naki mura no hiruma nari 

Dragon-flies 
In an uneventful village. 

It is midday. 

9.-J< Bill1~.!:lvt'IO)~~ftt.,•t.c :tE fl! 
Y8a,.a,lii ,.suJ,i tombo no Wage iana 
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In the evening sunlight, 
The faint shadow of the wings 

Of the dragon-Ily. 
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Karo 

The poet, not content with the smallness of the insect 
goes as far as the faint shadow of its translucent wings. 
A man's shadow is homogeneous, but that of a dragon-fly 
differs. The shadow of the lxxly is dark, but that of the 
wings is faint, a lace pattern traced on the ground. 

/!\O~J::.A'J13~llfl"\'=':WJ::.A...l"f .::Ji:. 
Dem tsuki to irihi no ai ya akatombo 

Between the moon coming out 
And the sun going in,- 

The red dragon-flies. Nikya 

This has a simplicity which is a good test of our poetical 
health. The same applies to the following by Senka ; 

ft!I'~ QJ £f '>i' tJ, ),. IP o E!§' El t;, ts: 
Tomb6 no kabe wo kakayuru nisJiibi krma 

The dragon-fly 
Clinging to the wall; 

Sunlight from the west. 

llf!tll)li$-"'1'"- a ll)-1Jl:J'I. iq • 
7wnb6 no ""'"ya irihi no ichiaekai 
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The dance of the dragon-flies: 
A world 

In the setting sun Kigiku 

We feel of these dragon-flies what Lawrence writoo oi 
fish: 

And I said to my heart, there are limits 
To you, my heart; 
And to the one god. 
Fish are beyond me. 

A more sober and less romantic but not inferior verse by 
Ry6ta, which also shows us the world of the dragon-flies : 

Ii 1" RB t,t~:ti:- dJ ilf !tti• ft. 
Gorokushaku ono ga kumoi no tombo kana 

The dragon-fly ; 
Five or six feet above, 

Is his own sky. 

mw 1> c 1v ;:(-:,\,,~ t "'.)\,, :n,"" ::o trczM- 
Toyama ya tombo tsui yuki tsui kaeru 

The dragon-fly, 
Swift to the distant mountain, 

Swift to return. Ak:inob& 

This expresses hwnorously the nature of the flight of 
the dragon-By. It suddenly darts off towards the far-off 
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A Dragon-Ily 

Verse and picture by Kempli, Jla.. 

The drngon-fly 

Slants over the water, 

The evening sun on everything. 
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mountains, as it it would never return, but in a moment it 
has turned round and is coming swiftly back. 

:tr--=>;ttG'J?t;t:::. .i:. :1: IJ L .i:. !..,ff-/J,t.c. m t1 
Uts" tsne no saki ni lomaris/B tombo kana 

The dragon-fly 
Perches on the stick 

That strikes at him. KOhyO 

This is a very simple kind of poetry, a mere description 
of fact, an entomological observation. Whatever poetry it 
may have is derived partly from the frustrated, non-plussed 
state of mind ot the man with the stick who is in the same 
position as the executioner with the Cheshire Cat's head, 
and partly from the innocence of the dragon-fly. Other 
verses that are also practically descriptions of the nature 
of the dragon-fly, its stupidity that is not so foolish after all, 
its "equal mind," are the following by K6j6d6 and Eiboku : 

TombJ ya hana ni wa yorazri i sfB no 11e 

The dragon-fly, 
Not approaching the ttowers.c 

But on the stone. 

tit Q) 11::{iiJtJ,i!f; .s, .':. !.., fi' "/J• t~ 
luti no said NDti WJ ajiwau lontba katro 



78 BIRDS AND BEASTS 

The dz-agon-flv 
Is tasting something 

On the top of that stake. 

nttt:- (!) i\Yi ~t. *- -/J' t.:.111{ :6. -/J, tc j,l Jl 
Tom'16 110 kao wa 6kata medama luma 

The face of the dragon-fly 
Is practically nothing 

But eyes. Chisoku 

This is what any child might say, but for that very 
reason, near to the kingdom of poetry. 

Otonashik11 rusu wo shite iro kirigirisu 

Be a good boy 
And look after the house well, 

Cricket! Issa 

This may be taken in two ways, as an expression of 
unfeigned intimacy and equality with other living ci·eatures, 
or as implying the poet's solitary and lonely life But these 
are not, after all, two separate things. One springs from 
the other, the other b:om the one. The same applies to 
another verse by Ieaa: 



CRICKETS 

£ff~~J:0~J:0M-t';/f.Lf.:.fJ, 
Afisosazai kyoro--kyoro 11011 zo oloslila ka 

The wren 
Looking here, looking there, 

" Dropped something? " 

79 

By the colloquial language Issa has got rid of that " wonder " 
which has so falsely coloured much English verse. 

Muznn ya na knbuta no shita no /iirigirisu 

How piteous ! 
Beneath the helmet 

Chirps a cricket. Bash5 

This verse comes towards the end of Oku no Hosomichi, 
and was composed after visiting the Tada Shrine, where the 
helmet and fragments of the clothes of Sanernori were kept. 
,, How piteous!" comes from a N6 play called Sanemori, 
Tr~- There was a battle between the Taira and the Mina 
moto at Shinohara, 1183, in which the former were defeated, 
and all fled except Sanemori. He was killed, and the head 
brought to Yoshinaka.1 Sanemort was rnore than sixty, but 
had dyed his hair- and beard black, and the head was not 
recognized until, 

I See Volume III, page :'193, 
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fflin~~-Ctc.t~-E~..R,-c, ~t.r.tr~1..,~t.r.J!'.i 
ifiJJIJ 1tff~ t:: -C Mt> !,J- Q .f:! ~a 

Higuchi [Kanemitsu] came forward and with but 
one glance said, "Ah, how pitiful! it is Saito Betto 
Sanemori ! " 

This story comes from the Heike Monogatari. Bashei's verse 
is remarkable in the way he has used the pathos of history 
and the language of the N6, and concentrated these in the 
cry of the cricket' beneath the helmet before him. 

r.'.l ~ 17) ~ .b ;,., ti• < ts: ~ IJ ~ IJ T ~ ~ 
Shfratsuyu no tama f1mgakt• na kiYi,firirm 

Grasshopper,- 
Do not trample to pieces 

The pearls of bright dew. Issa 

This is the natural attitude of the tender-minded poet, 
as opposed to the tough-minded Zen adept who can enjoy 
cock-fighting and bear-baiting, not to speak of scenes of 
carnage on the field of battle. The poet, as such, disturbs 
nothing, not even the dew-drops on the morning grass. In 
addition, there is a kind of hyperbole ; the grasshopper! is 
seen as of enormous size and power. 

1 It should be noted that the present use of kirii;risu, grass· 
hopper, and k6roJj, cricket was e1tactly opposite in former times. 

• In thie verse, the modem meaning of kfri~rin, seems .QlotO _..._ 
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t/tO)ffitt,J,w:~,.:. it:. .r, v- t. i..-~ e P.j 
Ama 1w ya wa koebi 11i majim itodo kano 
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In the fisherman's hut, 
Mingled with dried shrimps, 

Crickets are chirping. BashO 

It is a kind of still-life, yet alive. The original doea not 
say "chirping," only "crickets!" 

Dete iku zo naka yoku osobe kirigirisu 

Now I am going out; 
Be good and play together, 

Crickets. Issa 

Issa is not pretending or being fanciful. He wishes the 
lion to lie down with the lamb, and infuses all things with 
his own benevolence. 

Ji1!:0J1U1'>t1ID~t){I_..-J"l,;i ~ I) lllJ-t ~ ~~ 
lo no yo ya tnm1sr1gt1slii snrn kirigiris11 

My hut at night ; 
The cricket 

Is rummaging about. 
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A human being may be sometimes quite a companion, 
mucb more so a mouse or a cricket. Just the silent night, 
an empty room, the flickering lamp, a cricket invisible but 
chirping here and there,-aud nothing is lacking, above all 
the " loneliness " which is oo near the heart of things. 

~ I) J4 f) -t .§;{£'>a:.'° 0) f[ G f.<~ tJ> ts: ~\ ~,J 
Kirigirirn jizai wo noboru yosamu kana 

A cricket climbing 
The pot-hanger ; 

How cold the night ! Buson 

The pot-hanger is a kind of long hook suspended over 
the open fire-place. It often had an artistic form, valued by 
poets and connoiseurs. 

Buson is sleeping near the open fire-place, in which 
the fire is going out. Night deepens, and it grows colder 
and colder. Suddenly he notices, by the light of the night 
lamp, that something is moving up the large hook over the 
fireplace. It is a cricket, that somehow has thought fit to 
perch himself there. It is a picture that would strike any 
poet or painter who can see much in little, the cricket 
brownish-green, the pot-hanger black, the embers still red. 

111'/& ~ '!'.-t >.,{'Bi! U1, ~ ~ i!' ~ -t - * 
Negaeri wo suru 40 wakiyore kiri~risu 
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I'm going to tum over : 
Mind away, 

Cricket. 

63 

Issa 

In one sense this is "mere" gentleness of character, 
indeed, gentlemanliness of the best kind, that wishes to 
avoid all unnecessary pain. In another, it is the compassion 
of the Buddha, the love of Christ, the realization that not 
only all men but all things arc equal. The truth is that 
we must have the second, but it should appear, as it does 
in Issa's verse, as the first. 

'1,t,><Ji;QJ!\tK l,t,<l>:~/!- O /f o--t 5< :>c 
Wab'J kage no kabe ni shimu yo ya kirigirisu 

My shadow soaks into the wall 
This autumn night, 

A cricket chirping. Ry6ta 

This verse expresses a somewhat unusual, almost 
abnormal experience. Things of two dimensions seem almost 
to have three. In BashO's haiku, it is the voice of the insects 
which soaks into the rocks: 

M;; ~;t'~K- L- :,.). ~~ Q ~- fT)t]~ 
Shiz11kasa ya iwa 11i sliimiir11 semi no koe 

The stillness ! 
The voice of the cicadas 

Sinks into the rock.a. 
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In Ry6ta's verse the crying of the cricket exacerbates 
the sense of sight so that it feels the pressure and penetra 
tive power of the shadow on the wall. 

tk.O)~X-?c?E~~{\':ffi-C:fJ.1;:h'z';';--t .r m 
Aki no ka ya shinuru kakugo de 

Autumn mosquitoes 
Bite me, 

Prepared for death. Shiki 

When autumn comes, and the air turns colder, mosquitoes 
become more sluggish in their movements, but more persis 
tent in their biting, as though they knew their time 011 

earth was short, and are determined at all costs to suck as 
much blood as possible before they die. The humour of 
this verse expresses something of the nature of autumn and 
of mosquitoes, something that could not be said except by 
way of the "pathetic fallacy." 

A similar verse by the same author, in which he shows 
his likenesa to Heine; 

Shini lmlwte n(J.O yalwmasltiki 11ki no semi 

Dying, 
All the more noisy, 

Cicadas of autumn. 
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Kmno nan to oto wo nan to twku aki no kaze 

With what voice, 
And what song would you sing, spider, 

In this autumn breeze ? Basho 

Bash6 is sitting under the eaves, watching a spider in 
its web as it sways to and fro in the wind of autumn. It 
is a deep mystery, this silence profound that some creatures 
preserve, in contradistinction to the chattering and chirping 
of others. If the spider had a voice, what would it be like? 
Would it not, in its own unique, inimitable way, be singing 
now, in the soughing of the breeze, of the loneliness and 
desolation of autumn? This verse is prophetic of the poetry 
of Issa. 

fiiJ!ll!Dili<tlltJ:--:itJ,L~.'.ktr::E ~ tt 
Kajika naku sode natsukashiki hiuchiishi 

The " river deer " is crying : 
In my sleeve, 

My dear old flint-stone. Buson 

The kajika is a kind of frog, small and black, that lives 
between the boulders of valley streams. It cries in autumn, 
in a voice slightly resembling that of a deer, hence its name. 
Busan is climbing slowly up a ravine when suddenly, 
the sweet voice of a singing-frog! It may be as RyOto, f,ij. }'(i; 
says in the following verse: 
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1111r1-=.-:iti.-c1!Q. /H-tM /Jli.-/J,t1:. 
Kawa-olo ni tsurete nakidasu kajika li.m1a 

Prompted by the sound of the river, 
The "river deer" 

Begins to sing. 

The rippling, trickling water and the voice of the frog 
in this green, secluded place,-Buscm must sit down and 
listen to them. Almost unconsciously his hand strays into 
Ills sleeve, and he feels the well-known touch of the flint-stone 
he has used for many years to light his short pipe. The 
beauty and delicacy of the one and the wann, human 
homeliness of the other, give him an ineffable feeling of 
perfection and bliss. 

llfeigetstt ya kuraki tokoro wa mttshi ,io hoe 

The bright autumn moon : 
In the shadows, 

The voices of insects Bunson 

Beneath the moon, all is calm and bright; under every 
tree and bush it is dark, but all kinds of insects are chirping 
and trilling : " all that we behold is full of blessings. " 

All)ffll)itJt:::.~J:t'i!"/t\-tlliJ:1ttJ•t~ -,:. :o: 
Mushi no ,., no rwka ni seki dasu neu,me kana 
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Waking in the night, 
I mingle my coughs 

With the cries of insects. JOSO 
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The coughing of the sick man and the chirping of the 
insects,-how different! And yet, what is the difference? 
Does God hear them differently? Do not they both accord 
in perfect harmony with the soundless music of the spheres, 
the spirit ditties of no tone? One is reminded of a verse by 
another sick man, Shiki: 

"? <-? < .!::.~i'JIU~Q Ji;"~O)§f. 
Tsuk1,zul1u to wagu kage miru ya mushi no koe 

Gazing steadfastly 
At my shadow.- 

The voices of insects. 

J!t J: ill J: rr.r.!r 1,, --c l!LW: t.i> .ID e--:o ts t;, z 1n 
Miishi yo mnshi yo naite inf$i b,'U ts11kir11 nara 

Ah, insects, insects ! 
Can your Karma 

Be cried away? Otokuni 

Literally, "If your karma is cried away by singing, 
[sing onl]." Thi.a has the idea of weeping away, by penitence, 
one's fate,-and a decpc:r one, that the insects are fulfilling 
their destiny, obeying their original nature by chirping, and 
by thus not opposing their lot; they are working it out and 
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Nigiyokana kojiki 110 tokoya tn1<shi 110 koe 

The nightly couch of the beggar. 
How lively and gay, 

WiU1 voices of insects! Chiy&-ni 

This has a heartlessness deeply akin to Zen, that is, to 
life itself. Whether we eat or whether we starve, the planets 
revolve around the sun, the seasons follow one after the 
other, insects chirp all around. But this verse is not saying 
such a thing; neither is it full of self-pity. It is heart-less, 
like Nature, like Destiny itself. 

;ma,::, Ii 01,r.1:-:.::. ii~ ,,. 1';'0.-JJ•t.r. w a 
Mushi horo-horo kusa ni koborurn neiro kana 

The sound-colour 
Of insects pattering down 

On the leaves. Chora 

As the poet shakes the bushes in passing among them, 
he hears the insects drop onto the leaves below. The insects' 
bodies, soft and plump, or hard and light, falling on the thin, 
pulpy leaves, has a peculiar sound born of each yet different 
from each. This is what the sensitive ears of the poet catch, 
and in the timbre of the sound ho hcara the life of the 
leaves, he perceives with his ears tho life of the insects. 
Thie is not a figurative way of speaking. We can hardly 
enter at all into the world of smell that a dog lives in, the 
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world of touch inhabited by the ant, the mole, the fish. The 
world of sound known by birds and insects, we cannot even 
surmise. The poet, for an instant only, leaves this world of 
light that is permanently our world until the darkness of 
death receives us. He comprehends an aspect of the nature 
of things through hearing. But what he hears is of course 
inexpressible. Man has never even attempted to form 
a vocabulary for such experiences. 

t:ist~ < t ITTi 1., ~ ~a < t z11 -o OJ ~ fn Jill. 
Mushi kiku to hanashi wo kiku to betsu no mimi 

We listen to insects, 
And human voices, 

With different ears. wsre 

This is a didactic verse, and as such is devoid of poetry. 
It expresses, however, a profound truth. We are to listen 
to men, to listen to the talking of men, their praising and 
blaming, as the chirping of insects. 

Listen to the fool's reproach! it is a kingly title! 

But a philosophic indifference is not what is inculcated here. 
The ear, like the eye, is to be single. Not to distinguish 
between Nature and Man,-this is the secret of living. And 
not to distinguish between Man and Nature and God,-this 
is to be a Buddha. 
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Yo no nakn wn 11ak1< mushi. sae mo j6zu hela 

Even among Insects. in this world, 
Some are good at singing, 

Some bad. Issa 

Listening attentively to the insects singing in the garden 
(and in this "attentively" consists the whole of this ex· 
pe:rience), Issa hears differences in the chirping and trilling 
of the same species of insect. One is loud, another softer, 
one metallic, another mellow and subdued, one sprightly, 
another sad and weary. What a deep forgetfulness of self 
this distinction demands! This is a beautiful example of the 
paradox that only when the difference (between oneself and 
the insect) is forgotten, is the difference {between one insect 
and another) perceived. 

!l:!.~ < ~tQJ.bti.JiX.!Qm,dJ1( ~ ~ 
Mushi nalm ya kinC/ wa mienu kabe 110 ana 

Insects are crying ; 
A hole in the wall 

Not seen yesterday. 

What an odd place to find poetry ,-in the fact of noticing 
a hole ill the wall that had not been remarked before. There 
is a strange affinity between the timbre of the insects' voices 
and the broken plaster of the hole that is, as it were, 
eeen with his ears. 



A Bagworm 

by Suisui, $'ff, i. e. Hanabusa Itchfl, ~-*'!!-, 1652- 
1724, the verse by Bash6, his contemporary. 

'-' 
fi'" The voice of the bagwonns; 

" " tr 
0 come to my hut, 

,.. l "' l, And hear them cry! 

"' '" Iii! "' 



/' 
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~t.r.<~fl/11""{:!,.f~J< ?~It! 
M,ishi nak11 ya tsuki idete nao k11raki niwa 

9l 

Insects are crying ; 
The moon comes out, 

The garden is yet darker. Shiki 

When the moon is behind a cloud, all things are dimly 
seen. When it comes out, the garden under the trees and 
bushes is in deep darkness, and we become aware of the 
darkness more strongly. And what of the insects? Their 
chirping so sweetly, so sadly, their melancholy-cheerful 
voices make our feelings more intense, they stimulate the 
organ of sight so that we can see the darkness. 

:ft'.~O)fr~~ !>.tc:.31fJ:T;(O)/ili, ~ 1.ti 
Minomustri no ne wo kiki ni koyo lmsa no io 

The voice of the bagworms ; 
0 come to my hut, 

And hear them cry. Basho 

There is no communion of saints without common union 
with things. Sod6, ~ ·1:r:, says of the nsinontushi, "Its faint, 
uncertain voice makes it pathetic," 1;,~ 0) :M i:f "? "/J, ts: t ~ & 
tl.. tr, In actual fact, of course, it does not cry or make 
anv noise at alL 
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Furui"" ya mimiz11 no •• ta ni kanji~o 

The aged dog 
Seems irrmressed with the song 

Of the earth-worms. Issa 

In old Japan it was thought that worms made a 
chirping noise. It is said that this was a mistake made on 
hearing the voice of the mole-cricket under the ground. 

The old dog lies in the autumn sun, his head on his 
paws, his eyes wide open as if listening to something, perhaps 
the song of the earth-worms that move in the earth under 
him. 

5 't;!l:~~[r.!l!~I ~ I~ {i -;it,:'?~ - ::!;, 
Usosomu ya mimi:m no uta mo hitoyo zutsu 

Getting colder, 
The song of the earth-worm also 

Dwindles every evening. Issa 

Autumn deepens, the nights grow chill ; and every 
evening the voice of the earthworm grows feebler and 
feebler. This is all there is in this verse, yet it sums 
up the loneliness and a certain apprehensiveness of late 
autwun. 
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~.s.r:.till:<K.'bK.~~*Hi,1\; I.!.~ 
Warau ni mo naku ni mo nizaru mukugc kana 

It neacher smiles 
No1 weeps,- 

!'his Rose of Sharon. Ransetsu 

The Rose of Sharon, a bush about ten feet high, is used 
as an ornamental tree, and for fences. The flowers are 
purplish, white, or pink, both single and double. They open 
in the morning and close at night. Some say that the 
convolvulus of the ManyOshU is really this flower. It is 
indeed a beautiful flower, says the poet, and yet has some 
thing inhuman about it. " It looks neither like smiles nor 
tears," is the literal translation. It has a cold prettiness, 
without the tender charm of the violet or the blowzy 
heartiness of the peony. This way of looking at the Rose of 
Sharon reminds us somewhat of Lawrence in Birds, Beasts 
and Flowers. Again, in The Two Blue Birds we have the 
following: 

There is a certain nonsense, something showy and 
stagey about spring, with its puehinc leaves and 
chorus-girl bowers, unless you have something corres 
ponding inside you. Which she hadn't. 

There is a simi.lar critical spirit, an unwillingness to be 
pleased, about the following by Senna; 

94 
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~jf,'f[iO Q l:tf'/J 5 ~tttJ•ft. 
Taka/6r0 hiru wa mono11ki hasliira kana 

" 
The Tall Stone Lantern, 

In the day-tirna 
Is a melancholy pillar. 

At night when the light is lit in it, it is a thing of beauty 
in itself, and adds to the beauty around it, but in the day· 
time it is uninteresting and a thing of gloom. There are 
many varieties of stone lantern, each having a spacial name. 
This particular kind is the most funereal in appearance. 

Mic/,jnobe no muk1<ge wn uma 1li kuwarekeri 

A Rose of Sharon 
By the roadside ; 

The horse has eaten it. Basho 

There is an anecdote in connection with this verse, 
which, even if not authentic, brings out its pure objectivity 
and perfect directness. Bash6 was once reproached by his 
teacher of Zen, Butch6, for wasting his time on haiku. 
Bash6 answered, 

"Haikai is simply what is happening in this place, at this 
moment," and then quoted tbe above verse as an example. 
ButchO expressed his approval of this, saying: 
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" Excellent! Excellent ! In haikai also there is such a deep 
meaning?" A verse of Jssa's worthy to stand beside it: 

~ :z- L'IJ'/Dlj{U, ;:_ Vif L,i,t 1) ~{!)ff; 
Soashika na k11ika/Josllikcri hagi no hmm 

The stag eats 
And spills 

The flowers of the lespedeza. 

A verse by Shiki very similar to that of Basho: 

;i(li!O>lE < .<-J,;-.,Jr; 0)/.'n 
6/ade ,w lwna ku uma ya c/ia no kem11ri 

A horse eating 
The flower of a knot grass; 

Smoke from under the tea-kettle. 

fl'.-!rOJi'l::Z~(!J:;:j(f/fi.1JG 
Daidai no bimbOgaki no m11kuge kano 

From generation to generation, 
The Rose of Sharon 

Of this poor fence. Issa 

This has partly the idea of Tennyson's The Brook. 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on for ever. 

But much more than this, and deeper, is the feeling of the 
aatural piety of the plant, and filial piety in the family. 
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J[lif~*tili~ <? tt i: 1..::ru: ~ i' ;Jt tt 
&wa-oto ya ,nukugu saku to wa mada okizu 

Tho sound of the river ; 
The door where the Rose of Sharon blooms 

Is not yet opened. Hokushi 

Over the river the morning mist still hovers; the sound 
of the rapids is high and clear. Under the wall, white 
blossoms are blooming, faint with dew,-but the door of the 
farmer's house is still closed; no one is up yet. This closed 
door opens another in bis mind. There is a certain remote 
harmony in the varied sensations of the early morning 
hour. 

Te wo kakete orade sugiyuku muJmge kana 

I Jaid my hand upon it, 
And did not break it off, but passed on.- 

The Rose of Sharon. Sampo 

The position of "The Rose of Sharen," is significant in 
the original (and in the translation). It remains at the end of 
the poem, just as the beauty of the flowering bush remains 
in his mind long after his refraining trom breaking off a 
branch has been forgotten. Compare the verse by Busoo 
OD the next page, 
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fUpt, IJ ~li'JiAtO .1. 1J,JIJn,t._ 'r Y.\ 
Yanagi c}liri nakuzu nai;,.m1ru og,wa kana 

The leaves of the willow fall, 
Scraps of vegetable, 

Floating down the brook. Shiki 

A light wind sways the long hanging boughs of the 
willow-trees and the withered leaves fall, leaving the 
branches bare. Along the stream come flowing fraRments 
from greens. Shiki has expressed almost unwittingly the 
"poetical" and the "unpoetical" of life, of human life and 
that of nature. The dry, curled-up, slender leaves fall from 
the hanging branches, tali on the surface of the water and 
fl.oat gracefully away down the current. From some un 
known village, yellow, waterlogge:l leaves and stems ot 
cabbages and greens come slowly down the stream, half· 
submerged, things of no value or beauty whatever, the 
refuse of human life, unwanted rubbish spoiling the pellucid 
water. Yet in their sadness they accord with the falling of 
the leaves of the willow-tree. They too express the melan 
choly season and share in the poet's life. 

J: ~-r·1t,ti1.dt~,tVJt;z,.i..:,w M fl 
Yoradr s11gir11 fnjisnwrNlrrn ,w '1/0miji knna 

Not going in, but passing: by : 
The autumnal leave. 

Of Fujisawa Temple. Busou 
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The fact that Buson did not go in and worship at tho 
temple (for some unknown, or rather, unstated reason) 
made the impression of the crimson and yellow leaves of the 
temple courtyard all the more unforgettable. In some ways, 
and at some times, we can enter into things and persons by 
holding aloof from them. It is said that the spectator S00'3 
most of the game, while the participants are aware only of 
a restricted portion of it. So in this verse, by not going 
into the temple, but walking by it, on looking back at the 
glowing leaves, distance lends a kind of enchantment to the 
view. The mind is not disturbed by details or inconsistent 
elements, and at the same time, the sense of remoteness, of 
something lost, strengthens the sensation of beauty. This 
comes out also in the following verse by the same author: 

lfi~ L't!Q.:f£-tJEc1Jtf.;ll~ti,1i..: 
S/mkke shite oya imasu sato no momiji kana 

Renouncing the world,- 
The autumn leaves 

In my parents' village. 

The priest sees in his mind the scarlet and vermilion leaves 
of the little village where he was born, and where his old 
parents are still livi..ng,-far away, yet so near to the 
heart. 

UJ < h"tl:C:l!/0)*~' l!l'.Jsft ~ "' If 
Yama kurete momiji no ake wo ubai /,en 
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The mountain grows darker, 
Taking the scarlet 

From the autumn leaves. Buson 

This reminds one of Virgil's lines: 

Ubi caelum condidit umbra 
Juppiter, ct rebus nox abslulit atra colo-em. 
When darkness hides the heavens, 
And black night has taken away the colours 
of things. 

i.r.~TQ*J'l.{,t.r.LK.lll~L .:;. :!.Ii 
Momijisuru kodac/,i rno nashi 11i yanrnfukashi 

Of crimson foliage 
There is none here, 

Deep in the mountains. Shiki 

On the lower slopes ot the mountains, autumnal leaves 
were glowing, scarlet and yellow colours gave animation 
and a false happiness to the mind; but here, higher up the 
mountains, not a red leaf is to be seen. All the trees are 
evergreen or leafless, dark and silent, with not a bird or 
animal, not a human being or a sign of habitation. There 
is not a touch of brightness or hope, only a solemn fatality. 

~iiUJPK•?i*Jf',lllP'ltt?> T 'Bl 
A,ki.jt; tlD lo ffi llff'M ina, :,0 ,antJ~ Chira, 



Wild Boar 

by KakujG, Pd:., 1664-1747. The verse is by Bash6: 

The autumn tempest 
Blows along also 

Even wild boars. 

KakujO, a contemporary of Basho, shows the 
wild boar in its lair in the bush-clover, blown 
by the rushing wind. See Kyoroku's comment, 
Vol. III, page 422. 





LESPEDEZA 

A dog sleeping 
At the door of an empty house, 

Leaves of the willow-trees scattering. 
Shiki 

lOl 

The stray dog is sleeping where he knows no one comes 
in or out to drive him away. The house is empty, the 
shutters are up. Willow-trees are scattering their leaves 
in the wind. The whole creation "seems to bear rather 
than rejoice.'' 

f3~~;:.v'f~!Q~o:,5:tJ.1JtJ,tJ: 1s m. 
Shira-tsuyu wo kobosanu hagi no uneri kana 

The flowers of the bush-clover 
Do not let fall, for aII their swaying, 

Their drops of bright dew. Basho 

The lespedeza, or bush-clover, is a graceful bush-like 
plant whose stems rise from the ground and bend over all 
together like the spray of a fountain. When the wind blows, 
the bushes move in waves, but the white and red blossoms 
do not drop the dew or rain that they hold. This verse is 
to some extent a picture, but only a poet could paint it, 
and only a poet could see it. 

ll'!"'r.!l~,1,J'l,~Je c:oi!lc"'l!l! i;; lll 
Nami no ma ya kogai ni majiru hagi no chiri 
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In the surf, 
Mingled with small shells, 

Petals of the bush-clover. Basho 

This verse comes towards the end of Oku no Hosomichi. 
Accompanied by T6sai, Bash6 went to the beach of !ro to 
gather small shells called masuo. The loneliness ot the place 
made a deep impression on Bash6 : 

~ L. ~ "'0m~ K.-/J• t> tc ~ 111UJtJ:. 
Sabishisa ya suma ni kachitarn huma no aid 

The loneliness 
Of the autumn of the beach, 

More even than that of Suma. 

The next verse, the present one, turns from this vague 
sadness to the particularity of the small shells and the 
faintly red petals of the bush-clover that are seen in the 
back-wash of the waves as they recede. There is something 
of the sad loneliness of the autumn shore in these small shells 
and flower petals mingled together, the ones in their element, 
the others not, but both in the everlasting anus of nature. 

t.:.-{-fJ:ti.~**t.C:.l..•t.:.~OJ1f!J,':i;!j, § ff 
Tasog1re yt1 l,r,gi ni itachi 110 kodaiji 

KOdaiji Temple ; 
A weasel in the bush-clover. 

At dusk. BUSOD 
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K6daiji Temple was built in Ky6to in 1601 by Kita no 
Mandokoro, widow of Hideyoshi. A temple of the Zen ecce, 
it is even now a very lonely place at the toot of a mountain 
where bush-clover grows profusely. The weasel, the temple, 
and the bush-clover are in an unintellectual harmony that 
may be the result of its being an imaginary scene. The 

same can be said of the following winter verse by Buson : 

7k11l1K.W;.)1..S:-\"'W Hilk 
Suisen 11; kilsunt asobuya yoiz11ki~ 

Foxes playing 
Among the narcissus flowers, 

In the early evening moonlight. 

Oriori ya amado m sawaru hagi no koe 

From time to time, 
Brushing against the shutters, 

The voice of the bush-clover. Sesshi 

Bush-clover is growing so close to the poet's hut that 
when the autumn wind blows, the long stems tap and rustle 
on the sliding shutters. In such a quiet place, touch and 
sound come closer together to the poetic mind. 

!!flli<> 5 1.,;,,1c1!l;t,s!><>!\t S' • 
l'oiibi no iuhiro ni hikushl /era no ktJH 
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Behind the Indian millet, 
The low wall 

Of a temple. Shikl 

This is a poem that is quite inexplicable to anyone who 
has not noted the peculiarly strong and beautifully-made walls 
of country temples, that are yet low enough to vault over 
should one be so inclined. There is something both symbolical 
and characteristic about the strength and lowness of the 
wall, and its relation of harmony with the "Chines-millet" 
that looks as if it also came from some far land i.n the south. 

(i/lb'"""'""'""' < •• ,, •• ? "'1!i 
Asagao na hana ni nakiy"ku ka no yowari 

Out towards the morning-glories, 
Mosquitoes fly humming : 

Their languor. Bash6 

Bash6 got up early in the morning, opened the door, and 
as he stood looking at the flowers of the morning-glories, 
mosquitoes slowly came from behind and flew out towards 
them. Their voices were weak, the weather being cold. 
The ephemeral beauty of the flowers in his eyes, the lan 
guishing eound of the mosquitoes in his ears, unite in giving 
bim a physical feeling of early autwnn. 
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*11M1.:.&>~t.r. ~t1t(l).ffi,t;tJ,t.r. 
Asagno ni a/m1111ki b6 no kl'iko kona "'" 

Single-stick practice : 
I fear 

For the morning-glories. Chora 

Literally the verse says: "The stick-practice is danger 
ous to the morning-glories." Life means destruction. With 
out death there is no birth. From the point of view of Zen, 
we must say that damaging or destroying the morning 
glories would be giving them life, life more abundantly. But 
it is this which makes life a tragic thing, what gives to the 
word destiey its lugubrious sound. 

eM!ll-;>-ijf,111,i;'llff<>i'l ~ tt 
Asagw ya ichirin fukaki fuchi no iro 

A single flower 
Of the morning-glory : 

The colour of a deep tarn. Buson 

There are three points to observe in this verse. There 
is the delight in the deep colour of the flower, infinite in 
meaning, contrasted with its smallness and ephemeral nature. 
This we see in the following, by Shiki: 

:'...R.OJg t.:.J:!lff· q"J rf?;d~I!• ft. 
Sanjaku no niwa ni ,1e110 ,w ochiba kana 
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In three feet ot garden, 
The falling leaves 

Of Ueno. 

Besides this there is the delight in colour as such, a blessed 
ness of pure sensation which Buson shows in so many ot his 
haiku. To take two only: 

-?..-.:>t:~-rJtllJ!l!OJfiftS L 
Tsutsuji saite kataymna-zalo no mes/ii s/Uroshi 

Azaleas blooming; 
In this remote hamlet 

The rice is white. 

~t\1L'"C1:!i-!k,-.,,_6J1i~Jt;•t.f. 
Teshoku shite iro ushinaeru kigiku kcma 

The yellow chrysanthemums 
Lose therr colour 

In the light ot the hand-lantern. 

Last we have to consider the prescript, which requires 
a long explanation : 

The valley water, accumulating, is like indigo. 

This comes from the 82nd Case of the flclliganroku : 

iflfl\J*.fl"il, ~!r!&li!, tmMJl1~1i'ili'k:!l-a ~ti£:, 
ill 1t l~l tu ii~. 
ifli/JJ<ii!!=Jl(i£1a 

A monk said to TairyU, " The Body of Form 
euffers annihilation ; how about thia Eternal Body 
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of the Law?" Tairyt1 replied, "ThC' mountain 
flowers opening are like brocade; the valley 
water accumulating is like indii;:o." 

The monk speaks of the relative, and asks concerning 
the absolute, but Tairyll's reply is not in either realm. 

In his verse, Buson has most skilfully combined both 
lines of Tairyll's answer, and his haiku is also the answer to 
the monk's question and to all our questions. What is God? 
rs the soul immortal? What is this world out of time that 
nevertheless is in time; that is spaceless, and yet in this very 
room ? Buson answers, " Look at this fleeting flower : it is 
the colour of eternity." But it is not an eternal colour. 

'<ll'l'"'r"1 'lc~Mill"'ll!'/J£ ,. "' 
Kankin no ma wo osa/Jll() no sakari kana 

While I intone the sutras, 
The morning-glories 

Are at their best. Kyoroku 

As the poet sits reciting the Buddhist scriptures before 
the altar in his hr•1t<"R., he nlancee out and sees the convol 
vulus flowers blooming in the soft early sunshine. He too is 
at his best, but the (lcwern somehow excel him, not merely 
in their beuuty, but in their silent unselfconsciousness, their 
delicate warmth ; in their living they excel him, and his 
voice falters as be chants. Nevertheless, his intoning of the 
BUtra ie a kind of funeral service for the flowers. 



10 8 TREES AND FLOWERS 

.!9:PlH:.W!M~~!Ot/;OJf;I:: -x: se 
Cliirizuka ni asag.io :akin •• kure no aki 

From the rubbish-heap, 
A morning-glory has bloomed ; 

Late autumn. Taigi 

In this verse we feel the "loneliness" of nature, each 
thin~ living its own, solitary, secret life, of which the most 
profound e.xpression is, " My God ! My God ! Why hast thou 
forsaken me?" But we feel, at the same time, the charm 
of the small flower that sheds its sweetness on the desert 
air. 

WIM~All)i\'.i'it:.f:t't-?l.i"~7.> ~ #. 
Asal!JO yo hito no kao ni wo solsu ga aru 

The morning-glories; 
In the faces of men 

There are faults. 

The Japanese tor morning-glory means "morning face." 
It is a strange thing, when one thinks of it, that the counte 
nances of the morning-glories, however different they may 
be from one another, are all perfect, faultless in line and 
balance, colour and texture. There is no room for criticism, 
no point about which we can find fault with them, nothing 
to irritate or weary. A man who lived in a world of flowers 
would. have no difficulty in being a saint, 
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AS/1""10 ya korr n,o mata w11gr, tmno ,u1raz11 

The morning-glory too, 
Can never be 

My friend. Bashf 

Nothing transitory is fit companion for us,-and all jq 
transitory; where then can we find rest? Emily Dickinson 
says, 

In insecurity to lie 
Is joy's insuring quality, 

echoing Blake's 

But he who kisses the Joy as it flies, 
Lives in eternity's sunrise. 

Yet somehow or other Bash6's verse is nor so satisfying as 
a famous waka by the poet Tadanori :1 

l<P~ < .tt--C;k.O)""fiffi~m c.-itn: 
lE <' c; J: V-" ;I,'.> Ct," ,t L 

Overtaken by darkness, 
I make this cherry-tree 

My lodging place, 
The flowers, this night, 
My hosts, my friend- 

A verse by Bash6 similar- to Tadanori's: 

;, ~ IM> <' YUHl! ;; h ·trl " m 
Asap ya hiru wa ;;, orosu kodo no kaJd 

I ll.G-83. 
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A morning-glory, 
On the fence of my gate, 

That is shut all day. 

There is a verse by Ikkya like the first of Basho's verses, 
but it is a very grim waka indeed; we hardly care for the 
truth in quite such an unadulterated form: 

111:/J)rj;l IJ)~3'ErJ)filV:.?;/l,ltt1:. L 
tctc~V'L< t!lo>El!JJIC 

There is no companion for us 
On the road of this world 

Of life and death; 
Only death in solitude, 
Birth in solitude. 

~J!j'ffi(7)11ftQ'.'~O,bt..:Q~~"ijX -=rill, 
AsC1gno no cJ,j wo haiwataru akiya kana 

The morning-glory 
Trails over the ground 

Of the empty house. Shiki 

The house and garden look forlorn and neglected, and 
above all the convolvuluses creeping aimlessly and unre 
strictedly on the ground brings out the lack of meaning, 
the uselessness of the house that no one is living in. 

01Mit""'F:f.f/J•<~,,....i.,a.tt,t£1J 13 l& 
Map wa Mia no Wu sae aware nari 
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The pathos, 
Even when painted unskilfully, 

Of the morning-glory. BashO 

Ransetsu, Bash6's pupil, painted a picture of morning 
glories and asked BashO to write a verse for it. The flower 
of the morning-glory has something pathetic in it, lasting 
only a few hours, and the unskilfulness of the artist has 
inadvertently, and thus all the more effectively, brought out 
the essential aware, the gentle beauty of the flower. It 
is the more moving because like the mathemetician that 
Goethe speaks of, who 

is complete in so far as he feels within 
himself the of the true, 

the philosopher attains his full height only when, like Plato, 
he is a poet. There is a passage in Spengler in which we 
see the botanist apprehending the flowers in a more than 
intellectual aspect : 

It is a sight of deep pathos to see how the spring 
flowers craving to fertilize and be fertilized, cannot for 
all their bright splendour attract one another, or even 
see one another, but must have recourse to animals, 
for whom alone toose scents exist.1 

:oni;i-?rn1:tft:l;<~1:t{k 1., re .u.. 
Asatsuyu ya susieki wa taywni llfl./j. wa fuslu 

1 Peoples, Races, and Tongues, 1. 
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The morning dew : 
The pampas grass is drooping, 

The bush-clover lies prostrate. 
ChoI"8 

Chora's verse gives us a feeling ot wetness without 
mentioning it. The difference between the characters ot the 
two plants is clearly seen. 

Yama wa kure no wa tasogsre 110 susuki kana 

On the mountain, day has closed ; 
On the moor, the pampas grass 

In the twilight. Buson 

The sun has set behind the mountain and it is dark and 
formless, of two dimensions only. But on the moor, it is 
still twilight, and the white plumes of the pampas grass 
float like ghosts in the dusk. 

,m ~ 111 Q) at L- ";"; < < :s r,.i, -~~ rs. i.:.l n 
Saf!:li& ,w s(JNsldsr1 k11/mm .msuki krma 

The pampas grass. 
It sums up all 

The loneliness of Saga. 
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The subjective cojcuzing of the desc\ate wilds of Saga 
is treated objectively in the pampas gi 2.8..i, that is both 
a symbol, and what is symbolizod. It is a strange thing that 
a person to whom Saga is a name only should be able to 
get from this verse something which one who has lived there 
and knows its historical associations may receive. It is like 
"the farthest Hebrides" of Wordsworth's Solitary Reaper. 
To visit Saga or the Hebrides might be to break the spell. 

ffl~•~tOE8h~~t • 
Hosus11ki ya lwsoki kokoro no sawagrisltiki 

The plume of the pampas grass. 
The helpless tremblings 

Of a lonely heart. Issa 

The actor and the spectator have powers and functions 
which are difficult to combine; action and contemplation are 
seldom found united, at thei:r highest, in one person. The 
love of glory, the feeling of power in the guiding of the 
destinies of a nation have been found in few of the poets. 
In spite of the great names of Dante and Milton, it is not 
without good cause that we think of poets as an effeminate, 
shrinking tribe. Of them, sensitiveness and compassion are 
required to such a degree that the possession and practice 
of the martial virtues becomes well-nigh impossible. In 
Christ alone, we see them combined in an almost unbearably 
DOiirnant contrast, and even in him, the feminine predominates. 
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IitQJf~t.ffi(!)Wlll){E'e 
Musashino ya /iatake ,io sumi ><O luma-sus1<ki 

The plain of Musashino ; 
In the comers of the fields, 

Flowering pampas grass. Shiki 

Anyone who has looked out of the railway windows in 
autumn on bis way from T6ky6 westward, will recognize 
the justness ot this description ot the scenery. With this 
the picture is complete, and all farther details unnecessary. 
The following verse by the same poet is on the same subject, 
but the mere picture bas changed into poetry : 

IIl (!) rp ~1iiJ f,:. /JJ.: L -c ft 1:: 
Ta no nalea ya nani 11i nokoslii-te hana-susuki 

In the fields, 
Why have they left 

The flowering pampas grass? 

This is in the form of a question, but the poet is not 
asking for the reason why the farmers did not cut down the 
pampas grass. It is simply the feeling of wonder at the 
existence of things ; it has no ulterior motive. If we insist 
on an answer to the question, it is given in a pcern by 
Robert Frost, The Tuft of Flowers : 

A leaping tongue of bloom the scythe had spared 
Beside a reedy brook the scythe had bared. 

The mower in the dew had loved them thus, 
By leaving them to flourish, not tor us, 
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Nor yet to draw one thought of ours to him, 
But from sheer morning gladness at the brim. 
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:Ktli-C 1.illJG At.r. L1Et:' Tm 
Yari tatete t61'u hito nashi luma-susuki 

None passes 
Bearing a javelin: 

Flowering pampas grass. Shiki 

When the pampas grass blooms and the plumes sway in 
the autumn breeze, one half expects to see once more the 
stately train of a daimyd passing slowly along the road. 
But no, men with up-pointing spears do not pass through the 
plumed pampas grasses. 

+3t(l)#1':..R.(l)i°i°~-/J,t.r. T ffl. 
]Uj(/ no sugi rokus/l(lk11 no sz,s,iki kana 

The cryptomeria, a hundred feet ; 
The pampas grass, 

Six feet. Shiki 

Though this seems to be but a lumberman's calculation, 
it is really an etching in black and white, in which, however, 
the figures given express the wonder of the poet as he gazes 
up at the towering, age-old trees along the highway, and 
down at the frail reeds that droop their plumy heads far 
below. In their disparity of colouring, power, and form ol 
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life. is felt some common element symbolized in the figures of 
their respective heights. There is another and better verse 
by Shiki resembling the above : 

*-*~::.~A...-Ctli L~®1E 
Taibok1• ,1/ narande takashi keit6-bmm 

Together beneath a giant tree, 
How tall 

The cockscombs in flower ! 

ffl'c~ia.tif.lt,J,_fi~2::{i-t;"J:~ ~ ~ 
Hosusuki ya ore 1'.l kobin wo lomosoyogi 

Wisps of my hair 
Quiver together with the plumes 

Of the pampas grass. Issa 

The white wisps of hair at the sides of the poet's head 
are shuddering in the autumn wind; at the same time, the 
white plume of the pampas grass flutters and trembles, and 
with that wanton impartiality which makes it a symbol of 
the spirit of the universe, the wind sways both the grass 
and the man. Perhaps Issa remembered here Sora's verse: 

BP(!);(£ t::. ~!11 .R."'.P 7-> r'-1 ~ -/1• ts: 
Uno hana 11i kanf'/usa miy11ru sl,iragu kana 

In the flowers of the u 
Are seen the white hairs 

Of Kanefusa. 
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But this is a historical recollection; Issa'a verse has in 
it a feeling of the continuity of his own body with that of 
the earth and the grass it produces. One wind trembles in 
himself and in the pampas grass. Thoreau says: 

\.Ve SCP men haying far off in the meadow, their 
heads waving like the grass which they cut. In the 
distance the wind seemed to bend all alike. 1 

~:'€:-t l.. gw:~:t,;f[--:>f),ti:. ~ :t,t 
Ibara oi susuki yase hagi obotsukana 

The wild rose growing old, 
The pampas grass thinning, 

The lespedezas faint and weak. 
Buson 

Walking through the fields Buson notes the flowers and 
bushes and weeds as they stand there declining from their 
summer beauty, yet unceasingly full of a meaning that bas 
a relation to beauty but is not beauty itself. The wild rose 
belongs to summer, but now it is only a leafy plant begin 
ning to wither. The time of the pampas also is past; the 
bush-clover is fading and falling unsteadily. Each thing is 
leaning towards "its grave i'the earth so chilly," but each 
in its own way. Another translation : 

The wild rose grown aged, 
The pampas grass is sparse, 

The bush-clover hesitating. 

1 A Week on the Conwrd and Merrimack Rivers. 
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Kome no noki toki wa liisago ni om ,mesh• 

When there is no rice. 
The maiden-flower 

In the gourd. Basha 

The ominaeshi flowers in autumn. The plant is three 
or four feet tall, and small grain-like yellow Uowers appear 
on the group of stalks of deep yellow colour. These stalks 
are slender and look transparent, somehow reminding one 
of the horns of the snail. 

Basho was born of a samurai house, and learned that 
poem-composing pastimes are not to be engaged 

in by a samurai. To be addicted to such amusements 
is to resemble a woman. A man born a samurai 
should live and die sword in hand. 1 

The above verse shows that breeding will tell. Bash6, as 
a poet and a samurai, puts blessedness above happiness. 
His lite of retirement is that of a verse in the Ze11rinkush1i : 

:tr.rt\fU-11£~f1c!cl.l., 
~it f!J- W 1t ts ~ ft" 

Breaking off a branch of crimson leaves, and 
writing thoughts of autumn; 

Plucking the yellow flowers, and making them 
the evening meal. 

There is a similar verse by Busan : 

1 From the Code of KatO Kiyomasa, famous general of the 16th .... .,,.. 
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t;!$-.,il'i>U, L < ;,;11!i11<'-'lE 
Furusato yo soke wa oslliku mo soba no hana 

My old home; 
The wine is poor.- 

But the buck-wheat flower ! 
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However, Buson may well be meaning that the flowers of 
the buck-wheat promise a good crop, and he will be able to 
cat noodles. 

U-.t0V-J:0f.',Jl-i:~1'tL~XE~:fE ~ § 
Hyorohyoro nao ts11yukcs/,i yo ominoeshi 

The maiden-flower, 
So slender, 

Seems the more dewy. Basha 

The maiden-flower, literally, '' harlot-flower," has a soft, 
dewy appearance, and this is increased by the slimness ot 
the stems. The mind of Basho is here as slender and dewy 
as the flower itself. Further, the verse expresses in its 
rhythm and onomatopoeia the nature of the ominacshi and 
its dew. Buson has th€' following verse : 

:fr: D'1E '!: ;, 1/Ud' G lE tt: n' G 
Ominaeshi somo lmki 1wgara hana nagara 

The ominaeshi, ah! 
The sterns as they are, 

The flowers as they are. 
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Taigi has made a similar attempt, but concerning the 
yamab11ki, the yellow rose, expressing the multitude of green 

leaves and yellow blossoms mingled: 

UJ ~X"t' :J!.~ 1.::_~£ IC:. ;!WK. {/3 rs:~ t;:_ 
Yamahuki ya Im ni /uma ni /w. ni /uma ni ha ni 

The mountain rosc, 
Leaves and flowers and leaves 

And flowers and leaves. 

"f;(D~l!:~01-t~-/J•A.. C.'$1.'"C tJ i,t lJ - ~ 
Ominaeshi akkeraka,1 to tateri keri 

The maiden-flower 
Stands there 

Vacantly. Issa 

When we look at things we give them their value, (so 
Mahayana Buddhism tells us), but our experience is one of 
receiving, not of giving. We receive the beauty of the 
flower; we do not have any feeling of bestowing it. But in 
the above verse, Issa stands looking at the maiden-flower, 
and knows the life of the flower as its own, not his. It is 
standing there abstractedly, with u aliglrtly foolish air. 

fiij?J(.ITJ-/J,J.:. IJ fl,J.:. I) .f~.;.ti:,,-...1.,. - l'i 
NQlllgoto 110 kabari lwburi eo ominaeshi 
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What is it 
You are nodding about, 

Onnnacshi P 

un 

Issa 

This again is a verse in which there is a tr-ank attribu 
tion of human feelings to an inanimate thing, but without 
the so-called "pathetic fallacy." Issa feels that the ominaeshi 
is nodding in him and he in it. Onlv when the poet and the 
Rower are taken as two things do we find the difficulty of 
attributing personality to the flower and simple movement 
to the motionless poet. 

~ir$:~i..,-t°lii"ll!.Q)i.t-\'>:l:,8Jt.c!J T '& 
FuyO snite furn-ike no sagi yamome nari 

Rose-mallows are blooming ; 
The widowed heron 

Of the old pond. Sl:iki 

The feyO has a white or pink flower, rather gorgeous 
in character. In contrast to this. the pond is silent and 
deserted; only a solitary heron, whose mate is dead, stands 
there motionless in the shallower water. There is another 
very similar verse by the same author: 

ff!trr~.:.:mfil~~_!fFtJ,t.c 
Haikan ni niwatori ,1sob11 (11yO /mnn 

Round the ruined mansion, 
Hens wander ; 

Rose-mallows are blooming. 
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i;fclld)~"z'~¥d);;li,:xf.b•t.s: ~ Fi 
f(irisamc no sora wo /ttyO "'' l<'"ki ka11a 

In the misty rain, 
The rose-mallows 

Make a bright sky. Basho 

This is a remarkable, if not remarkably good, verse. 
The great flowers of the hibiscus are so bright that the 
misty sky above is overpowered by them, and the weather 
there alone appears fine. The flowers have a kind of aura 
or halo. They exude a kind of light. They are like haiku, 
which shed beams out into our dark world and enlighten 
those that sit in its shadows. 

Ya.u-kusa no yoro yoro luvw to nari ni keri 

The feeble plant, 
At last, 

Has a wabbly flower. Issa 

This has pathos and humour, a colloquial expression ot 
rare symathy. Not only man but nature has its weedy 
plants, its distortions and stunted growths, its failures and 
monstrosities. The thin, helpless plant, with its flower too 
big and heavy for its stem, has an appeal for us that the 
pm1ect dower of health and strength can never have. 
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f;li L ".:>--f"Ji..t,Jt:::.1t~t.;.. ry ~ a 
Na wa sl,irnz11 kusn-golo ,ii tuma aware nari 

The names unknown, 
But to every weed its flower, 

And loveliness. SampQ 

To walk in the country and see the myriad shapes and 
colours of leaves and stems and flowers among the grasses 
ls one of the purest pleasures of life. When we are at our 
best, that is, at our least, every green leaf, even the leaves 
of the same plant in their different sizes and depths of tint, 
are the different expressions of itself; and each of these 
weeds, though nameless, has its flower of tender beauty. 

The names are unknown, and best so. Walt Whitman 
says something which Thoreau found out by experie ice; 

You must not know too much or be too precise or 
scientific about birds and trees and flowers and water· 
craft ; a certain free-margin, and even vagueness 
ignorance, credulity-helps your enjoyment of these 
things. 

,t; ~ !lfJ -r 'i t: Ji n·r ~r --:., •'.'i. (J) 1E -ID: .ii: 
Na wo kiite mata mi1,aas11 yn kusa ,io hana 

A flowering weed ; 
Hearing its name, 

I looked anew at it. Teiji 
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The poet looked at it with quite different eyes after he 
knew its name. Associations of all kinds, historical, poetical, 
medical, now coloured his vision. But this does not necessa 
rily mean that his view was distorted by these associations. 
It might have been so, but on the other hand the name might 
have revealed to him the flower's true nature, causing him to 
know what to look for, what to see. Blake says, 

The fool sees not the same tree that a wise 

Elt.r. I) -?~-)m(J),l,, J: IJ "f" ft 
Hyaku nari ya tsuru hitosufi no kokoro yori 

A hundred different gourds, 
From the mind 

Of one vine Chiyo-ni 

It is said that Chiyo, the most famous of women haiku 
writers, was asked by the Zen Master of Eiheiji Temple to 
illustrate in a haiku the teaching that a thousand meanings 
come from one thought. The above verse is the parabolic 
expression of this Zen principle, {which is that rather of 
Mahayana Buddhism). The KegonkyO, ~ft&~' says: 

In the three worlds, 1 all is Mind. Other than Mind, 
nothing exists. Buddha, mind, sentient beings,-these 
three are not different things. 

1 This =3.)R. does not mean pa.st, present, and future (which is =3. 
ti!:), but if::91-, f!,.,ff., 41(1!.Jll., the three worlds of desire, form, and 
DO-farm. 
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Plotinus says : 
In our realm all is pnrr rising from part, and 

nothing can be more than partial; but There, each 
being is an eternal product of a whole, and is at once 
a whole and an individual manifesting as part, but, to 
the keen vision There, known for the whole it is.1 

For haiku, a gourd is "a part rising from part," but 
it is seen as a whole, though at the same time as a part. 
For haiku, here is There, and There is here. The above 
verse of Chiyo is of course not to be called haiku, but it is 
nevertheless not disconnected with the state of mind which 
produces haiku, for it is the one Poetic Mind which produces 
all haiku and all poetry, and in so far as we share in It we 
are Jiving There and here now. 

;/:1<')11/Jl'i'tc,>, < h.::"'°lt(; L "1< tt 
Yoru 110 ran ka ni kakuretc ya /zana shiroshi 

iii 
I 

An evening orch.id, 
It hid in its scent, 

The flower white. Buson 

As it grew darker, nothing could be seen of the stem 
and the leaves, but the fragrance was stronger than ever, 
and the orchid hid in its own perfume, the white flower alone 
faintly seen, palely gleaming through the darkness. 

IV. 8,4 
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g~M:~--c-:.t-::ittH.r~Q)=~·'& ~ 1.!l 
BashO uete mmm nikmnu ogi no (1</aba kana 

Having planted a bashb, 
I feel spiteful now 

Towards the sprouting bush-clover. 
Bash& 

That spring,' Rika, :$: "F, a pupil of his had sent a banana. 
plant, and Bash6 had planted it in the garden of his 
herrnitage, a hut with a nine-foot square room and a tiny 
earth-floored kitchen. Being near the river, the damp earth 
was suitable for the bash6, but also for bush-clover and 
bulrushes that grew ail around luxuriantly. These rushes 
that looked pleasant enough before, now began to take upon 
themselves a disagreeable aspect, when B.,shd thought they 
might choke and kill the precious plant he had so carefully 
planted. 

We are at this moment Buddhas, and at the same time 
human beings with likes and dislikes. This " at the same 
time" does not mean that we are partly human and partly 
divine. Without these inscrutable preferences and this 
loving one above another, we are not Buddhas; without 
pure indiscriminate love of all things, we are not human 
beings. 

~IJ, 0 tf)( 1 '? Q 'e!:i'.(Ui> t.r. T ffl 
Tonnri knra tomosh'hi ulsum bn.9h0 knna 

• 1681. Gradually people began to call him Basha. 
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The next-door lamp 
Lights up 

The bas/JO. 

12; 

Shiki 

The banana-plant stands there in the darkness, when 
suddenly a door is opened in the neighbour's house and the 
bas/16 becomes illuminated. The great translucent green 
leaves become full ot light, as if themselves luminous. The 
poet and the bash& and the house next door immediateiy enter 
into a new and totally unexpected relation, whose outcome 
is the verse above. Another verse by Shiki, and one by 
BashO, showing the power of the banana-plant : 

ffl/iiE (!) lib 9 !IE 9 (!) "E!"Jlt."IJ, ts: 
KairO no magari mal§lri no bashO kana 

At every turn 
Of the corridor.- 

The bash?;! 

!it$f:l:.~-f11,, '7J °B!M'/& 
Kono tera wa niwa ipJ>ai no bashO kana 

The garden 
Of this temple is full 

Of the basho. 

W"'t~Tt.::.)-?Q@J.«t.i,tc.. 7"& 
Aoao to shoji ni utsuru bashO kana 
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The ween shadow 
Of the bashO 

On the paper-screen. Shiki 

The shadows of things are without colour, but the broad 
leaves of the banana-plant are translucent, and its reflection 
on the milky-white paper is a coloured one, a tender green. 

filfrUffiX.-C~~l.:'..!il.l?)hf-:Q'f'r T !I! 
TO,O kiete baslw ni ka,:e no walan, oto 

The garden lantern goes out ; 
The sound of the wind 

Blowing through the bashO-' Shiki 

The wind is blowing violently, and the light in the stone 
lantern in the garden suddenly goes out. As the poet looks 
at the darkness, he becomes aware of the rushing of the 
wind through the great leaves of the banana-plant. 

(i[!i.tiiti-t:itZ~O) r!H.(U;•tt. q:. "& 
Yare-tsnhusu bimb'o-dera no bash'o tmna 

In the ruined, 
Poverty-stricken temple, 

A bashO. Shiki 

The temple is a small one, in a remote part ot the 
country. It has fallen into disrepair; the monk has died, 
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his simple grave is nearby. Though religion declines, Zen 
always flourishes. The small courtyard in front of the temple 
is filled with the grceu vigour of the huge leaves of the bashii. 

f.f.(;;OJJ:":P-K .!:: £ ,o 1!H.ff..lJ,t.r. - :ti 
No--karasu no jOzu 11i tomo.m bas/IQ kana 

The crow from the moor 
Perches cleverly 

On the basho. ,~, 
The banana-plant, with its broad, yielding leaves, is 

a difficult thing for a big bird like the crow to land on. 
The crow too knows this, and when he alights, he looks 
round, as if he thinks he has made a good job of it, with 
a self-satisfied glint in his bright, black eyes. 

ft~IJ,-.,~'1:oH/P,-c;,:s-lls - ,r; 
Kesa /UJdo ya kosori to ochitc aru hitoha 

Just this mo-ning, - 
A single paulownia leaf 

Has gently fallen. Issa 

"Just this morning" implies that it is the first leaf that 
has fallen this autumn. "A single leaf" usually means the 
leaf of a paulownia. "Has gently fallen" shows the leaf 
on the dewy ground, but suggests the silence and stealth with 
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which it tell. This verse is full of autumn, full ot silence 
and stillness, yet with a morning freshness and newness that 
is devoid of melancholy. 

~t,-~ (J) * (J) ]iii\ r.:.11, f: Ii 1/:l.;ff.~-/J, ts: JL ~t:. 
Kiri no ki ,w ""ze ni kaniawa,m ochiba kana 

The leaf of the paulownia, 
With not a breath of wind, 

Falls. BonchO 

The inner necessity of the paulownia tree is strong. 
With other trees it is the outer necessity, the autumn wind 
which causes them to flutter down, but the large leaves of 
the paulownia, yellowed and crumpled by the frost, fall 
without a sound on windless days, when not a breath of 
air Is stirring. 

;;~L~2'"r,,'J""C<tt.10.n,~--~ E. li 
Sabishisa wo tote klfrtmu kll k1r1 llito/ia 

A paulownia Jeaf has fallen ; 
Will you n- visit 

My loneliness? Basho 

Bacon says in his essay OJ Friendship that the chief use 
of friendship among men, 

is the ease and discharge of the fullness and 
swelling of the heart, which passions of all kinds do 



Grapes 

by Nikkan, an, 1127-1279, a Chinese artist 
of the Sung Dynasty. 
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cause and induce. We know diseases of stoppings ancl 
suffocations are the most dangerous ill the body ; and 
it is not much otherwise with the mind. You may 
take sarza to open the spleen: flowers of sulphur for 
the lungs; castoreum for the brain; but no receipt 
openeth the heart but a true friend to whom you may 
impart griefs, joys, fears, hopes, suspicions, counsels, 
and whatsoever lyeth upon the heart to oppress it, in 
a kind of civil shrift or confession. 

Bacon, as always devoid of all poetical and tender feeling, 
interprets everything at its lowest level. Bash6 did not 
want Ransetsu to come to him for these reasons. He wanted 
to be with, physically, someone with whom he was always 
associated in spirit, someone of the same " nationality" as 
himself, a citizen of the city that is made glad by the river 
of poetry that flows through it. This " physically" is an 
important element of poetry because it is the bodily percep 
tions as such that are the poetical life at its deepest, though 
not clearest, and it is only by being together when perceiving 
the same finite infinity that a touch, a breath, a smile will 
reveal that we are both gazing at the same thing, in 
communion, not with each other, but with the same single 
paulownia leaf that falls silently through the autumn air. 

tii,sitZrii:W"li~Itvt-f1k~ -rm 
Mainichi wa budO mo k1ewau1 miz11-g11suri 

Every day, 
Not eating the grapes,- 

Drinking medicine. Shiki 



132 TREES AND FLOWERS 

Shiki's verses on illness are all very simple, and portray 
the sick man's mind and feelings so directly that even some 
one who has " never had a day'a illness " in his life can 
enter into the hopes and feara, the long-suffering and 
disappointment of those who are ill. There are the following, 
also by Shiki, who was inordinateiy fond of persimmons: 

:tttJ>jff ~ 0) fllit:-:Q:~t ;tt,~~ fl• ts: 
iVa IP suki no kaki wo kuwaren1< yam@ kw1a 

The persimmons I love so much, 
Can't be eaten: 

l'mill. 

However, when Shiki was well, he became ill from 
eating what he could not when he was ill. The translation 
of the following is rather laconic, but so is the original verse: 

ifl!i t., i: t: it 0- vt 7-> .t IJ (}) 11-'i IJ, ts: 
Kaid amata k,dkeru yori 110 yamai kana 

Ill, 
From overeating 

Persimmons. 

There is a kind of "death-verse" which says, literally, "It 
should be transmitted (to posterity) that I was a persimmon· 
eater that loved hokku " : 

,t:i!i < LJ-(l)'ftl1iJIH·C(l/f..fr.~L 
Kala'kui,w lwl1kn:sukito lmtm,beshi 

Write me down 
AlJ one who loved poetry, 

And persimmons. 
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trli~.111,.;.~&10MEl!liQJ""fJ(QJlffi :::;. m 
&ki ni omo" nara no hatago na g<ja 110 kao 
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The persimmons make me think 
Of the face of a servant 

At an inn of Nara. Shiki 

This is a simple example of the association of ideas, but 
to Shiki, and to the reader of the verse, if he is willing to 
put himself in the right frame of mind, the face of tbe 
servant, not necessarily pretty, but with something alive in 
it, is so near to the yel!ow-red persimmon that the proximity 
is quite shocking. A little more, and we shall be eating 
a servant's face. The persimmon will be talking and 
smiling like the leg of mutton and the pudding in Through 
the Looking Glass. Iu actual fact, the maid.servant at the 
inn was a particularly charming and lovely young girl, but 
this does not affect the matter as far as the reader is 
concerned. 

;:'.TQJfflc/pJ"z'MLtiU=-? "Tm 
Sanzen no haik11 wo kem1sh1 kaki futatsu 

Examining 
Three thousand haiku: 

Two persimmons. Shiki 

With no more than the above words we should be 
obliged to draw very freely upon our fancy to understand 
the conoectioo, but fortunately Kyoshi has described the 
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matter quite minutely. Shiki was extremely painstaking 
and conscientious in his selection of haiku. Even when ill in 

bed, those haiku sent to newspapers and magazines for his 
criticism were all the more scrupulously read and judged. 
By his bedside was a big box in which all the haiku sent 

to nim were kept. Though Shiki was weak in health, 
suffering from consumption, he was extremely fond of 
eating, and above all things he loved persimmons, which 
as is well known are not particularly digestible. In this 
verse then, Shiki bas promised himself two persimmons when 
he has finished perusing what looks like about three thousand 
haiku. They are a kind of reward, which spurs him on to 
finish his labour. The feverish poet lies in bedl poring over 
the verses of nincompoops and poetasters, and ever and 
anon glances at the two persimmons which wait there to 
be eaten or not . 

.flli"lljt-"fijj'lt,>l!Q,Q ts: lJiE:lik~ T ;!.l;1 
Kaki kuebo kcme lftl naru nari ho-r)'Uji 

Eating persimmons ; 
The bell sounds, 

Of H6ryGji Temple. Shiki 

H6rytiji Temple was founded in 607 A.D. at Nara by 
Prince ShOtoku. The oldest temple in Japan, it contains 
wonderful treasures of art. Shiki was sitting in a tea-house 
in Nara, eating his favourite fruit, when suddenly the great 
temple bell of H6ryi1ji sounded. Eating and listening, the 
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two elements of human life, material and spiritual, prose 
and poetry, practical life and religion,-these are so far 
apart when we think about them, but sitting in the tea 
house eating persimmons and listening to the voice of religion, 
there is felt to be no disparity. The past and the present, 
the heard and the tasted are one. 

s s. 'J-CtrliaJ*~t.:tr.i.~ibt.r. L ts P.i 
Sato furite kaki no ki motarm ie mo 11ashi 

The village is old; 
No house 

But has its persimmon tree. Basho 

This was composed at the house of a man named B6sui. 
The age of the village, the old cottages, the age ot the 
persimmon trees, with their twisted, rheumatic branches, 
everything seems to belong to the past more than the pre 
sent. The old trees have a feeling of calmness which man 
did not give and man cannot take away. 

Shibui toko haha f!.-1 k11ikeri ynma 110 kaki 

Wild persimmons, 
The mother eating 

The bitter parts. 
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This is the love that moves the stars, and is easier to 
see it in this '' impure" torm than in the love ot Buddha or 
Christ, where it often appears, at this distance of time and 
with the modern improvements, somewhat abstract and 
inaccessible. 

~QB/JJ< J.. 1)-C~Q:t-U'.(T)'m ffli tt 
Ots1m,hi no lengurite somuru soba 110 kuki 

The setting sun 
Creeps through the stalks of buckwheat, 

Dyeing them. Buscn 

This is as near a purely pictorial representation of nature 
as can be attained to. There is nothing solemn or sad in 
the last rays ot the sun, only a stillness in which the red 
light reddens the red stalks of the buckwheat, passing 
through them horizontally. In the following verse, however, 
also by Buson, the human element, only alluded to, changes 
the picture: 

ill (I).--.: t:: .:J: .t IJ .: fl: ;t1, -ck i! (I) 1~ 
Michinobc ni te yori koboretc soba 110 /llUUJ 

At the side of the road, 
Flowers of buckwheat, 

Spilled from someone's hand. 

When the buckwheat seeds we-xe being transferred from 
the sack to the basket, some dropped by the wayside and 
bave now flowered there. There is in this verse the pleasaat 
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surprise at finding the beautiful flowers here at the side o! 
the road, with a feeling of time added, the faint presence 
ot those who dropped the seeds in this place, the faithfulness 
of nature, the nature of the seeds and the rain and dew and 
earth. 

Kake/Jasin y,-, inochi u,o k,-,ram11 tsuta katsura 

The hanging bridge : 
Creeping vines 

Entwine our life. Bashi) 

Bash6, with his disciple Etsujin, was travelling towards 
Sar-ashina to see the autumn moon there. His journey is 
described in detail in the Diary of Travel through Sarashina, 
:HI f4 f.S IT. The above verse was composed when crossing 
the famous hanging bridge of Kiso, # % , after walking 
along the precipitous road leading to it. The vines spoken 
of are growing along the bridge over the deep ravine. 
They have entrusted their lives to the bridge just as Bash6 
and Etsujin are doing. If we go beyond this and talk or 
think of human life and its precariousness, we are falling 
out of the suchness of things into thinking and talking 
about it. 

:r1<.n:~(.1)Bi\~:.t.r. ~ t+ !J "ffii~ =rm 
Wag;i koe no kaze ni nari keri kinoko1Pri 
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My voice 
Becomes the wind ; 

Mushroom-hunting. Shiki 

The first two lines are clear ; the experience is common 
to every man who has spoken or called out in a strong 
wind. But what is the connection, the poetical connection, 
between this and the mushroom-gathering? If there is no 
intrinsic, unanalysable relation between voice and breeze 
and mushrooms, there is no poetry. If we can explain all 
the relation away, it is not poetry; if we do not feel, with 
our poetical instinct, some deep, inexpressible but definite 
poetical connection between them, it may be our own failure 
to enter into the poet's experience, or it may be that there 
is no real experience behind the verse at all, and we can 
replace one or more of the elements by some other, quite 
different element, without altering the value, that is, the 
lack of value of the verse. The poetic nexus lies in the 
mind of the mushroom hunter. He finds an unusually fine 
mushroom; there are Suchla large number in this particular 
spot. He straightens his back and calls to his companions, 
who however do not hear or do not attend to him. His 
voice fades out into the air as it passes in gusts over the 
dead and dying leaves, along the side of the autumn moun 
tains. The mushroom is in his hand and yet it is not there. 
Together with hirnself, with his voice, with all things it 
becomes an air, a noating echo that passes into the 
timeless, placeless realm where nothing is, where all things 
have their real being, and the poetic soul is satisfied and 
coo.tent. 
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f;:r.m,C')n);:.1-t e i, 1!i' L~C') ~,i.J> 
Aki-kazc 110 /11kcdorno (lOS/li ki,ri no iga 
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The autumn wind is blowing, 
But the chestnut burs 

Are green. Bash6 

The power of nature is seen in the bright greenness ol 
what should be by now yellow and dying. It may be too 
that Bash6 felt some harmony between the prickly spines of 
the burs and the chilly autumn wind. Compare the follow 
ing, by a modern poet, Meisetsu: 

ff3."?~r.: .1:: d"'lttG W:f:'.<1:m 
R"o{fflrashi ya iso ni tobi-c/,iru ao-matsnba 

The cold winter blast; 
On the shore, 

Green pine-needles flying about. 

The twisted pine-trees stand on the seashore, and 
beneath them and on the sand, green pine-needles are 
ocattering and whirling. The cold, the greenness of the 
pine-needles, the sand, the strength and fitfulness of the 
wind that is seen in the twitching needles on the ground 
and the willy-nilly dancing of those still in the air,-all is 
as it should be. Nature is an enemy even to itself, but we 
faintly perceive a harmony in this, though our spirits are 
too weak to do other than see it as in a glass darkly. 
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t!f.Wl-'<i!ihO)Jll'li~ .11-.tJ ,','i.(/) rl-1 ii1i tr! 
Ochi-guri yr, mus/ii HQ n(llliyam" kusa no nalm 

A chestnut falls: 
The insects cease their crying, 

Among the grasses. 
BosM 

All is chance, alt is fate; cause and effect works invari 
ably, and to the intellectual eye there is no hiatus, no dark 
area other than that caused by ignorance. The chestnut 
tails, and the insects stop singing. But the poetical eye 
does not see this at all. The chestnut falls because it 
wants to fall, because the poet wants it to fall. The 
insects are silent because it is their nature and the poet's 
nature to be silent at such a moment. Man gives to 
inevitability the nature of will, not only the will to power, 
but the will to be and to behold. So this tailing of the chestnut 
and the sudden quiet of the chirping insects is felt not in 
the mind or the heart but in the pit of the stomach. It is 
so,-and being so, fraught with a meaning that the intellect 
could never conceive. 

M"t-i.h.iQJIJ!(!)Q:ifi.t*~;_;,t - ~ 
liirowarem1 kuri no mig/Jto yo Oki.M yo 

What a huge one, how splendid it wasr-' 
The chestnut 

1 couldn't get at ! Issa 



Squirrel on a Chestnut-tree 

by Oguri S6ky(i, ,HfHJ·:f.tc, said to be a grandson 
of Oguri S6tan, ,J,:;ff~ft, 1398-1464. 
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This is the opposite of "sour grapes." It is this (from 
the Buddhist point of view reprehensible) attachment to 
things that makes a man a man, not a Buddha. Yet it has 
something divine, something poetical in it, that we feel in 
the above verse. It comes from the manhood of God and 
the Godhood of man that is symbolized in the lncarnation, 
al! this being seen, not in the abstract, not in the words 
or thoughts, but in the regret tor not being able to reach 
a particularly fine chestnut. 

There is a verse by a modern poet, Eugene Field, in 
which the rhyme and verbosity spoil the poetry and render 
it mere senryu : 

I never lost a little fish-yes 
I am free to say, 

It always was the biggest fish 
I caught that got away. 

There is another example in Through the Looking Glass: 

And it certainly did seem a little provoking 
(" almost as if it happened on purpose," she thought) 
that, though she managed to pick plenty of beautitul 
rushes as the boat glided by, there was always a more 
lovely one that she couldn't reach. 
"The prettiest are always farther," she said at 

last. 

'1:>-r:~~filJ!~ _ _r_i",t.t::,,J,~i.,,- - ~ 
Yude-zuri :I" ulf#Ta P,zu na chiisai llo 
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Boiled chestnuts ; 
A tiny boy 

Squatting cleverly. ,,~ 
Sittiug on the floor with lega crossed tailor-wise is one 

of the two beautiful ways of sitting, and the little boy is 
doing it as only Buddhas of iron and bronze can, with poise, 
with case. He is, however, quite unconscious of this, and 
is busily peeling and eating boiled chestnuts. He is like the 
cat on the mantlepiece, more beautiful than any of the 
vases and pictures round him. 

;;fc:,'l <I::,< fiiJOJ'fl'YJ':;'..'?-0 7kOJ'TJ T !I! 
Kodachi kuraku nan no mi otsurn mizu no oto 

In the dark forest, 
A berry drops : 

The sound of the water. Shiki 

We may compare the mysterious simplicity of this with 
the wonder and beauty of another verse by Shiki : 

J'.:,rn~,-c'!Jf:;t;;K.'.lir~i:.f:1:'.Ll-tl) 
Tori naite akaki konomi wo koboshi keri 

A bird sang, 
Knocking down 

A red berry. 

This verse belongs to the fairy-tale world of childhood 
and romance. The former is analogous to the verse written 
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by Enju, Mi a. 904-975, when he became enlightened on hearing 
a bundle of wood drop to the ground: 

Scmcthinp drnppcd; it is just this. 
Nowhere is there any impediment. 
Mountains, rivers, and the great earth, 
AU manifest forth the Body of Buddha. 

tl~1P.~l!J.,f!IJ, ttM;r:]'i:,~ .• 
1.L1fiiIJE*:t&, ~ff.:it.:£:!it. 

Nashi muk11 ya amaki shizt<k1' no ho. wo to.ruru 

Peeling a pear, 
Sweet drops trickle down 

The knife. Shiki 

This is a very good haiku, but it might be difficult 
to prove this to someone brought up entirely on classical 
western poetry. It brings out the nature of a pear,' the 
nature of a knife, the relation between the two, and this is 
the real function of poetry,-to hold the mirror up to nature 
in such a way that we perceive its workings. Haiku is 
"such a way." 

i*JJl.~t.•'"Cfi(!)"?i I:) l,.H[ltJ•fJ: T ffl 
Hechima saite tan no tsumarishi hotoke kana 

1 This a Japanese pear, shaped like an apple, hard but very 
juicy and sweet. 
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A snake-gourd is blooming ; 
Clogged with phlegm, 

A dying man. Shiki 

This is the first of three death poems which Shiki wrote 
on his death-bed. Just at this time, the 19th of September, 
1902, a snake-gourd was in bloom. The juice of this plant 
is used for stopping the formation of phlegm, and this is the 
painful relation between him and the flowers. The last line 
is literally "a Buddha," which means "soon to become 
a Buddha," that is, a dead man. 

Nwmmi-kU ringo ni hara wo itmnekeri 

The stolen apples 
Which I ate, 

Gave me a stomach-ache. Shiki 

The humour of this is obvious, but what is not obvious 
is the peculiarity of the association of thc stomach-ache and 
the stealing in our feelings. There is a kind of primitive 
fear that arises in us when the pain is somehow referred to 
the moral delinquency. It is some atavistic element in our 
composition (and this is biologically speaking, the origin and 
foundation of our poetic and religious life), which causes an 
emotion of (superstitious) awe and consternation. 
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ti'.lil•-?'(!ll};rfJU t. -?~1J,:ttt-~ 
lne katte nagiku olorou komichi kana 

\45 

The rice having been reaped, 
The wild camomiles weaken and dwindle, 

Along the path. Shiki 

The nogi.ku has a stalk and leaves like the chry 
santhemum, but shorter. In autumn it forms a pale purple 
flower with short, simple petals. It is rather childish in 
appearance, as is shown in the following verse by Gekkyo : 

.:jfr t. .tt.it:fil.=-tUJIBJ-~t;,ts. 
Oritoreba kuki sanzun no nogiku kana 

Plucking it, 
The camomile has a stem 

Of three inches. 

While the rice was still standing, the camomiles were erect 
and bold, but now the rice is cut and the mud shows round 
the stubble, they droop, fall this way and that, and present 
a bedraggled appearance quite different from their erstwhile 
pertness and charm. 

a~Jt::.1.,1t:L..t.:q>t.:.s.11~.1,,.n,t,r, § n 
Shiragiku ni shibaslli tay,itou /rasami kana 

Before the white chrysanthemum, 
The scissors hesitate, 

A moment. Buson 
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This hesitation, that comes out somehow or other from 
something unhesitating, is the life that trembles between 
law and freedom, spirit and matter. It is that which gives 
value to the flower, whether it ill cut down in its prime or 
not. This pre-hesitation is paraUeled by the post-hesitation, 
portrayed in the following, by the same author: 

4:i:f't-1ll-C%'tO)MD- L-~k""t& 
Baton kitle Iii no otorois/zi yi4be kana 

Having cut the peony, 
I felt dejected, 

That evening. 

The following verse by a modern poet, Kyoshi Takahama, 
gives the objective side of the matter, although apparently 
hyperbolical in its expression: 

-itft,W-?-C ~K- lb (l) tc <ts.I) :c:.:,t 1J 

Botan kitle niwa ni mono 11aku nari ni keri 

Having cut the peony, 
Nothing was left 

In the garden. 

No meaning remained after the peony was gone, and 
where there is no meaning, there is no existence, there is 
aot!'.ing. The garden became a mere emptiness. 

t~1..,1t-f$.!:.~;i;.:E.1:.S~.!:. 11 ;t: 
Mo,w iwaiu kyaku to tdsh11 to shiragiku to 
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They spoke no word, 
The host, the guest, 

And the white chrysanthemum 
Ry1ita 

This white flower was whiter and more beautiful than 
the flower Buddha held up before the congregation of monks, 
or that which Christ pointed out to his disciples, -because 
it was silent. It uttered no aesthetic or spiritual truths; 
it did not preach Christianity or Buddhism or Zen; it was 
just its own silent self. And this silence was infectious. 
Host and guest found that they too had nothing to say. 

Let my deep silence speak for me 
More than tor them their sweetest notes.' 

J!.!.&Lt:.§1:t.SmJt;::.J.x:IJH"IJ - ~ 
Mitsukushita me wa s/rfragik11 ni modorl kcri 

My eyes, having seen all, 
Came back to 

The white chrysanthemums. Issh6 

Christ says, 

If thine eye is single, thy whole body is full or 
light. 

1 Daviea, of the nightingales. 
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When the eye, not the mind, judges, it may be trusted 
implicitly, but it needs a great deal ot genius or determina, 
tion to distinguish what the eye sees and what the mind 
adds or takes away. Blake says precisely the opposite to 
all this; we are right, 

When we see not with but through the eye. 

[t would be pleasant to say that Blake states the opposite 
and means exactly the same, but this would not be true. 
In some sense, Blake was an escapist: 

The land of dreams is better far, 
Above the light of the morning star. 

However profound and spiritual these dreams may have 
been, there was the danger {into which he fell) of being 
engrossed in the reality inside to the exclusion of that same 
reality which is outside. The Japanese poet or artist seems 
by nature immune from such mistakes. Buson, another 
arfiat-poet, has Issh6's pure pleasure in colour: 

ali'H'n',;., § tfl!J<-f'l>tt.: < -c 
Shiragik,e ya kakaru medetaki iro wa nakute 

White chrysanthemums! 
Where is there a colour 

So happy, so gracious? 

'.Pim s m .;ll;. I!)* I!)« vi ts: < i 1;> tc kit. s 
Kigik# slriragiku sono hoka no na wo naku mo gana 
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White chrysanthemums, 
Yellow chrvsanthemume.c- 

W ould there were no other names ! 
Ransetsu 
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From ancient times the thing and its name, God and 
His name, were considered as in some way identical. The 
name being known, the thing itself is <o-pprehended in its final 
essence. The beauty of the white and the yellow chry 
santhemums is so overpowering that any other colour is 

a desecration, a base imitation of them. But desiring that 
there should be no other names than these lifts them into 
the realm of which it is said, 

The name that can be named is not an 
eternal name. 

Nansen, 748-834 A.D., combines this thought of Laotse with 
the Mahayana idea that with the. advent of the Buddha we 
have unenlightenment; with names the nameless is lost; 

••~ ••2••-••••~m•~ ·····~·&··-~fr~-~ ~•m 
Nansen said, " In the Age of Void, there were no 

names or words. As soon as a Buddha appeared in 
the world, names and words came into being, and we 
became attached to the forms oi things With 
names and words, all things partake of the finite." 

One of Ransetsu's many meanings is : "If we must have 
names and things with names, let them be few." There 
is combined here in a remarkable way a linguistic and 
material asceticism. 
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r'13'J~P:>t~1Jt.:.'btc:.U\itt.L..~ r: n 
Sliirafi,ku ya atori mo tomo ,,i ,.,uwasliiki 

White chrysanthemums ; 
All around them is now 

Full of grace and beauty. Chora 

When one thing is seen as meaningful, all things acquire 
significance: 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin. 

This is, superficially speaking, a matter of the association 
of ideas, and a question of what mood we are in at the 
moment, but in a deeper sense, since things are as we see 
them when we see them as they are, our perception of 
beauty and significance, from whatever indirect or fortuitous 
cause, creates the meaning and value that is there already. 
Thus, in the same nonsensical way, only by loving things 
do we realize their lovability and loveliness. 

Am~ e- t!tr+Jt-"?:WJ(!)i/:. ::r- m 
NingyO wo kizamu komise ya kiku no hana 

A small shop, 
Carving dolls ; 

Chrysanthemum flowers. Shild 

In this small shop, or workshop, the master and his 
apprentices are engrossed in their carving of dolls. lo front 
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of the shop arc growing eorne chrysanthemums They arc 
harmonious witb the fine work on the dolls. 

~0Jtt'-\'='~.btr.:tt1:i~ffl'.itl: ~ ~ 
Kik" no ko ya nara ni wo {1<mki lwtokc-tachi 

At Nara; 
The smell of chrysanthemums, 

The ancient images of Buddha. 
Bash8 

The connection between the smell of chrysanthemums 
and the ancient Buddhas is subtle and profound. It is 
utterly different from that of the Buddhas with the smell 
of incense, neither does it resemble Milton's 

Storied windows richly <light, 
Casting a dim religious light. 

Worthy of note, however, is the dignity of sound of the verse, 
suiting the graceful, silent voice of both chrysanthemums 
and Buddhas. Bash6 felt keenly the relation between sight 
and odour. We may take as an example; 

iJJ we 't''i' ii; 0)1/i•JI o <,-" °" 
Yamab11ki yo 1<ji ,,o l,~ro ,,o niou toki 

The yellow-rose blossoms, 
When tea-ovens at U ji 

Are fragrant. 
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We may further compare and contrast the following verse 
by Kyoshi, where the past and the present are mingled: 

~Q) ~ t ~MI;'f, t;:.ftil"llb'/J• \.... 
Rm, no ka mo /wryrJji ni wo ima mekasfU 

At H6ryUji, 
The scent of the orchids 

Is fresh and modern. 

The scent of the flowers and the beauty of the wall 
paintings are in harmony ; the age of the temple brings out 
the newness and freshness of the orchids. There is a verse 
by Shilci in which the harmony is seen between the Buddhist 
statues and something quite different : 

1,;,~0)"/),j;j!~¢t.r:, 9;yQ.)1f,! 
Rokugatsu no umi miyuru nori tera no zO 

The June sea 
Seen afar; 

Temple statues of Buddha. 

In the follnwing, by S6seki, the harmony is felt between 
the flowers and the beautiful character of a dead lady : 

j_, I) t..:H-~?Ntr:.rf~,ti,J:ft'IQ)rl1 
An"take ya kiku nageire yo kan no naka 

All the chrysanthemums you have- 
Throw them upon 

This coffin! 

This was written on the death of Otsuka Naoko, a close 
friend of Natsume Sosek.i. It may be compared in volume 
of emotional tone, in finality of utterance, to Basho's verse 
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on the death of IsshO.' we may compare also a couplet ot 
Silesius, the seventeenth century German mystic ; 

Die Rose, we\chc hier dciu aussrcs Auge sieht, 
Die hat von Ewigkcit in Gott also gebli.i.ht. 

TQ,n() sureba kiki, no ka $/lmushi ymniag.1ri 

That is what happens : 
Recovering from illness, 

The chrysanthemums smell cold. 
Otsuiit 

This has the prescript~~. ''My old body.'' The poet 
goes out into the garden for the first time after his recovery. 
The chrysanthemums are beautiful; their scent is that of 
late autumn itself. But he begins to shiver. He is growing 
old, and with old age, the consequent and inevitable weaken 
ing. The chrysanthemums themselves smell cold, smell of 
winter, of death. 

i t+ ~ "1' D- l: lJ J,1 il'I-t -9 IJ, ts: ~ "m 
Makcgi/111 wo hilori minaosu vllbc kmw 

That evening, 
Looking again at the chrysanthemums 

That lost. Issa 
1 See Vol. 111, page 409. 
1 Alao read Otsuni. 
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The Japanese mi.naosn means to look at a thing once 
more attor one's opinion or feeling hns for some reason or 
other undergone a change. 

There has been a clu-ysanthernum competition somewhere, 
and one of the losers stands in hia garden looking at the 
flower he has brought back. After seeing the other chry 
santhemums at the show, his own now appears quite 
different from what it did that morning. Busan has a verse 
very similar in content : 

Yuku haru ya senja 1110 11ra11m uta no n11shi 

Spring is passing ; 
The composer of the waka 

Hates the selector. 

Issa expresses the elation ot the winner as he comes 
back home, in the following verse: 

~t.::.~*4;.1),i*i'lii ry It ry 
Kattakiku daimyO-ktJji t&rikeri 

The winning chrysanthemum 
Passed along 

The daimy6-road. 

There are some lines in the Purgatorio also, etronztv 
resembling lssa's poem, though of a lower occupation; 

Quando ei parte ii giuoco dclla zara, 
Colui chc perde si riman dolcnte 
Ripetendo le volte, c tristo impara; 

Con I' altro se ne va tutta la gente.1 

I vi, l-4, 
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When the game of dice breaks up, 
lie who lost remains sorrowing, 
Rcpcatin_q the throws, and sadly learns; 

All the people RO off with the other man. 
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&fk t::.~jt::.,l{}.it!,.,.fl',11.tt!,., ~ '11.1 
Ne" nen ,ii kikr, ,,i omowm, omowaren 

Every year 
Thinking of the chrysanthemums, 

Being thought of by than. Shiki 

We remember things, and they rernernuer us. We wait 
for the flowers, they await our coming. In other words, 
things are not merely passive; it is not simply that I sit on 
the chair, and the chair is sat on by me, but the chair 
supports me, and I am supported by the chair. There is 
something active in things that goes beyond the difference 
of animate and inanimate, willing and involuntary. 

?Affr 'J &11.mo,tzn,t.c J.re tt 
Kiku-tsuk1<ri nnnii wn kik,i no ynkko knna 

Chrysanthemum-grower, 
You arc the slave 

Of chrysanthemums 1 Busan 

This verse seems rather short, as if expressing Buson's 
sense oi exasperation. The chrysanthemum addict might 
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retort that the poet is the slave of poetry, and there would 
be some justice in this, but the aim of the poetic life, or 
rather the condition of it, is freedom. People with hobbies 
and -isms, those who twist life to some set of principles or 
to some object, find themselves twisted and imprisoned 
within that which they thought to cage. The poetry of the 
above verse, if any, is in the anger at the misuse of life 
and beauty. What should be a flower becomes a bond, 
what should make us smile gives us wrinkles. Instead of 
following nature, we try to force it. The first shall be last, 
and the last first. But this is best taken, perhaps, as the 
poet (or the man cultivating the flowers) speaking to himself. 
From early morning tiU late at night he is tending the 
chrysanthemums, with never a moment free of them. In 
the evening he sees them through the twilight; the first 
thing in the morning, before he does anything else, he goes 
out into the garden and gazes down on them. He feels that 
man was made for chrysanthemums, not they for him. And 
which is it in truth? If you think that the sabbath was 
made for man, then we must say " Man was made for 
the sabbath." The truth is of course that neither was 
made for either, and both for each. The poet realizes 
this in his own feelings, and though he laughs at himself, 
has a secret satisfaction at the self-forgetfulness with which 
he tends the plants. 

There is a pre-Busan verse by Shnkuzan, f:l:~ /.lJ : 

i,t .s. ~ rJJ fr:Z tn ~ ts: f) L -J: A "/J, ts: 
KyO kiku nQ dolwku to n.1rishi teire kana 
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Today, trimming, pruning, 
T have become 

The slave of chrysanthemums. 

There is a verse by Issa where the fanatical devotion 
to the cultivation of chrysanthemums is brought out in 
a much better because indirect way: 

Jdli"clcU'IH'<li"iE 
NyfiJJ no Ohachimoki de kiku no hana 

A shaven head, 
A towel round it, at an angle, 

Chrysanthemum flowers ! 

The man, a lay priest, or more probably, an ordinary 
man with a newly-shaven head, has tied a band round his 
head to concentrate his energies on looking after the chry 
santhemums. His way of wearing this band shows his zeal. 

!lll'l'1cJ1.;s.;,;,,,!ii11,i1; ,. " 
Rankon ni nobort1 ya kik11 110 kagebOshi 

Onto the balustrade, 
Rise up the shadows 

Of the chrysanthemums. Kyoroku 

It is a moon-Ht evening of autumn, and beneath the 
eaves chrysanthemums are blooming. Their shadows tall 
on the balustrade of the verandah. In tuc phrase '• rise 
up," we feel something that belongs to art rather than 
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nature, and this is because Kyoroku has taken the verse 
almost bodily from Oanseki, t 1,,.' ::r;, d. 1086 A.D. 

{~~t/M AI\J.\; 1-1\J, 
H !HEJ0 Jo llll I'. 

The scenery of spring troubles us, and we cannot 
sleep; 

The moon moves the shadows of the chrysanthemums, 
and they rise up the balustrade. 

m.Jtt.i: ~- r;, v,:, ts: ~mO)*~,t.c i!1: m 
Yas" na~ra wari naki kiku no tsubami kana 

The chrysanthemum 
Is thin and weak, 

But has its fated bud. Basho 

The original is rather different from the translation. 
Bash6 actually says; " Thin as it is, the admirable chry 
santhemum bud!" 

What Bash6 sees here is not merely the chrysanthemum 
on its too slender stem, or the small bud that surmounts 
it, but the inner necessity, destiny working, life as it is lived, 
existence as it is being fulfilled. Yet Bash6 docs not see an 
abstraction, a cosmic Jaw, or universal principle, but this 
particular chrysanthemum with its puny bud and scanty 
leaves. [ssa expresses this feeling more directly, more 
colloquially: 
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/itfqjffl:.t;.., c~tt. < P;'cf!t:.~ 
lo 110 ume y<mdokoro n(lku sold,,; keri 

The plum-tree of my hut; 
It couldn't be helped, 

It bloomed. 
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Compare also the following by Taigi, born thirteen years 
after the death of Bash6 : 

B!l-ttt::. Q ~ t;, ft. L-t.J'Ji! q)~~vt IJ 
Y asetaru wo kanasliimu ran no tsuhomi keri 

How pitiful it was, 
This thin weak orchid, 

But it has budded! 

The power and the weakness of nature are seen at one 
glance of the eye. 

f),11!!11J:m:1t>filiu-vt 1J mq)1t 
S/0ben no ka mo kayoi keri ki}m no hana 

Chrysanthemum flowers; 
And wafted along also, 

The smell of urine. Issa 

The critic who thinks that the third line mentions 
something unsuitable to poetry had better remember what 
his own bladder is half-full of,-and then forget it again. 
The urinal from which the smell comes is a small tub let 
in the ground not far from the house. The precious liquid 
is used on the garden or neighbouring field. Men, after 
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all, are cannibals whether they like it or not. Which is the 
"poetical " smell, and why? Which is the "useful" smell, 
and why? These problems should not arise as a result of 
reading the poem. They are raised so that the "choosing" 
faculty of the mind may be somewhat blunted, in order 
that we may realize with a much deeper faculty, the faculty 
for the perception of reality, that the two things are, one 
nice, the other nasty, but both Good. 

~~l,-C~-!k.""'-G'Jti.~7},fr. ~ t,t 
Tes/wk,, shite ira ,,s/Umwri, kigiku ka,10 

The yellow chrysanthemums 
Lose their colour 

In the light of the hand-lantern. 
Busan 

The strange fact that artificial light takes away the 
colours of things is scientifically explainable, but is none the 
less a wonderful tlnng, and the poetic mind will always 
wonder at it, especially if, as in the case of Buson, it is 
strongly interested in colours and forms. Other verses that 
show how keenly and deeply Buson felt the meaning of 
colour as such, are the following : 

~(!J:{t'\~ s r.:::. t 'tJi. ;~ t id' /l:-':>tJ, tr. 
CM no hano ya shiro ni mo ki ni mo obotsukana 

Tea-flowers; 
Are they white? 

Are they yellow? 



Winter Landscape 

by Sesshll, 1420-1506. 
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IDf iii!) ti~ s < 1b -Jf: < ib &., I':;, !fJ.1J, ts: 
Noji no ume shiroku mo akaku mo aranu kano 

The path through the fields; 
The plum flowers are hardly white, 

Nor are they red. 
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Wakaha s}rite mizu slriroku mugi kibamitari 

Among the green leaves, 
Water is white, 

The barley yellowing. 

&lm~J((K.~1.,,t-:::011:, ~Q -c »- fJ 
YU.!,UO ya ki ,ii. saitaru mo arubekari 

Evening-glories,- 
There should be one 

With a yellov- flower. 

UJ ~ <'>Bµ<'>lE<'>1li-'!'lEH!? 
Yamabuki no 11 no hana no ato ya hana-ibara 

After the mountain rose 
And the flower of the ii, 

The wild rose. 



~ 
WINTER 



W inter is the season of co ld ; not onlv the cold that 

an im a ls also fee l, and the consc iousness ot it wh ich 
exacerbates the fee ling of it in hum an beings , but that 

cold whose deep inner m eaning we realize on ly at 
m om ents of vis ion , often when connected w ith fear and 

loneliness, or with apparently unrelated qualities of 

tlungs . 
In the Solar Calendar , the end of the year does not 

coinc ide w ith any natura l change , but in the old Lunar 

Ca lendar it marks the beg inn ing of spr ing in Japan . 

T he winter m oon and the co ld ra in at the end of autum n 

have specia l m ean ings in th is season . Snow in w inter 

corresponds in its range of sign ificance and var iety of 

treatm ent to the cherry-b lossom s of spring , the hototogisu 
in summer, the moon of autumn. Fields and mountains, 
when trees are leafless and thickets are a wild tangle 
of browns and greys, have a poetic meaning that the 
green of the other seasons does not know. In Japan 
the grass all dies and turns colour, making winter more 
of a time of death than in England. The pine-trees 
stand apart, as it were, from the seasons. The religious 
haiku are nearly all concerned with the processional 
chanting of the 1umbutsu during the period of greatest 
cold. Plovers, owls, eagles, various water-fowl and fish 
ar,.. the only animals treated, and of trees and flowers, 
it is fallen leaves that give us the best poems. 



a,; 1\1i 

THE SEASON 



THE SEASON 

tv~~=-?T~-=-~ 2:: J:;,-1.tH' Q ~ ~ 
Hatsufuyu ya futatsugo ni has/Ii torasekeru 

The beginning of winter ; 
Two years old, 

I showed her how to hold chop-sticks. 
Gyodai 

If =f' put emphasis on the second and third lines we get 
a charming ano touching picture, the father, or perhaps 
the grandfr-,the~-. teaching the little girl how to hold hashi 
in her tiny hand, one stick tight and the other wiggling 
up and down on top. But if we emphasize the first line, 
by putting it last, we rise into a more universal realm: 
the feeling of the shortening days, the death of the year, 
the relaxation of energy,-all these brought out by the 
sweetness of the domestic scene . 

.ff.l=f(TJ:1;'¢~::.iltlJ ry-c~Ifif;,f.: T tQ. 
Monohoshi no kagri ni llakarite tOji k,ma 

I surmise 
From the shadow of the clothes-pole, 

lt .is the depth of winter. Shiki 
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This is translated as if the original were Monohoshi 
zao, ®u T {$'., but actually it means the two posts and the 
bamboo pole that runs across them, the whole thing. TOji 
is the middle of the 11th month according to the Lunar 
Calendar, about the 22nd or 23rd of December by the Solar 
Calendar, when the days are shortest and the nights 
longest, in other words, the winter solstice. 

Shiki has done m the above poem what Keats did in the 
beginning of The Eve of St Agnes; he has made us feel the 
cold as it is felt in other things : 

The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold; 
The hare limped trembling through the frozen grass. 

There is a similar, but less explicit verse by Issa; 

RJl~-?ffi/1J*j{(/1JU~lli1i 
Asazamu ya kaki no chazaru no kagebOsfu 

The morning is chill ; 
The shadow of the tea-basket 

On the fence. 

Zendera no matsu ,w ac/,iba ya kwmaz11ki 

Fallen pine-needles 
In a Zen temple ; 

The god-less month. Bonch8 

The "god-less month" is October, when the gods all 
over Japan leave their shrines and assemble at Izumo. The 
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merit of this verse consists in the harmony between the 
time, the place, and the things. The Zen temple gives 
a plain, tasteless flavour of ascetic simplicity, accentuated 
by the season and the brown pine-needles scattered on the 
dry sandy ground. (See also pages 301-302.) 

'?~t.:.~t::.~fj:.fw'"tft'J¥.k(J)'r * ~ 
Tsumetasa ni hOki sutekeri malsu no shita 

So bitter cold it was, 
I left the bamboo broom 

Under the pine-tree. Taigi 

Tsumetasa has here its original meaning of JK #fi ~, 
" fingernail-pain," implying extreme cold. 

The poet went out into his garden one winter morning 
to sweep up the leaves that had fallen, but it was so cold, 
and the bamboo handle so painful to the touch, he left it 
under the pine-tree and turned to go into the house again. 
The broom stands there, shiny, pale yellow against the 
rough black bark of the pine-tree. 

tf'K.Jml,,,\"'/tiJ(JJ3!17J_!~~:it - '* 
Mi ni sou ya mac 1w amji 110 s1m1uS11 made 

The previous owner : 
I know it all.- 

Down to the very cold he felL Issa 
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When a man, especially a poor man, lives in a house 
he leaves indelible marks behind him of all the troubles and 
vexations he paOO(!s through. The nail with a piece of string 
dangling from it (for the mosquito net), the writing on the 
door-post (for rice), the oil spilled from the hmp, children's 
drawings on the wall, all the hundred and one signs of the 
struggle for existence of the previous fami.!y which Issa is 
repeating with his own household,-this is summarized and 
concentrated in the physical cold which Issa now feels as 
the former tenant felt it. 

Another verse by Issa which has the same thought ot 
things speaking to man but which actually belongs to the 
season of autumn : 

,j, f!l! ffl.: .: C: mi .t ~ ~ ?.! i), t.r. 
ShObcnjo koko to uma yob11 yosomu kana 

"The latrine is over here," 
Says the horse; 

Cold at night. 

This has prescript "At being bewildered on waking." 
Issa woke at night, and, intending to go to the lavatory, 
stood up, but was utterly unable to get his bearings. 
Standing there trying to remember where the door was, the 
autumn cold strikes chill at this moment of indecision. 
Suddenly the horse in the stable (a part of the house, and 
next to the lavatory), makes a noise, snuffling or shaking 
himself or pawing the ground. Issa realizes where he is 
and recalls the strange feeling and the cold that accom 
panied it. This haiku is somewhat senryll-like, but the 
emphasis is on the cold. 
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*~~J"\~W-L@'~0)1J - ?i'i 
Taikan ya hachiguls" hosliiki mqts11 no tsuki 

The Period of Great. Cold: 
I would it were the Eighth Month.- 

The moon in the pine-tree. Issa 

Taikrm, *~' starts thirty days after !Oji. Between 
t<)ji and the beginning of tailean, there is sh6kan, ,j, ~ 

This verse is not very deep in meaning. It corresponds to 
what Coleridge says in Dejection: 

Yon crescent moon, as fixed as if it grew 
In its own cloudless, starless lake of blue; 
I see them all so excellently fair, 
I see, not feel, how beautiful they are! 

It has its origin, however, not in the failing of the genial 
spirits, but in simple physical cold. The beauty of moon 
and pine are there, whatever our own feelings may be, but 
it is difficult to stand and gaze at them, letting the mind 
dissolve into th-...ir beauty, when the body is occupied with 
its own discomfort. 

(riJ.1:ft.<4S::flZ.~~P!Jt1,Jif-.l'"'J ;It P:I 
Nan to nak11 fuyuyo tonari wo kikarekeri 

A winter night ; 
Without any reason, 

I listen to my neighbour. Kilrakn 
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By extreme cold, not only the hearing faculties are 
made keener, but the whole body is strung up to receive 
outside irnpreseiona. Kikaku lica in bed listemng to the little 
thuds and scuillings, the murmurs, and above all the still 
more unaccountable silences next door. It is the nantonaku, 
"without any reason," which is the point of the poem, that 
indefinable, vague feeling of necessity, of destiny, that makes 
the listening and what is heard of inexplicable significance· 
Nevertheless, we cannot take this verse in as deep a way 
as that of Bash6, Vol. III, page 336; Kikaku's is more 
psychological, it belongs to winter rather than autumn. 
There is a certain numbing of the feelings by intellectuality. 

:1:j00')\', l::-"lls~'1:'W?-t:1Jf~"/J,f.r. ~ ff 
I no moto e usuha wo otosu samuSa kana 

A thin-bladed kitchen knife 
Dropped at the edge of the well.- 

The cold ! Buson 

The tinkle on the stone is hard and metallic and chilly. 
Another example from Busan is : 

i',i;·0')1r1t L,; 1:{xlj~O')~ 
Nokogiri 110 o/o mruusJ,isa yo yowa no juyu 

The sound of the saw 
Is poverty-stricken, 

This winter midnight. 
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fiere, it is the grating sound that exacerbates the feeling 
of cold, but besides this, the saw sounds as it it comes from 
some poor workman forced to work far into the winter 
night while others are warm in bed. 

;i;:n < /ltV'tc-Ctc~ ~u~'/1< 1'< 1!i 
Negishirok1J arailaletaru scmmu kana 

The leeks 
Newly washed white,- 

How cold it is ! Basho 

Even in summer the leeks would look cool, but in 
winter, after having been washed, they look like snowy 
icicles: This verse is not objective, as if written: 

Washed, 
How chill 

The white leeks I 
It is not subjective, as if written: 

The white leeks 
Washed, 

How cold I am ! 
Basho feels himself to be a white leek, newly washed, and 
stood there next to the others. But he does not say any· 
thing so absurd as this, nor does he think it, 

Sill<tc:tJ.~ii,vftQ ~ 1.\:-!J,tr. f!f tt 
£ki:,IO ni nebuka natpr,,ru tamusa kana 
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A leek, 
Floating down the Ekisui,- 

Ah, the cold! Buson 
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Keika, ~fU ,Iii'], of the kingdom of En, ~. who mtended to 
kill King Shi, '!!fl, of the kingdom of Shin, ~, 222-206 B.C., 
parted from Prince Tan, -!'}, of En, at this river in North 
China. (He failed, and was himself killed). Keika composed 
the following verse at this time: 

The wind is bleak, the Ekisui cold; 
The warrior, once he departs, never returns. 

In the T6shisen, there is a poem by Rakuhin6, m} j'f ,E, 
called Parting at the Ekisui, JJ., Jk ~ Bil ; 

Jltf'tftiliJ~N, #±±~ffi%fo 
-irlltAB~, ~S7k1S"~o 

At this place, Keika parted from Prince Tan of En ; 
The warrior's hair bristled under his hat. 
This man of olden times died long ago, - 
But still tcx:Iay the waters are cold. 

Buson has taken this long, cold leek and put it in a place 
a thousand miles away, and at a time of two thousand 
years ago. What a long way to go to express the apparently 
simple sensations of whiteness and cold! 

Usually Busan adopts the opposite method, of bringing 
the past into the present, for example: 

~ :ftl-'f' f.l.BJ L ~ i1J}lKiiln 
Shiraume ya sumi karnbashiki kOrokan 
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The white plum-blossoms; 
In the K6rokan 

The Chinese ink is fragrnnt.' 

DD.Z'J.'Hr.filUJiiUJ~tr~"~ ~ -n 
Sam coo /umu nczumi no oto no semusa kaua 

The sound 
Of a rat on a plate. 

How cold it is ! Buson 

The sound of a rat's claws as it runs over a plate or 
dish is what strikes Buson, though he lays the obvious 
emphasis on the coldness he himself feels, a coldness at once 
symbolized and intensified by the sound. But it is the peculiar 
and unique quality of the sound, identified in some mysterious 
way with the sensation of cold, which is here apprehended, 
and not expressed but pointed to. The following, by Taigi, 
belongs to autumn : 

Mizugr:zmc e nez,mli no ocliishi yosanm kuna 

A rat 
Fell into a water-jar: 

How cold the night! 

This verse is a combination of the sensation of cold, the 
sound of the water, the creepiness of the rat, the darkness 
of the night. There is nothing pleasant or beautiful or 

1 See Vol. II, page 300. 
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sentimental ; there is a painfully deep meaning of the life of 
animate and inanimate nature. 

$ ~ :tc. (/) ,J,A·i· ~ rr rt 1! :k l'k ry Q .::;. m 
FtliJuzare no lwm,1ra wo 11ukef>11 inu hoyuru 

The desolation of winter ; 
Passing through a small hamlet, 

A dog barks. Shild 

Trees are bare of leaves, the streams run with a cold 
glitter, doors are shut, smoke rises from the chimneys, 
everything is silent. Suddenly a dog that has been half. 
asleep in a sheltered spot begins to bark. The whole scene, 
the wintry aspect is bitten into the mind by the barking of 
the dog. Or we may put the whole thing in a profounder, 
more poetical, and less psychological way. The barking of 
the dog, which can mean anything and everything, expresses 
at this moment the whole of winter in a small village. At 
one and the same time we see the character and habits of 
the village dog, and, as if accidentally, one of the infinite 
aspects of winter, one of its natural signs. 

11! ~ 1X-?1fif. tc:. {/1- ·I';,~ 1ri'/!Ll {!) )'( !111 ~ 
Samuki yo Y" 1m1i ni ocilikm1m taki no oto 

The sound of a waterfall 
Falling down into the sea ; 

The winter night is cold. Kyoku!!Ui 
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The grandeur of nature, the pitifulness of man are 
admirably united in this poem, without pomposity on the 
one hand or sentimentality on the other. The poet's cold 
ness is attributed to the waterfall nnd the sea, but in 
compensation, the chilly water falls ceaselessly into the cold 
ocean of his heart. 

+t.:..@.J::>iO.-Cf-'1-$.,..._~Q~.;,,'& -r 1'!,! 
TO tu tara,m ko wo tera e yar11 sanmsa kana 

A child under ten, 
Taken to be given to the temple; 

Bitter cold ! Shiki 

One cold winter day a child of eight of nine is being 
taken by his parents to a rer-ple where he will become 
a priest. The parents are to.:> .)OOr to keep him. The 
uncertainty of his life, and <he treatment he will receive, 
the irresolution of his mother and father, the dark hall of 
the temple,-all are felt in the cold. 

Tsugi no ma no hi de zen ni ts11lm srmtusn kana 

By the light of the next room, 
I sit before my small food-table ; 

Ah, the mid ! Issa 
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Issa is too poor a guest for the inn to provide him 
with a hght for himself. He sits down in front of his humble 
meal, eating by the light of the room next to his. 

We cannot say there is nothing of self-pity in this verse, 
yet the self that is pitied is seen so clearly, so truly, so 
uncoloured by the pity, that the wretchedness is all the 
deeper. The cold, again, is felt by Issa, but it is a coldness 
of all cold people, of mankind, of the universe, though in no 
sense impersonal. Herein lies Isea's genius, to be able to 
talk of himself, as Wordsworth did, remaining untouched by 
the self-consuming emotion. 

j:lilffit::Z!lrO'.>T':/!tfilU 
p,..~;rt,11JTn>Wtt.Iie~:ii~·~ ~ m 

lfanatare no ko gu ttrenokoru samusa kana 

The snotty child 
Is left " unsold " ; 

How cold it is ! Shiki 

The prescript says: "A child-selling game in my native 
place, Matsuyama." In this game, usually for girls, one of 
two equal teams chooses the most charming child of the 
other team and tries to get her by heads 01· tails. This 
goes on until the least attractive child is left "unsold." 

The not very pretty child, running at the nose, is lett 
till last. He stands there stupidly, his hands in his sleeves, 
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unhappy and unlovely, and the cold seems more painful 
when our eyes rest unwillingly upon him. 

1~·.~1v.::.qi-r!J7KZ-nf~ts1U,'& p., tt 
ffa arawa ni fi<rle no kOri wo /umm yo kana 

Night; 
Biting the frozen brush 

With a remaining tooth. Buson 

As he sits there thinking what to write next, the tip of 
tte brush becomes hard and frozen. lie puts it in his mouth 
and with one of his few remaining teeth he bites it back to 
softness. We see his poverty in this, but only indirectly, 
and quite unsentimentally. 

'l'<Rtd:1Llcff-CJ!,61)!i!n•t, * ru 
fVoga neta wo kt,bi a~te min, sam11st, ka11a 

Raising my head, 
I gazed at my recumbent form : 

Bitter cold. Ralzun 

This an example of "seeing ourselves as others see us," 
seeing ourselves as God sees us. There is a poem of Haku 
rakuten very similar, but without the bodily experience that 
objectifies, personalizes, temporalizcs and thus eternalizes 
tbe experieooe : 



Pine-tree 

Verse and picture by 
Gyodai, a...-, 1732-1793. 

In the cold sky of dawn 

Only a single pine-tree 

On the peak. 
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IN EAJ?LY AUTUMN, ALONE AT NIGHT. 
The leaves of the paulownia move in the cool 

breeze; 
The neighbourts fulling-mallet sends out the 

voice of autumn. 
I turn and sleep beneath the caves; 
W aking, the moonlight is half across my couch. 

l1!.:&tjfJ1li 
:1J:N}V:C#i:"Ui/J, ~fftic~-g:o 
~r,.J1.ir!!E{;, ~*°'~#./,.Ylo 
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The cold of winter is somewhat different from that of 
autumn, the former being perhaps more physical, the latter 
more spi.ri,ual. The following examples are all by Shiki, so 
sensitive to the cold of autumn, to which yosamu refers. 

~ '>. ;/!~tric:..t Qfltt, i t.;:.iJ, ~ rt IJ 
Ya,Ja samumi /ii ni yoru vmshi. mo nakarikeri 

It is rather cold; 
No insects approach 

The lamp . 

.llll,~~ToV"iif~~~5-{g$" l..llOQ 
Hadasamu ya ko ,io kawaisa wo dakis/iimeru 

The air is chill ; 
I crush the child to me, 

So lovely she is. 

~(1)/ill o rr 1b ii'! X. '"( ,jk:_;,lj.!·,'ilt 
Tsugi no ma 1111 touwsldbi mo ~'iete gosamu kana 

The light in the next room also 
Goes out: 

The night is cold. 
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!WIU!1-t1Ji <>/II L, ~ ,u•;)S·,ll! 
Iwmo korosu aJo no sahishiki yosamu kanr, 

After killing the spider, 
A lonely 

Cold night. 

Q: .!:. =A~ >r :l--:;, YJ.: i.J, ft. 
Haha to futari imOto wo nwlsu samusa kana 

Mother and l 
Waited tor my younger sister; 

The night was cold. 

tte;Ji-Aia'lf 11lin A <>1l<'.!l! <• tc 
Bok11shi hitori shillja s/dg,min 110 yosam11 kana 

A pastor, 
Four or five believcre ; 

A chilly night. 

~Q)'ff'GTJ ==E£.i.J,f:t. Q :n::~t.i· t,t. 
& no oto no nisando kawaru yosomu kana 

A night of bitter cold ; 
The sound of the rapids 

Changed several times. 

Ware wo itou rin/.;11 ka11y1, 11i m,be wo narasu 

My neighbours hate me, 
Rattling their saucepans 

This winter night ! Buson 
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The people next door are making something in a sauce 
pan or cleaning the soot off. The thin wall between the 
two houses makes everythmg audible but leaves room for the 
imagining of more and greater delicacies than really so. 
Buson lies there on the floor with a thin quilt pulled round 
him, listening to 

Man's inhumanity to man. 

The sufferer sees the cold indifference of his fellows as an 
active hatred, and so it is, for there is in practice no 
intermediate stage between love and hate, causing suffering 
or preventing it. Even when we do nothing at all, even 
when we rattle our own saucepans, our neighbours take it, 
rightly enough, as cruelty to themselves. 

The excess ot syllables in the first and third parts of 
this verse, and the repetition of the sounds o, n, ka, na, 
respectively, augment the feeling of oppression and suggest 
the sound of the saucepan being stirred. 

1:it n; f} e0 ~IT r.J1 tz; ~ b 0 JD lx /J, ts. ~ tJ' 
Wagu ho/le no futon ni sawaru sl~inoyo km,a 

My bones 
Feel the quilts; 

A frosty night. Buson 

Japan is not a cold country, comparatively speaking, 
but the number of haiku on cold and winter is very great. 
The Japanese never had and never seemed to desire any 
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means of being comfortably warm in winter. Rich and 
poor alike shivered from the end of autumn until the middle 
of spring. Especially the poets, (who seem to have been 
indigent on the whole), rnore sensitive to the cold than 
ordinary people, spent mauy a night of grinding wretched· 
ness trying to sleep in spite of cold feet and thin shanks. 
The way in which Busan says "My bones feel the quilts " 
instead of '' The quilts touched my bones'' shows the activity 
of the supersensitiveness. 

*4:. IJ)illJ--:::ik_~/J) '.!11 ~ 11,t&. :,:-. m 
DaimyO no tOtta ato no samuSa kana 

A dainiyb passed : 
Afterwards, 

The cold! Shiki 

When a feudal lord passed along the road, people had 
to kneel by the wayside and perform obeisance, not titting 
their heads until he had gone by. During the excitement 
and etimulua of his passage, the cold is unnoticed and for· 
gotten, but afterwards, with the reaction, it comes with 
redoubled intensity. This, however, ia not an expression of 
a psychological phenomenon, but of the experience of pure 
cold as such, together with the contrast between the warmly 
clothed, richly accoutred retinue of the daimsO, and the 
poet's poverty--stricken apparel and blue-pinched face and 
hands- 
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There is a distant connection between the above verse 
and the following by the same author: 

!J~Q)~J'iL.'!\l:Ll!J.ij!~ 
6kamiua ki,somitasmm1s/ii s/,iranegashi 

Croosing Mount Shirane, 
After seeing a wolf's dung, 

How cold it was ! 

Al!,<0<l1'i'"!el"l('o/ll~·/& "" 
Hitag;Je no yaha,i wo su;.ur" samusa kana 

Voices of people 
Pass at midnight : 

The cold! Yaha 

Thoreau says in his Journals, 1851: 

A traveller! I love his title. A traveller is to be 
reverenced as such. His profession is the best symbol 
of our life. Going from-toward-; it is the history 
of every one of us. I am interested in those that 
travel in the night. 

In Yaha's verse there is the additional fact of the connection 
between the voices and the sensation of cold. The voices 
themselves have the quality of coklucss and night in them. 

~t.::.),, IJ•~$Q) A t1:.t.::.O);[!,;I.J>tt. 11:. 11 
AJataka tu fuyu no li11alri no sami,sa kana 
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This winter day, 
It is warm in the sun. 

But cold! Onitsura 

This perception of the relativity of the interpretation 
of sensory experience is on the border-line between psy 
chology and poetry. The humour of it just pushes it over 
into poetry. What it lacks is depth, and depth as Spengler 
points out is the word which really expresses what distinguishes 
one work of art from another. It is the amount of life 
in a thing which gives it this depth, this value. Between 
the poetic and the non-poetic there is a great gulf fixed, 
narrow, but infinitely deep. Sometimes we hesitate, as we 
do between beautiful growing crystals and the sea-slug, but 
there is no doubt in the end which is alive and which never 

Ma~*~~~~~~~oM ~ 
Kadoguchi ni kite kOru nari mii ,io ka11e 

Reaching the gate, 
The bell of Mii Temple 

Freezes. ,~, 
Mii-dera, also known as Onj6-ji, OU~ 4, many times 

burnt down and rebuilt, dates from 858 A.D., and is famous 
in history and legend. When Issa reached the gate of the 
bou&e, the great bell sounded through the evening air. The 
Sow of aound seemed to solidify in the freezing air around. 
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Self-portrait 
by Issa 

Even considered 

In the most favourable light, 

He looks cold. 

(The one speaking of my 
figure is also Issa.) 
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There is a kind of tactual perception of sound or perhaps 
a sensation perceived by another sense, or several senses 
combined. But the poetry of this verse is not here; it is 
in the humanization of the sensations of cold and sound, 
that is to say, the sound ot the bell and the icy air reach 
the full stature of a man, they attain their Buddhahood in 
Issa as he stands a moment at the gate. 

Hiikime ni mite soe smnui sob1tri kmza 

Even considered 
In the most favourable light, 

He looks cold. fas a 

This is written concerning a picture of himself. We 
have five other versions of this verse, showing how Issa 
wrestled with his material, spiritual and verbal : 

j L _,,,,, loJ,\"C t 'JHl'fdi!!.<!I< 
Us/liro karo mite mo som11ge ,ia olamo kona 

Even seen from behind, 
His head 

Looks cold. 

U-~,~IJtc.J,!,-C~"!Jl!~7(~·,tt 
Hiikime ni mite sue sm111tki atoma katl(J 

Looked at most favourably, 
It is a cold 

Head. 
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Hi1kime ni mitesae mo b1ma11 no otamn krma 

Looked at rnoat favourably, 
It is a formless 

Head. 

V.l,~§f:::.Jl-C~"'.&L..J::tJ'.t:\'lili 
Hiikime ni mite sae samushi kagebOshi 

Looked at most favourably, 
It is a cold 

Shadow. 

CH-t~t:::.Ji-C¢"'-~~-t~'J-;'ft 
Hiikime ni mite sae samuki sobun knnrJ 

Looked at most favourably, 
It is a cold 

Attitude. 

This last one is the same as the original verse, but 
translated more literally. We can see Issa's humorous 
mouth and critical eye, as he looks at himself in the 
picture. 

ffi0)':-1iJtl.-tr--::>-cn1Ji;;J.:.:::.1!i.-?im g 1« 
Ro no kot nami wo utt, harmvalu kOru yo ya nami da 

A bowel-freezing: night of tears : 
The sound of the oar 

Striking the wave, Bashi> 
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Thi" verse was written when Bashd was living alone in 
his hut at Fukagawa, m /II -45- & 0) /{1,, and expresses his 
feelings one winter night while ehivci-ing in bed and listening 
to some passing boat. It is unusually irregular, '1-, 11, 5. 
The poem is rather in the Chinese style. Compare the 
following of Hakurakuten : 

I take up a roJI of your poems and read 
them beside the lamp; 

Finishing them, the lamp is low, day not yet 
dawned. 

The lamp goes out; with sore eyes, still I 
sit in the dark, 

And listen to waves that the contrary wind 
drives against the boat. 

fEtJ·J;r:~m.~ffiW-1, J}~Ufil~Cfi:.*aJi. 
~1i1'ii&V.fil~flTI'ili. :1J!!!wl!!kiA:f1~~&. 

There are moments when we are simply organs of 
suffering ; grief and pain alone are our portion ; in our own 
person we bear the agony of humanity, meaningless, fruit 
less, unrelieved misery. The sound of the oar in the rowlocks, 
the sound of the wave on the oar is as bitter as death. 
Even in retrospect there is no compensation, no relativity: 
life and hope have no place here; it is something absolute. 
Issa has his own way of experiencing the same thing : 

-A !:1l!ffriK.-? ( ~~tJ,tL 
lchinin to r.hOme,i ni ts11k11 yostmw krma 

"I'm alone," I said. 
He wrote it down in the register; 

How chilly the autumn night! 
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Issa goes into a very poor kind of inn for a night's 
lodging. The clerk glances at him, sizes him up at once, 
asks his name and native place; then, though knowing 
perhaps that Jse-r is alone, asks with the cold indifference 
of routine, "How many in your party?" Issa with that 
feeling of irritation that we ail have at being asked obvious 
questions, answers, "I'm alone." At that moment, the 
annoyance, the cold, and that other meaning of "alone" 
comes over him in a single moment of grinding wretchedness. 

~~;i1l.~ttX5-C-C~-?L@" f!.l m 
Fi,yu ,w yo ya hari 11s/iin'1te osoroshiki 

A winter evening : 
The needle has disappeared,- 

How dreadful l Baishitsu 

The woman has been sitting alone, doing needlework in 
a large cold room by a flickering lamp. She pauses, lays 
down her work, and her thoughts wander down the past, 
her childhood, girlhood, marriage. With a sigh, she puts 
down her hand for the needle,-and it is no longer there! 
Can some demon have snatched it away? Has she been 
bewitched? Again and again she searches the same places 
for the needle, but it is nowhere to be seen. The cold seems 
to grow more intense as her tcare increase. 

This is a comparatively late verse (Baishitsu died in 
1852), but it represents the thought of Old Japan, when as 
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every country we all have foat feeling of the irrationality, 
the indctenninabi!ity, the fearful nature of things. 

Compare a verse by Buoon, and another by Taigi: 

ittAOJhl+fi!l:::.il'J.-...:fr< :&U\!:iJ,t.r-. 
Nusubito no yana ni kieyuk11 yosm1111 kana 

The thief disappeared 
Over the roots, - 

A cold autumn night I 

Nusubito ni kane tsuku tera ya f11yukmkicW 

The temple bell is ringing 
On account of a robber : 

The winter grove . 

.!n'n~l/lo:,-t>,n• < ,J,!!IM - "' 
Shimogare ya nabe no sumi kaku kokdsei 

The winter season ; 
A young harlot 

Scraping the soot from a saucepan. 
•= 

The frozen ground and wilted grasses, the dishevelled 
and tawdry finery of the woman, the ha:csh scratching sound 
and uncouth filthy shape of the saucepan,-all these have 
a harmony of ugliness that lifts them into the realm of the 
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significant. And the youth of the woman strikes a note of 
wasted and discordant beauty that deepens the harmonious 
pathoa of the whole, 

~ll,t,l;ll,")!l!t!li"'"' ""' 
Kararnke ,no kuya no yase mo kan no uchi 

Dried salmon, 
And KOya's emaciation also, 

During the coldest season. BashB 

Saint KU.ya, 902-972, lived a wandering life, beginning 
the Kamakura democratic form of Buddhism already in the 
Heian Period, building bridges and roads, digging wells, and 
doing a great many other works of public service. There 
is a well-known statue of him exhaling the nembutsu. 

Basho is reported by Toh61 to have said concerning 
tJ-.is poem: 

To express the flavour of the inner mind, you 
must agonize during many days. 
O"'M*•DtG~t•s•*••~9. 

=.i&.:r-. 

This kokoro no ajiwai, "the flavour of the mind," is very 
important. Shik6, !,i_ ;¥;-, in the Kokonhaihaikakai, speaks 
of Bash6's "physiognomic judgement," ~ .tfl, and "mutual 
reflection," "Ii. mt in regard to the dried salmon and KU.ya. 
We may say also that it is Bash6'a poetic spirit, but it 

• 1644-1731, disciple of Basha. 
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would be better with N6se Tomoji, fl~~ :!?}I?)(,' to understand 
that it implies a sinking into the form of a thing sufficiently 
deeply to catch instinctively the life-flavour, r.:. fi u,, of it. 
In this case it is some common essential element of dried 
salmon and the Buddhist Saint. To express the matter 
straight-forwardly (perhaps too much so for such a delicate 
matter), it is the simultaneous perception of the dried 
fishiness of KU.ya, and the Buddhahood of the dead salmon. 
To express this in words requires indeed that one "agonize 
for many days." 

Yuku toshi yo shokunin mac/,i no yoru no oto 

The year is departing : 
A street of artizans, - 

All the sounds tonight ! Goshin 

It is the last night of the year. All the tinsmiths and 
tatami-makers, carpenters and basket-makers, weavers and 
printers are working up to a climax of various noises of 
hammering and sawing and rattling and cutting. The poet 
sits listening to them and hears these uncouth, discordant 
noises for what they are, as full of meaning and therefore 
as poetical as the song of birds or the ripple of a stream 
over the pebbles. Not only are the sounds clearer than 
usual in the cold air, but the poet is predisposed to hear 
what he hears. 
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rr"f<>~•cC!~'!,j.l L,ft ~ ., A 
Yuk11 toshi. yo oya ni shiYal§I wo knkus!Ukeri 

The departing year ; 
J hid my grey hairs 

From my father. Etaujin 

There is here the pathos of filial affection. All love has 
something pathetic in it. But beyond this, there is some 
deep irony in the hiding of age from the aged. 

The saint, the sage and the poet express in their lives 
the reality of human nature. But do not the hypocrite, the 
fool, and the egotist also express something equally essential 
in human nature, omitted by these? Still more the delicate 
subterfuges, the subtle evasions of love that in their very 
denial of love (by lack of frankness and trust) yet proclaim 
and magni.ry it . 

.G,. G .ffl.~llf!f(l)fflK.i'tl ( &f:QJ:p,; 75 ~ 
Purusato ya ho:zo no o ni naku tosJii no kure 

My native place ; 
Weeping over the umbilical cord, 

At the end of the year. Basho 

It was the custom in Japan, and still is in many places, 
for the mother to keep the umbi!ical cord of the child, and 
when Bash6 went back to his native place, long after the 
death of his parents, he found this wrapped up in paper, 
with bis name and the date of his birth written on it. 
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BashO made travel his home, but yet, and perhaps all the 
more, his teelinga towards his father and mother and his 
old house were painfully deep. It is only those who realize 
the impermanency of things that can know the meaning 
of passionate attachment to things and persons and places. 

ntGO},,A5G~il...!:.l..(7):r,; ~:;r. 
Shikarari,ru hito urayamashi toshi no kure 

I am envious 
Of him who is being scolded : 

The end of the year. Issa 

At the end of the year, relatives are reunited, parents 
and children feel their relationship more warmly and deeply. 
In such an atmosphere, Issa overhears a father or mother 
grumbling at a child. Guilt on the one side, anger on the 
other,-there seems little room for envy, but Issa, an 
orphan, envies the child his power to be reprimanded, that 
is, his having a father or mother. 

c. t n, < i v.>t.r..t.:.ff:~(/)&r:(/)~ ~ * 
Tomflkflk11 mo mwta mahase no toshi 110 k11r1 

Even so, even so, 
Submissive before Yon<ler,- 

The end of the year. Iaaa 
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This was written on the 29th of December, 1819, ap 

pearing at the end of Issa 's Oragahant, with the following 
long prescript, in which he expresses his religious attitude. 
la part, it represents what Shinran was reported to have 
said in the Tanisha. iit ~ f.P; in part it is a criticism of the 
members of the Shin Sect to which Issa belonged. A rather 
free translation of what Issa says follows: 

Those people who put all their strength into Other 
Power, and relying completely on it, say, "Faith in 
Other-Power, faith in Other-Power," bound with the 
bonds of Self-Power, fall with a crash into the Hell 
of Self-Power. Then they request Amida to cover the 
filthy dirt of their own unenlightenedness with gold 
foil. Though they pretend to be imbued with the 
Buddhist spirit, they are really the embodiment of 
Seit-Power. They may ask, " What condition of mind 
would fit your conception of things?" The answer 
is; There is nothing especially difficult; only get rid 
of all the nonsense about Self-Power and Other-Power 
letting it float away to Chikura Sea. The Great 
Thing of the next world, is simply to throw yourself 
before the Nyorai and beseech that you may be sent 
to Paradise or Hell according to his good pleasure. 
Having decided the matter in this way, we say ,iamu 
amidabutsu; and we must not darken the eyes of 
others with the lustful nets of the long--legged spider, 
or like the world-o'er-passing wild p;oose have any 
inclination thievishly to draw others' water into our 
own field. 

At such a time, why should you say the Nembutsu 
in a feigned voice? Without being asked, the Buddha 
will keep his word. This is the true peace of mind, 
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The anata which is translated "Yonder" is the japa 
nese word commonly used to mean "you," literally, "on 
that side." This word brings out the difference between 
J6do, the Pure Land Sect, and Zen, which lies not so much 
in the distinction of Other-Power and Self-Power as in the 
manner in which the oneness of these two is realized. In 
J&lo we simply submit (with emphasis on the "simply") to 
the Other-Power; we realize that we were, from the first, 
nothing of ourselves, and when we have no will of our own, 
God's will is done in and through us. The danger here, as 
pointed out in Issa's prescript, is that in submitting to the 
Other-Power, people think they arc submitting somethi.11g, 
that they are submitting something. That is, the danger is 
in the division of selt and other. 

In Zen, this division of the world into self and other, 
this and that, good and bad, enlightened and unenlightened, 
-c-the destruction of this distinction is the great aim. And 
the farther we go into J&lo and Zen, the less the difference 
between them becomes. If we compare, for example, Issa, 
a believer of J6clo, and Basho, a student of Zen, we shall 
be struck with the fact that it is Issa whose self colours 
every verse he wrote, and Basho whose self melts away 
at the touch of the slightest thing, a pebble or a spray. 
The "even so, even so" is the fox that gnaws at Issa's 
entrails, grief and remorse for the past, a divided mind in 
the present, hopes and fears for the future. 

But the meaning of the verse, submission and renuncia 
tion, are in accord with the season, the winter of the mind, 
the end of Isaa'a year. 
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4¥- < :n10:t'E;u'--c 1f£.f...1u1 ~ ts: ti·~ -!! m 
Toslti kurenu kasa kite waraji haiinagara 

The year draws to its close: 
I am still wearing 

My kasa and straw sandals. Basho 

At the beginning ot Oku no Hosomichi 1 Bash6 says: 
J3 B fi."i§'.ftO)jljji,$K. L-C~ frt.,,$,&p,h"i 
t: 11§.. A ts: ~" 

Months and Days are travellers through 
countless ages; travellers too are the passing 
Years. 

It was this fundamentally Buddhist idea of the ephemeral 
nature of all things that gave to Bash6 his deep insight 
into their value. Other people are at home enjoying the 
reunion of their families and friends. Bash6 is on a journey, 
-but this is the true state of all men. The difference 
between one man and another is a matter of the degree to 
which they realize this fact. 

'@:;'(l,{:t---C~O"J{&1,,~t..:&r-;e;f ~ t:r 
Basho satte sono nochi imada toshi kurezu 

Since Basho left the world, 
Not yet has 

"The year drawn to its close." 
Busoa 

I Written and rewritten between 1689 and 169·1, 
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Bash6 gave the words "the year has drawn to its 
close" a deep meaning that it never had before. While he 
was alive he used the words in this profound way, but since 
his death there has been no one to do the same, that is, 
the year has not drawn to its close since he departed 
from this world. This seems a simple verse but there is 
depth ot emotion, reverence for the teacher, and the deep 
philosophy of the Mahayana behind it. Buson perhaps 
remembered a line from the beginning of Sotoba Komachi, 
the most profound and touching of all NO plays: 

)f:-;h.jj/J{;lt,itl:ltt:.~IJ. ~f!lll1t1,,-ttl.1!!:l':.::.Ul1:-ro 
The Buddha who was before is gone; the Buddha 

that shall be, not yet has come into the world. 

There is a passage which may serve as a prescript. 
Busan writes, quoting BashO's verse on page 196: 

:tfUt7Jf;lqt:.::.1t. L IJ, itnk.fl)#f}t:.::.-*>"1':h--C, II• 
:,' 9 ;, ;s !; 'le < ;s L tr. i? /;' t • < *1, '!> < c L 
fl)~fl)N.)'J~'it.tt.·tt, 1,,..&-..-<<1':,N.>C;,f, ),, 
t.5t.:-C~t:.::., Afl)r~t.:!:..~N.>IJ~-C, ;:1;..:. 
l:. L <fl)!:.. L IJ, N.> l.,~ 't' I:> 1:.:::. L-C fl)!:.. L IJ 4:i 
-r ~ < ts: }; , N.> ;; "! L ~ ;b '/5 ts: ;h., ~ C. --C ::t.; 0 
1.J, ts: Q tr ft 1,, I.J, t:.::. L -C fill 1i1?i: 'a' fl) IJ' ;h lvo 

C. t, < ;h.lt.l~;t'f--C;bl:> L:lt.~t.t/J>I::, 

W~Ktota•"•*LYn~o,~~"~ 
IJ-c. tJ•!:..~;!.'ft,:'.N.)ltC., 1,,1:.tJ=<'.f~t.:l!bfTJ~ 
f<il.Jl:.fJl,!:.(i1,,J;,..-<L. ;(((;t;J~-C~(L'1if.tL, .!:.L. 
:I...)~-\°' :1....~E ~ -c. 
Rushing along in the road to fame and riches 

drowning in the sea of desire, people torture their 
epb.::uleral selves. Eepecially on New Year's Eve 
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their behaviour is unspeakable. Despicably walking 
about knocking at doors, treating everyone with 
contempt wmecessarily, insanely vulgar behaviour, 
and so on, is not decent. Even so, we foolish mortals 
can hardly escape from this world of dust and sin, 

The year draws to its close; 
I am still wearing 

My kasa and straw sandals, 

Reading this poem quietly in a corner of the 
room, my mind becomes clear; were I living Bash6's 
life, how good it would be ! The verse is uplifting 
to me, and it may be called a Great Rest-and-Enlighten 
ment as far as I am concerned. Bash6 once gone, 
we have no master to teach us, whether the year 
begins or ends. 

:bA.t.1,,,""~~1,,.,..,.:-J;::t.!::L~h, ~ ;;r; 
Wan to ie si ie im, mo tosliiwasure 

"Bark! come on now, bark!" 
The dog also speeds the year, 

With the rest of the party. Issa 

Toshiwasure is the meeting of friends or relations to eat 
and drink and forget all the troubles of the past year, in 
other words a New Year's Eve party. Basho has a verse 
that might well have been wrltrc» by Issa; 

°'1','1,ccA'lf-:,-C•,llJJlO•t, 
n.hi111118UTe sannin yolle Junks Ilana 
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Three men meeting 
For a New Year's Eve party, 

And quarreling. 

199 

In lssa's verse, the family are all together, enjoying 
themselves in their humble way, and the children arc trying 
to get the dog to bark for something "on trust." The dog 
jerks his head and wishes to bark but is not yet quite 
worked up to it. It is this moment of the dog's inability to 
express himself that Issa has caught, with his "sa, ie ! " 

:t<,{1~/Ultt.Wi'b~!: ~-'?&f=-Z:tL - ~ 
011akama ,ii neko mo ea toru ya toshiwasure 

As one of us, 
The cat is seated here ; 

The parting year. Issa 

The mildness of Issa, his power to be pleased and content 
with little, his lack of distinction between human and non 
human animals, his "politeness" to all and everything that 
is itself and sincere, his living in the eternal present which 
is also the fast-fleeting time, -all these are manifest in the 
artless simplicity that he attained to with so much effort 
and practice. 

11'l01lt-oi1HJ1:-f1_,-c&~-l'fl( Ma 
.fim.fu ltet8u ala mo mizu shite IO&hi w yuk,. 
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Kicking and spurning, 
With not a look behind, 

Off goes the year ! Senkaku 

Time and tide wait for no man. Sometimes, in what 
are wrongly called moments of weakness, we perceive that 
God cares nothing for us, Nature is heartless and mechanical: 

And that inverted Bowl they call the sky, 
Whereunder crawling coop'd we live and die, 
Lift not your hands to It for help-for It 
As impotently moves as you or I. 

But when we have taken this agonising truth alive into our 
hearts, we understand for the first time that 

Underneath are the everlasting arms. 

'!lltl>il'..,"f''1:i~<0,i,o,'1,;; "., 
Yooruki yo toshi no na~ri no yuki ga f1iru 

Walking in the night ; 
Snow is falling, 

A farewell to the year. Shara 

There is always something wistful in the fall of snow, 
but especially at night, and most of all at the end of the 
year. Its silence, the way in which it appears from no 
where, and seems to disappear immediately, has something 
of pathos in it, and the poet walking in the darkness 
through which snow-flakes are falling feels them to be 
a farewell to the old year which is about to end. 
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~::a1.~~l»1Q)t,I;1..,~-eiutHt.fAJ ~ 1/'; 
Kakureg, ya ha no nai koe de f11ku wa uchi 

From a hermitage, 
A toothless voice crying, 

" Blessings inside ! " Issa 

At the time of Scls11bun, the eve of the Spring Equinox, 
people scatter beans in the house, calling out, "Devils 
outside! Blessings inside!" The above verse portrays the 
weakness and pathos of human nature. The old man, not 
many more years of life left to him, is still praying for 
external happiness, asking that he may be spared the 
bludgeoninge of fate. Where are 

The years that bring the philosophic mind, 

where is the saint that should be living in this quiet hermi 
tage? This may well be Issa himself. 

1,, t! ~~A... Jt a 11 3t ;t;, T Q) m ¥Pi tt 
lza ya nen ganjitsu wa mata asu no koto 

Come now ! I will sleep ; 
New Year's Day 

Is a thing of the morrow. Buson 

This verse goes beyond the words of Christ, 

Take no thought for the morrow, 

and includes tomorrow's joys. 
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We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not, 

and this is part of our human nature, to some extent 
inescapable, but it is our littleness. The poetical is the 
victorious life, of which the life of Christ is the shining 
example. With him too, as men, we say 

If it be possible, let this cup pass from me, 

but the final word is that of the poet; whatever he sees or 
hears or suffers, all that happens, the falling as well as 
the blooming of the flowers, sleeping tonight and waking to 
the first day of the new year; it is 

Not my will, but Thine be done. 

&.i=: -1'... l::>~fi~ IJ n: IJ t..t.i;~q:,111}.?J M m 
Tos/,i toram, tsumori narislu g,:i kane no naru 

I intended 
Never to grow old,- 

But the temple bell sounds! Iokun 

What a universal emotion is expressed in the first two 
lines ! Making our peace with age is part of our acceptance 
of death. The bell speeding the old year comes sounding 
across the fields. We arc a year older whether we will it 
or not. 
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l'lfika:z11ki wa son, zo somusa wa saekaeru 

The crescent moon 
Is warped and bent : 

Keen is the cold. Issa 

The rranslarion misses the onomatopoeia of the original, 
There is nothing in the verse to suggest it, but we can 
hardly avoid connecting the cold with the shape of the moon. 

mttt..<IDI·r:::n-cr:,;tt.L<!,,1JJ.J:1 n l:i 
Tsure mo naku no ni suterareshi fuyu no tsuki 

Companionless, 
Thrown away on the moor, 

The winter moon. Roseki 

The poet has seen an aspect of the moon that Shelley 
also portrays in To the Moon: 

Art thou pale for weariness 
Of climbing heaven, and gazing on the earth, 
wandering companionless 

Among the stars that have a different birth ? 
It is the separateness of things that we see here; they are 
joyless, unwanted, useless. 
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A verse by Meisetsu : 
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;;fcfil;~~IC.;:. ht.,; 0 H---:> 
Kogarashi ya sora ni lwrogrm, lsuki Tiitotsu 

In the wi'ther'ing blast, 
A single moon 

Rolls through the sky. 

This has simplicity, g:randeu:r, and pe:rfect objectivity. 
The adjective ":rolling" unites the moon and the wintc:r 
blast with a Shelleyan violence of movement. We may 
compare it with a very different, a lyrical and weaker 
treatment of the same subject in a waka by Azumamaro, 
1668-1736: 

litJlk < 'IT t :to" J: i!/l:J.'.i51J) ...1::1:t 
1,,t;,1c.,!Ji!-~ < F:I IJ)i°'fi Gtt 
The tempest roars, - 

But above the clouds, 
Where the din 

Cannot :reach her, 
Dwells the moon serene. 

fml'J.,;p'cfJGO!.~IT<f:ffiQ)'ii' *~ 
KLmgrts,, ya wam hitori vi1k11 /111shi no oto 

I walk over it alone, 
In the cold moonlight : 

The sound of the bridge. Taigi 
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Taigi is walking on geta. It is not the crunching sound 
of shoes, as in Buson's verse, page 219, but the hard-soft 
wooden sound that has a sympathetic tone with that of the 
wooden bridge. The cold, the round silver moon, the lone 
liness, -all arc contained within " the sound of the bridge." 
A verse by Shiki with the same consciousness of self and 
the outer world : 

;;tc(l)m~':ftn•:ml!VJ<4'-(l)n 
Ki 110 kage ya waga knee ugok11 fuyz, no ts11ki 

The shadow of the trees; 
My shadow is moving, 

In the winter moonlight. 

;8.!:Jl~f\'tK.:fr~:JJ!$-,fi""ffi(7)J::. ~ t,I' 
Kangetsu ya sO ni yuldau hashi no ue 

Meeting a monk 
On the bridge : 

The winter moon. Buson 

The black-robed monk in the bright moonlight, the 
crunching of the gel a on the frozen road in the silence, - 
all these things have an exacerbating effect on one another. 
The fact also that the man is a monk has a deepening 
effect upon the meaning of the verse, in an altogether 
inexplicable way. His inscrutability of countenance, the 
feeling that he belongs in part to a different world from 
ours -this gives him a ghostly appearance that belongs 
eepecially to the moon ot a winter night. 
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Ts11ki y11ki no no.ka ya illochi no si,tedokoro 

The moon-lit snow 
Is where life 

Is to be thrown away. Kikaku 

This was written for the night of the 14th of December, 
1701. when the Forty Seven R6nins attacked their enemy 
Kira Yoshinaka, under Oishi Yoshie. In the snow and the 
moon, their purity and quietness, the poet sees the calm and 
disinterested action of the samurai. Kikaku, 166()..-1707, was 
a contemporary of those concerned. 

~}'JIC'$/.-?'"?]-3::(1)7J, i'.:;,-?lf.l! ~ ~; 
KnngJtsu ni tatsu ya niO no harassune 

The Deva kings standing there, 
The icy moonlight 

On their bare legs. Issa 

'Ihere is always a roof over each of the two NiO that 
guard the entrance to the temple gate, and the cold, slanting 
rays ct the moon fall on their sinewy legs, which express, 
themselves also, something of the coldness of the night. 
Karassune is the point of rhia haiku. It emphasizes and 
isolates the legs of the giant figures, as if only they can be 
seen, the rest of the figure, the clenched fists and scowling, 
threatening faces, being hidden in the shadow. 
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-ka'tr--::>1i0)~-Ct.r.l..4S-(l)J:I *-~ 
/1111 wo 1<fS11 is/,i ''° sate ""shi f11y11 no ts,.ki 

Not a single stone 
To throw at the dog : 

The winter moon. Taigi 

A real religious poem. The circumstances of the poem 
are thus well described by :Mr. Miyamori in An Anthology 
of Haiku: 

The poet was walking home along the road by 
night. A dog barked at him. He wanted to throw 
a stone at it. So he looked all round for a stone on 
the road bathed in an icy bright winter moon; but to 
his mortification, he could not find one. 

If you wish to know where the religion is in this, think of 
the lines in Expostulation and Reply : 

Nor less I deem that there are powers 
Which of themselves our minds impress. 

"Of themselves." Man's extremity (just that moment of 
ego-lessness, when mental and physical action is suspended) 
is God's opportunity,--something, Something, some Power, 
slides imperceptibly into the mind in the form of cold 
moonlight. 

Think you, mid all this mighty sum 
Of things forever speaking, 
That nothing of itself will come, 
But we must still be seeking? 

A similar verse by J6oo: 
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J)l:,j/til1)-!J•l-tlfli'"ilif~~l1)}1 
Noraneko no kakedas1< noki y11 fuyu no tsuki 

A en-av cat 
Running off under the eaves, 

The winter moon! 
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~f-J ~,j,;r:ill) ~ 11.. Q °0-11) !ti'i ~ t! 
Kongets1< ya koishi no sawarn kutsu no oto 

In the icy moonlight, 
Small stones 

Crunch underfoot. Buson 

This poem represents a poetic experience similar to 
that of Talgi's verse given on page 205, but goes deeper. 
Here also, the feel of the small stones under the feet shod 
with leather, the sound of them, is in mysterious accord 
with the light of the moon and the wintry chill of the air. 
How is this? Is it purely fanciful? Is it only subjective? 
Is it a coincidence of visual, tactual, and auditory sensations 
which, because of some primitive undifferentiated core of 
sensitivity, cause us to suppose a transcendental unity of 
the objects which give rise to those sensations? It may 
well be so, but furthe1·, it may be that this elemental 
core is the microcosm, the objects part of the macrocosm, 
and these two be an interpenetratcd one. The experience 
itself, though actually internal, is an experience of external 
unity, 
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~H-\">:.ti#i=OJ:tiH:tO)i.l•H' -r. m 
&n~/s,. ya sekitO no kagJ malsii 110 kage 

Winter moonlight; 
The shadow of the stone pagoda, 

The shadow of the pine-tree. Shikl 

There is no moon or pine-tree or gra vc-stone here, 
only the icy moonlight on the frozen ground, with the edge 
clear outline of the pagoda and tree in the shadow. 

K.ancets" ni ki wo warte tera. tw otoko kana 

The old man of the temple, 
Splitting wood 

In the winter moonlight. Buson 

The temple is in the shade, the chilly moon shining over 
the roof onto the man-of-all-work who is late with his 
firewood. The axe flashes up and down in the light ot the 
moon. The crash of wood oounds clear in the silent night. 

;J.1£n{>l11t.t.~4i,/JJ7f.t!iL ~t:t 
Kangd:m ya mon 11aki tun no ten takaslii 

The winter moon : 
A temple without a gate.- 

How high the sky ! Buson 



THE WIN1'ER MOON 

Every temple has a great gate at the entrance to the 
grounds. For some reason or other this particular temple 
has none, and when the poet comes out of the temple 
building and finds his view completely unobstructed, the sky 
is unexpectedly vast and lofty, with a small moon rolling 
through the clouds. The following are by Kikaku and Taigi : 

.11!:G')*P-?~G') ~.;. ~1.-"'C4SG') Joi 
[(0110 kido ya kusari 110 sasarcle fuyu no lsuki 

This small gate,- 
lt is bolted: 

The winter moon ! 

ro a- 1±1--c M&H t:i Len• F~ 
Kago wo dete kangetsu takashi ono m mon 

Getting out of the palanquin, 
Over my gate the winter moon 

Is high in the sky. 

fflft*G')miit!Om.'z"fl:jl(_/J,t;-. B j!li 
Ajirogi 110 sOTowanu kage wo tsukiyo kaua 

A moonlit night : 
The sticks of the wicker fish-trap.c- 

Their shadows arc uneven. Shirao 

In rivers aod po11d11, a kind of fish trap is made of 
slender stakes bound together to make a sort of matting. 
One part i& left open, and when aufficient fish enter, it i3 
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shut and the fish caught. The tops of the sticks are uneven, 
and their shadows on the placid surface of the water 
exaggerate this irregularity. The poet sees this unevenness; 
it catches his eye, his mind, it will not let him go. What 
is this deep meaning in imperfection, in asymmetry, in 
discord, in sin and death? 

b}.fU.Q)J:K.1($QQA-?~Q)}j :;-. ffl 
Yane ,w ue ni kaji mir11 hito ya {1<y1< no tsuki 

Upon the roof, 
People looking at a fire : 

The winter moon. Shiki 

Japanese roofs are low, and not steep, in old Japan 
almost touching in the cities. There is a fire not far off, 
and spectators are on the roofs, getting as good a view as 
possible. Above them in an inky sky the wintry moon is 
shining. 

CJ:. ry ib~L-~~t.::.~Q)JJ -J::. ~ 
Yuki yori mo sanmshi shiral}fl ni tnyu 110 tsuki 

Colder even than snow, 
The winter moon 

On white hairs. JOSO 

To the samurai, for whom poetry and duty are one, 
disbonour is worse than physical death. To King Lear, the 
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unthankfulncss of his daughters is more painful than cold air. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind! 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man's ingratitude. 

These feelings are spoken of physically because felt so. The 
white light of the wintry moon upon the head of the old 
man intensifies the feeling of the irrevocable advance of 
time of which his white hairs are the token. The moonlight 
too shines more chill above the white hairs ot old age, for 
the icy and the merciless enhance and reinforce each other. 

nf/)t:i ~il".rnrii::..t.>u-lQ?f/) J.1 /ti 1:i5: 
Se ,w takaki hOshi ,ii o.inu fuyu no tsuki 

I met and passed 
A tall Buddhist priest, 

Under the winter moon. Baishitsu 

The interesting point here is the relation of tallness to 
the moon. The gaunt, pale-faced monk clad in black robes 
seems to belong to winter, night, and the moonlight. 

t~(!J ~ Hl.ll-1~~tt-?Qn,t.r. ffl: a 
F'uy11 110 ts11ki kawakaze iiva 1110 kezur11 kmia 

Under the winter moon, 
The river wind 

Sharpens the rocks. Chora 
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If the wind may be said to have any effect at all upon 
the rocks, it blunts them; it does not sharpen them. But 
Chara is not pretending it does. Uc is saying something 
else, something that cannot be said in words. Not that the 
words themselves are lacking. It is something that a man 
may experience so that he knows what the poet might have 
said, were it not for the fact that the saying of it would 
have robbed it of the life which of its nature can never be 
solidified into words. The unsaidnesa is the express attceta 
tion of the unsayableness that is part of the essential nature 
of poetry. 

Poetry has an onomatopoeic character, an affinity to 
nonsense verses, in which certain concatenations of words, 
an apparently fortuitous juxtaposition of certain sounds 
raises in the depths of the mind meaning-echoes that go 
back down into the past, grow into the distant future, in 
a way that like life itself, defies analysis. So in the above 
poem, (omding the purely sound elements which can never 
be reproduced in translation) the words winter, moon, 
river, wind, sharpens, rocks, produce in the (poetic) mind an 
effect out of all proportion to dictionary definitions of them, 
and quite regardless of their logical and intellectual relations. 
The poet is pointing to something in his mind which corres 
ponds exactly with what is happening outside it. The 
''wind'' in his mind "stiarpens " the ''rocks'' in it. 

UJll,O)li!b•t:>~'IPc!l"9,L "111 
YQl/lllldori no nd«meru lw6 ni uuki iamushi 



Entering Chikurisha Hermitage 

Verse and picture by Seira, 1tlll, 1739-1791. 

The first winter shower; 

The bamboo of the kettle-hanger 

ls blown to and fro. 

(For kettle-hanger, invisible in 
this picture, see frontispiece.) 
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At the voice of the copper pheasant, 
That cannot sleep, 

The moon is chill. Kikaku 

215 

The sharp voice of the sleepless bird, the pale, clear· 
cut moon, and the bitter, silent cold intensify one another. 
There is in the world outside a unity of these three things 
that corresponds to the single poctico-physical feeling of the 
poet. 

~A .!:.:rt:.n;.cg"fu:tttrMll'!it-rn 5 1!1 
Tallibito to Wll1'J llllYOl>are11 hatsushigure 

The first winter rain, 
And my name shall be called, 

"Traveller." BashO 

In October, 1689, Bash6 set out from &lo on a journey 
to his native place in lga, and in his Oi no Kobrmii says : 

~•Ho••2o~t~Lt~~••o 
:fr:5fU.£ ~,1}:l'IU l...-C 

In the Month-when-the-gods-are-absent (Octo 
ber), the sky when I set out was uncertain, 
myself a leaf blown by the wind, unmindful 
whither. 

The above haiku then foHows. It shows Bashi) setting out 
in a drizzle, soon wet through from the knees downward, 
alone, yet oat lonely, not knowing where he would lay his 
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head that evening, if at all; but in everything, he 

Turns his necessity to glorious gain . 

.ftrt ~ 5 t.r.4t:-n,-r~~nimtJ,t.r. ~ t:t 
BakesO na kasa kasu tera no sliig,'1e kana 

It may transform itself, 
This umbrella lent by a temple, 

In the winter rain. Buson 

Rain begins to tall, and Buson goes to an old temple 
nearby and asks for the loan of an umbrella. The monk 
gives him one, so old that it is hardly worth while returning. 
As he leaves the temple in the gathering darkness, the rain 
falling steadily and monotonously, Buson feels that this aged 
umbrella may suddenly transform itself into a fox or a witch 
or goblin. The old monk, the old temple, the rain, the 
tattered umbrella, the evening, the thoughts of ghosts and 
apparitions are all blended together with a power and 
compactness in the original which even a literal translation 
cannot emulate. "Rain of a temple lending a bewitched 
umbrella" is nearer the Japanese, but omits the "may be" 
element of " looks as though it may be going to transform 
itself " expressed by " bakes6." 

ito--.:1!1:,c!l!llfllft,o><'lm"·'• "'* 
flliU yo ni nuam, uruloki shigure kana 
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To wake, alive, in this world, 
What happiness ! 

Winter rain. 

217 

ShOha 

Happiness is from within Though winter rain is almost 
a symbol of dreariness, the poet finds the cold rain no 
hindrance to joy ; 

Only to be, 
Made quiet his breast. 

!mL~~llaJWJ"t;::.m":1:-?>Efd)"'Jt.'¥- il'Jc 1't 
Kannshisa ya s/Ugure i,i somaru haka no moji 

The winter rain dyes 
The letters on the grave-stone: 

Sadness. ROka 

The grave-stone is covered with green lichen, and as 
the cold rain falls on it and trickles down over the name 
of the dead person carved on it, it begins to turn almost 
black. The sadness of the poet is what enables him to 
"see" this tact, that is, to attend to it so that its meaning 
rc{lc:ctcd from his mind sinks back again into his heart. 

filil<''fiU'/i<o-:>('IJ)R,,11! "<t 
Sl,;n,,iwa ya ishi mo ocJDlswku hatsushigure 
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In the newly-made garden, 
The stones have settled down in harmony; 

The first winter shower. ShadO 

"Ochitsuku " haa both the physical meaning of the 
stones subsiding into their place, and the aesthetic meaning 
of their becoming an artistic unity with the rest of the 
garden. The rain that begins to fall adds the final touch 
of nature which makes this world kin. 

In the wilderness of nature, man has made a garden, 
by impressing upon the mechanical disorder of natural 
things the activity of mind. But we must not make the 
mistake of supposing that things are simply passive in this 
relation. The material itself both assists and opposes. 
From the point of view of art, Nature suffers most from 
a superabundance, an excess, a plethora of material. One 
or two stones here and there, a pine-tree, an evergreen 
bush, a small, half-seen pool of water,-this is enough. But 
when upon this the life-giving rain falls, especially for the 
first time after the garden is finished, we feel rightly that 
Nature is herself confirming the deeds of man. Thoreau 
says,1 

Thus all things pass directly out of the hands of 
the architect into the hands of Nature, to be perfected. 

~ A n, L <. *1. t;, H" iQ < !!» rn /J) fJii- -:1:. :t.t 
Tkutari k(/ shigure-kakenuku seta ,w hash/ 

I A Week on tM Concord, 
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How many people in the winter shower, 
Running across to the other end 

Of the long bridge of Seta ! J6s6 

A sudden shower has come on, and people on the long 
bridge begin to run thi:ough the slanting rain with umbrellas 
and knsa tilted in all directions. In this verse we feel 
through the length of the ln-idge the nature of the shower. 
The scene is without colour, and in this is superior to the 
ukiyoe which portrays it. Another verse like an ukiyoe, by 
Masahide, 1E 3§, d. 1723, w'uch shows man not subdued by 
but rather defiant of the rain: 

Ql::f.f-?~ffi:t.:-::>-0 LCM.-,'& 
Yarimochi ya nao /l<rilo/$,.ru shig,.-re kano 

The javelin bearers 
Still brandish them 

In the winter rain. 

On the daimyO procession rain has begun to fall, but they 
still raise and lower their spears and continue their acccru 
panying rhythmical cries. 

•cuLt~•••L(hg ••* 
Karakasa ni oshimodO$f/fur11 shigi1re kana 

As I walk in the winter rain, 
The umbrella 

Presses me back. Shisei-jo 
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Is it the umbrella, or the wind that presses me back? 
Or is it something else entirely? 

I felt you push, I heard you call, 
I could not sec yourself at all.' 

In this realm of mystery that the reason endeavours in vain 
to diminish, to penetrate and conquer, the soul wanders 
freely, feeds on pure joy and knows no sadness,-and yet it 
is only being pushed back in the cold rain by an umbrella. 

m ~ :tm •:. i u c i;: i.:l. ~ m n, ts: =t. * 
Kogirnshi no chi ni mo otosmm ~hig11re kana 

The gale will not let 
The cold winter rain 

Fall to the ground. Kyorai 

This is a verse portraying something we have all seen, 
a wind so strong that the naturally perpendicular rain 
seems to become horizontal, or even to rise rather than tall. 

1,, -t:" tit L Z' J'1i (!) ffi'i, m (7) tr% Jj,Ft, h'"' ~1l·L -n ~~ 
lsogashi ya oki no shi gure no ma/io kataho 

Kyorai 

How busy they are 
Out at sea in the rain, 

Full sails, close-hauled sails! 

' Stevensot1, Th, Wind. 
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The " busyness " is in the Poet's mind as he stands 
watching. The reader's mind, if Kyorai can succeed in 
making it "busy," perceives the value, the poetic significance, 
but cau never explain it. All pictures are the same; 
the picture, the picturesqueness is nothing, unless we share 
in the activity or rest that is pictured there. 

~JA(l)filJ(l)t..~t<!.l:-:5'L< . .fl, §ttt 
Tsuribito no ji, na kowasa ya }'Ush,Jfure 

The angler,- 
His dreadful intensity, 

In the evening rain! Buson 

What is there about the fishing that causes the man to 
sit there stiff, cold, hungry, wet-through, for fish that may 
never bite, for fish that could be bought for a paltry sum 
at the fishmonger's? It is not merely blood-lust, the desire 
to get something for nothing, brute obstinacy, the so-called 
sport, that is, the chances of the game, though all these 
enter into it. It is man against nature, the struggle of 
Jacob with the angel, the desire of the moth for the star, 
something as blind, as fatal, as fearful as life itself. 

m.mJt-(l)'tfJ~~ 'Ju< ~,mn,t.r. -,: :i,: 
Yamfuki nu ,nni wo furimuku shigure kana 
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Rain begins to fall: 
The thatcher turns 

And looks at the sea. J6sO 

The thatcher is engrossed iu his work: the rain beeina 
to fall and he raises his head and looks towards the sea 
that whitens in the distance. 

This is explained as the thatcher being in a state ot 
muga, ~ :ft, egolessness, and then coming back to himself 
when he feels drops of rain, and hanging his now suspended 
mind onto the sea. The only mistake in this interpretation 
is the "coming back to himself." His state of mind as he 
gazes at the sea is not ego-centric. 

1t#i.:.11t-H1n}.:;?"Q.,tr,!?t.i,t;.. 'jlf "° 
Chikuri11 ni shigure fukikonm yube kana 

Rain blows 
Into the bamboo forest ; 

Evening. Seisei 

This may seem perhaps an over-simple verse, but after 
all, if "one thing is enough," we have two here. There is 
nothing more beautiful in the world than bamboos in the 
windy rain, but that is not the point of the verse. The rain 
comes slanting into the foxest through the green stems of 
the bamboos into the twilight beyond. As it dark, the 
bright rain-drcpe are seen rather clearly. 
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lk~ >UJ ltosld ma/a hara Jv,ra In s/,ig,,re kmw 

The stars on the oond; 
Again the winter shower 

RufT\es the water. Sora 

The point of this verse is in the word "again." The 
cold stars are brightly reflected in the cold dark water. 
Then wind and rain sweep the surface, and they disappear. 
This happens several times, with that wonderful regularity, 
that unchanging strangeness and depth of meaning that 
belongs only to the simplest things of life. 

'*iIO)lW!-13 t-nJ:11)~::'f.mti,t.c: ~ t,t 
HankO 1W sllajitsu henun no shigure kana 

Sunbeams slant onto one side of the river; 
From a floating cloud 

Cold rain falls. Buson 

It is a pleasure to read a poem that is purely objective, 
partly because it is in the Chinese, classical style without 
the possibility of any subjective overtones. It is the world 
as it is, as it would be without man. And yet we know 
that the drive and direction of thia" slanting'' and" falling," 
the weight ot this "mass" of cloud al! have their origin in 
the lively power ot the mind that perceives them, all are 

but the painted vicissitudes or the soul, 
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'f'--:>A.,"'C'i!t~tJ~M'\"9L<·n. "'T- m 
UsJ,i ts11ndt wataru kalnmt yn 1.flsliigurt 

With a bull on board, 
The ferry boat, 

Through the winter rain. Shiki 

Across the river passes very slowly a flat-bottomed boat 
with a few country people, and a bull. Rain is falling 
steadily and human beings and animal alike, 

It I might lend their lite a voice, 
Seem to bear rather than rejoice.' 

But Shilci only wishes to paint a picture in black and white. 

llli"'#lt-~lHcil!G-rH/il'l'l:11 "H 
Kusu no ne wo shizuka ni nuras11 shigure tzana 

The drizzling winter rain 
Quietly soaks 

Tbe roots of the camphor-tree. 
Buson 

Under the great tree rain does not fall, but down 
the trunk trickle lines of water that darken the bole 
and roots and disappear in the ground. There is a certain 
loneliness, sadness here, but it ie something inherent in 
the thin.as themselves, a heaviness that belongs to brute 

I Matthew Arnold, Ruignatjo,.. 
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matter, to darkness, to old age, something that the bright 
seraphim never know. Contrast this with the subjectivity 
and moral-drawing ot Shelley's lines: 

Rough wind that moanest loud 
Grief too sad for song; 

Wild wind, when sullen cloud 
Knells all the night long; 

Sad storm whose tears are vain, 
Bare woods whose branches stain, 
Deep caves and dreary main,- 

Wail for the world's wrong! 

Sliigururu ya la no arakabu no kuromu hodD 

It has rained enough 
To turn the stubble in the field 

Black. Basho 

If one has seen this, both in reality and in ukiyoe wood· 
prints, the poetic meaning, as a picture of lite, is obvious. 

Shigururu Y" /s11110 ,m,jiririi HObc 1w us/,i 

Cold winter rain; 
Mingling their horns, 

The oxen of the moor. RankO 
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There is something in this herd ot cattle with the rain 
falling on them, their horns all pointing- upwards, which 
reminds one of Monet's picture of Umbrellas. 

~{,t.r.~4.ta'll-..l_i:ffi.?,/J,fi,JCf.r.A.,.!:. E 1M 
Kasa mo noki ware wo shigureru ka 11an to ,um to 

To be rained upon by the winter rain, 
And with no kasa,- 

Well, well! Bash6 

The meek shall inherit the earth. God is not a respecter 
ol persons. He maketh his rain to fall upon the just and 
upon the unjust. Man has dignity before men, but none 
before Nature. To describe the above verse as a religious 
poem may well seem to some an absurdity, and yet it is 
such. There is no ecstasy, no lofty flights of the imagina 
tion; it is life lived at its common level, the will of God 
accepted and cheerfully fulfilled. 

m (1) ~ t;: L <. ¢ .'.. 11·. r11 t!' t.r. ~ :m 
Niwatori 110 koe ni shig11r,iru 11shiyll kana 

Winter rain 
Falls on the cow-shed ; 

A cock crows. Bash6 
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The harmony between these three thing&--the cold rain 

slanting down, the huge black cow-shed with its high steep 
roof, the shrill, falsely triumphant cry of the cock-is partly 
in the rise and tall of the cock's voice that blends with the 
rise of the root and the fall of the rain ; partly in the 
sbrill.ncss of the cry with the chilly drops that fall. 

&'llq.ffi$0-t:"~1J't;c_Jtti$,t.J•t.c flt tt 
Yiishi1J14re gnma Jrisomi ne 1,i ureu kana 

Cold winter rain; 
In the subdued voice of the toad, 

Grief and woe. Buson 

Rain is falling on the dead leaves. The deep voice of 
the toad has grown weaker as winter begins, and expresses 
the sadness and pathos of the ending of life and warmth. 

L <. Q !>. ~:ft ii -s Ao:.> 1x f;::, IJ'.H: Q ~ t,t 
Shigururu ya ware mo kojin 1w yo ni 1iitaru 

The evenings of the ancients 
Were like mine, 

This evening of cold min. 13uson 

Compare this to the following, by Southey, from Tho 
Scholar: 
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My days among the dead are past; 
Around me I behold, 

Where'er these casual eyes are cast, 
The· mighty minds of old ; 

My never-failing friends are they, 
With whom I converse day by day. 

The Japanese poet listens to the sound of the rain, the 
English poet looks at the volumes that rise in serried ranks 
around him. The one attains to unity with men of past 
times through nature in its simplest form, the other through 
books, through men. But both realize a deep truth, that 
we look not with our own eyes, but with the eyes of the 
great men of the past. We hear not with our own ears, 
but with those of long dead poets. 

The heroic Heart, the seeing Eye of the first times, 
still feels and sees in us of the latest. 

There may be in Buson's verse a reference to Basho's : 

i!ttc.bQ i.ID:K-5SHI\".O\bc:' IJ'qlt 
Yo ni furu mo sara ni sOgi no yadori kana 

It rains o'er all the earth; 
Still more upon the dwelling-place 

Of S6gi. 

This again comes from the verse of S6gi, 1420-1502: 

i!!: tc ~. G n. ]l re L, <. J1, .o ~ t: IJ .'Jt 
Yo ni furu wa sara ui s/Ug11re 110 yadori !1a11a 

It rains o'er all the earth, 
Still more it falls 

On this my dwelling-place. 



WINTER RAIN 229 

Even this seems to depend on a waka by Nijoin Sanuki in 
the Shinkokinsht,, first compiled in 1205 : 

-utt:.-"~li'i!r L ~ >b (fJ a'fil1(!J~,::t:. 
'le<. ;;i <~tr ""'"'ii< 
Painful it is indeed, 

Paesing through the world; 
But in a hovel like this, 

I live on in peace and quiet, 
Winter rain falling. 

Ef'jjfrz--tri:.Qi" 7.:.~t,mn,t.r. ~ tt 
Gam:en wo mukashi ni misuru shigure ka1io 

The winter rain 
Shows what is before our eyes, 

As though it were long ago. Buaon 

We expect this verse to run, "The winter rain shows us the 
past, before our very eyes." By a kind of trick of words 
Buson has blurred the present and the past, the looker and 
what is looked at. He has done here rather artificially 
what it is the aim of all poetry to do, to confuse while 
keeping distinct, to enable us to lose ourselves in mutual 
interpenetration and yet preserve the identity and uniqueness 
of the thing itself. 

lf}fHQ .•• ...,~Jj{Q"J:bt.::.~"'f.(!JJ:. JR :tt 
Shigururu :,u 1U11:w111 ,w woturu koto no us 
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Winter rain; 
A mouse runs 

Over the koto. 1 Buson 

The poet or someone else has been playing the harp 
and at last leaves it on tne tatanu. Standing on the verandah, 
he gazes out at the 1·ai11 which has fallen all day. It grows 
darker and darker. Suddenly, the kolo gives out a slight 
sound; a mouse must have scuttled across it. Contrast this 
with the following by Ranko : 

Satmdare ya nezumi no mawam /i1rn tsuzura 

The May rains; 
A mouse is running round 

The old wicker basket. 

!n this verse it is the old wicker basket that, because 
of the mouse's activities, has become alive and meaningful. 
The rain is merely a setting. In Buson's poem it is not the 
koto or the mouse that is significant, but the rain which is 
expressed through these two apparently unrelated things. 

Another verse of Buson's, already given, where coldness, 
a mouse, (which in many cases if not all, must be a rat) 
and a certain sound all express the same thing: 

.1D1 ~ 61l Ll 11) 77· 11) -;; tr -;; -/J, t.r. 
Sara wo /11mu nezumi tlO oto no smiwsa knna 

The sound of a mouse 
Treading on a plate 

Is cold. 

I A kind of harp, about six feet long, played horizontally. 
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The association of mice with coldness is common in Bueon : 

tit a'lt tr ID.q_)::!f"d) iT'!! i, 
Tetst1 wo Jr,mm "ezsmri no kibn no oto samushi 

The sound of the teeth 
Of a rat biting iron 

Is cold. 

V;!K< M111~.: 1:1:·~,m.n,tt. 
Tera sam11/m shikjmi hamikobosu nez1<mi kana 

In the cold temple, 
The sound of a mouse 

Nibbling a chinese anise. 

Nowaki s/Ute neiumi no wataru niwatazumi 

A mouse 
Crossing a puddle 

In the autumn tempest. 

,j,;Jx~jfj~..-....1ti..,:01$:0)7j" m. fi1 
Sayo shigure tonari e /wiru kasa no oto 

On an umbrella, a patter of raindrops, 
But it enters next door ; 

The evening darkens. Ranran 

The poet is sitting alone in the house, reading desultorily, 
and though he does not realise it, lonely. It is raining 
outside. The sound of raindrops suddenly becomes louder. 
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It is the patter on an approaching umbrella. Will the 
person come here? The sound passes by and seems to enter 
the neighbour's. 

Silence is scattered like a broken glass. 
The minutes prick their ears and run about, 

Then one by one subside again and pass 
Sedately in, monotonously out. 

You bend your head and wipe away a tear. 
Solitude walks one heavy step more ncar.1 

1!iJ A 0)~1/).:tf-t tJ,~ns=m ti * 
Nanibito no nenu tomoshibi zo sayo sliigure 

Who is it that is awake, 
The lamp still burning? 

Cold rain at midnight. RyOta 

As is so often the case, the order of the parts of the haiku 
is of the greatest importance. If this verse had been written, 
as it could easily have been, 

1Jqt,:: m¥ ITHfiJ A t7J !~~tr -F 
Cold rain at midnight: 

Who is it that is awake, 
The lamp still burning ? 

the emphasis would he and remain on the light bur'ning in 
the lonely hut on the distant mountain-side. The rain would 
be only part of the scenery, a mere season-word in the 
poem. In the actual verse however, the melancholy of that 

I Solilwtk, by Harold Monro. 
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one star of light in the dark outside enables him to hear for 
the first time the rain that has been falling since dusk. 

M*l1-\"filiOJ rn,~ i ~ i•JJ 13 f11 ~ A. 
Halwshimo ya mcshi no Y" amaki asabiyori 

The first frost: 
Fine morning weather,~ 

How the rice-water tastes ! Chora 

The weather has got suddenly colder. This morning, 
frost lies white under a blue sky. The water in which the 
rice has been boiled, tasteless for a long time, is now deli 
cious to sip. 

Where is the Poetry in this? The poet felt there was 
something significant in it. The rice-water tastes different 
from before. Is there some change in himself or in the 
rice-water? The answer is yes. Scientifically speaking, he 
has changed. Poetically speaking, what he eats is changed 
for this morning he is tasting the blue sky and the white 
hoar-frost. 

;A",~'fr---:it.Vil:'h!f.l.taOJWi Tm 
Akald mi hi.to/su //obar~,m shima no 11iwa 

A red berry 
Spilled 

On the hoar-frost of the garden. 
Shiki 
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This red berry must be that of a nanten or nandin, but 
the (deliberate) lack of the name makes the verse a pure 
picture, instead of a 1·cprescntation of life. It is a spot of 
red upon white. Yet it is still hoar-frost, not mere whiteness; 
it is a berry, not a piece of red paper'. Noteworthy is the 
4, 7, 5. The shortness of the first 4 syllables brings out 
the round, hard clarity of the red berry on the white 
frost. 

~L~UJ.l@Y.l.tt--C~!,~-tJ,ft. "?I: 1,t 
Sabishiso no soko m1kete {11r11 mizore kana 

Sleet falling : 
Fathomless, infinite 

Loneliness. JOSO 

Soko nukete, literally, "the bottom falling out," is a 
Zen expression (applied to sudden enlightenment) very much 
more concrete and less sentimental than "fathomless, 
infinite." 

A leaden sky, bare branches above, dead leaves under 
foot, not a sound anywhere. Then there comes falling, not 
rain, which has the promise of growth, its many-sounding 
music, and the charm of its round bright drops; not the 
snow which unites aJI things as it beautifies them; but wet 
cold sleet, with neither life nor hope in it, It needs a God 
like mind to rejoice in it, and this is what the poet bas 
given us in this verse, and enabled us also to do. 
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tiil!!.1:::.;',Y.Jro.tt~-C~k';/'l,tJ,t,,:, 
F't,r,rikeni zOrishiz,.mitc mizorekana 
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The old pnnd ; 
A straw sandal sunk to the bottom, 

Sleet falling. Buson 

We cannot help thinking of Bash6's verse, Volume II, 
page 253, when we read the first line of this poem. Perhaps 
the simplest thing to say is that one represents spring with 
all its power and possibility; the other winter, the death 
of all things. 

tiJ21~7I'ci1!/C1JWJl!)t.:_11tr;J:-c t5 m 
Hatsuyuki ya s,,isen no ha "o tawmnu made 

The first snow : 
The leaves of the daffodils 

Arc just bending. BashO 

The delicacy of the observation is not less than that of 
Nature itself. A few flakes of snow, and the mind of the 
poet bends with the long, slender leaves. There is a similar 
but rather less simple verse by Buson: 

//ariaomc ya k()iso 110 fogni "'"""' lwdtJ 

Spring rain, 
Enough to wet the little shells 

On the small beach. 
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Note how Buson makes everything as small as possible. 
Shiki has a verse which is almost a parody of Bashc'a : 

6' s: ~!kt(!) Jrri K . .=': l;,_n;_ J: 
YMachi ya kacrn 110 tsum 11i mitsubu /wdo 

A summer shower ; 
About three drops 

On the frog's face. 

Hatsuyuki ya kake kakaritar,, hnslii no ue 

The first snow of the year, 
On the bridge 

They are making. Bashll 

This was composed when Bash6 was living at Fukagawa; 
the bridge was half-finished. The poetical point of this is 
of an extreme delicacy. It concerns the bringing together 
of the first soft, white snow and the new white wood of the 
bridge over which no traveller has yet passed. The vir 
ginity of both is brought out by their juxtaposition. 

t,J"11.-\~1tif.'>l'""-t:.t '..-fiafJil(})IIJ ,-. ffl 
Hatsuyuki ya umi wo lwdaletf doko 110 yama 

The first snow ; 
Beyond the sea, 

What mountains are they? Shiki 
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The snow falls for the first time, and as the poet 
gazes over the sea, he sees, as it also tor the first time, 
distant mountains capped with white snow shining in the 
morning sunshine. The snow can say too, "Behold, I make 
all things new!" 

Ten mo chi mo nashi ni yuki no (llrishikiri 

There is neither heaven nor earth, 
Only snow 

Falling incessantly. Hashin 

Thomson has expressed this, though in more words: 

Earth's universal face, deep hid and chill, 
Is one wide dazaling waste, that buries wide 
The works of man. 

J6s6 has a very similar verse; 

lftrt JlJ 'b~tc:.J(l(6*1..-Ctt.lC:. t ft. L 
No mo yama mo y,iki ni tororetc nani ma noshi 

Fields and mountains, - 
The snow has taken them all, 

Nothing remains. 
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The lights of the palace 
Are narrowed, 

This night of snow. Shiki 

On ordinar-y nights, the lamps of the palace blaze out 
into the darkness, but after the tall of snow, everywhere is 
lighter than usual, and when the lamps are lit, they appear 
smaller and dimmer by contrast. This is poetry from the 
degree of delicacy and fineness of the perceptions of the poet. 

ti°it!!.O)Ui'st:::.~~~,!;l'b•t;., T ffl. 
Fumike no oshidori ni y11ki /um yU!>e kana 

Evening snow falling, 
A pair of mandarin ducks 

On an ancient lake. Shiki 

There is a remarkable harmony here. The age of the 
lake has a deep affinity with the snow, which though it may 
be new in time is old in its seasonal meaning. The mandarin 
ducks also are somewhat artificial and more picturesque, 
less alive than other birds. 

~O)~-C}T,.;5 1 'b(7)/)i~'.J1.,'i£ =tr~ 
Nuoatori no nctc im 11chi tW miy,1ki kmw 

While the fowls 
Were asleep.c- 

A heavy fall of snow. Kien 
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The interest of this verse lies in the fact that the poet 
has written it from the point of view of the fowls, not his 
own. And implied is a picture that could never be painted, 
the fowls sitting on their perches in the dark hen-roost, 
eyes shut, oblivious of everything, while outside, in equal 
darkness invisible snow is silently falling; deeper and deeper 
it 'lies on the root and the ground. 

Kori11okosu s1is11ki no k11bu no yuki takas/,i 

On the stubs 
Left after cutting the pampas grass, 

The snow is high. Shikl 

This is a scene which everyone has seen in the Japanese 
countryside in winter. The pampas grass seeds, and it 
is cut down, and when the snow falls, accumulated snow 
makes a heap where the stubble of the pampas grass stood. 
This verse is simply a picture of a familiar scene, and its 
poetical virtue lies to a large extent in the very fact of 
choosing it out. It is an example ot 

And you must love him ere to you 
He will seem worthy oi your love. 

~t,1~ (!) n.~~ ;Ji:, !-th t.1 ,.,,.._,ml})~ ~ H 
Rakugaki nq kabe wo awaremu kesa 1W y11ki 
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The scribbling on the wall, 
Jt looks pitiful, 

This morn of snow Boson 

The pictures and writing that children have done on 
the white wall with charcoal have been there for a long 
time, but as a result of the fall of snow in the night the 
wall is brightly illuminated by the reflection of the snow in 
the morning sunlight. The snow bas shown up human 
nature in its triviality, its stupidity, its vulgarity, its worth 
lessness. But the poet feels worth and value in this very 
absence of it. In the same way, "wonder" will not account 
for poetry ; it is the "ordinary-wonderfulness" of things 
which we want, and it has. 

mz-~""tt.nttrom11Jt:i LkiJ•tt. e\: m 
Uma wo sae nagamuru yuki no ashita kana 

We gaze 
Even at horses, 

This morn of snow ! Basha 

Goethe says, as before quoted: "Ein wenig Regen, ein 
wenig Sonne, und es wird jeden Frtihling wieder grun." It 
is the same with winter, A little coldness in the upper air, 
and the whole world is renewed. Everything is dazzling 
white, sounds and sights completely changed. The poor 
pack-horees that our eyes avoided from pity or indifference 
are now objects of interest again, 



Fishing alone by a W inter River 

by Barin, ••. son of Baen, .C.ll, of the Sung Dynasty. 
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trbltr~~,11-M~s~ro 
2-11 

IL" 
Naga-naga to k,1w11 Jiilos,.ji ya ~mki 1w hara 

One long line of river 
Winds across 

The snowy moor. Bonchi'I 

The mind fluctuates between two desires, a desire fer 
novelty and a desire for repetition. It yearns for both 
variety and uniformity, the Manifold and the Unity. This 
is true of the mind's everyday workings and its highest 
flights. We see it in works of art and in science. If two 
incomparables may be compared, we must say that the 
pleasure of recognition goes deeper than that of surprise, 
and the true spirit of wonder is at what Emerson calls 
"the Ever-blessed One." The river is this, and the snowy 
moor is this. A modern verse, by Meisetsu, is also a beautiful 
picture in black and white: 

:!<:-A{lt-Al!IC>i.lt t,o,t, 
Onna hilari sii hitori y11ki no watasJ-,i kana 

A woman and a monk, 
Ferried across 

Through the falling snow. 

The boat glides across the black water, the white snow 
fall1:1 down over the whole picture, and there is a repetition 
of thia spatial motive of hor-izonrnl and vertical movement 
in the spiritual realm. The monk and the woman, though 
in the boat together, arc moving in different directions. 
This poem is a picture, but the significance of the form is 
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deepened by the correspondence and consequent intensifying 
power of the meaning of the objects composing the picrure. 

8 tJi tr. < ~ .t% t ~ rT) ~ L t: t.J, ft. E fli 
Higoro nikttki karasu mo y11ki no as/Uta krma 

How beautiful 
The usually hateful crow, 

This mom of snow ! Bash6 

"Hateful" is a very strong word and it is probably 
applied by Basho to the greedy, mischievous, impudently 
cynical, maliciously inquisitive, Iago-like character of the 
bird. But one touch of nature makes all things kin. 

!f tr. Ll.1 ~.:. 5 ;:_·<¥ii ts L ';!.: '1J tt! =f-ft.lE. 
No ni yama 11i u.goku mono noshi y11ki 110 asa 

On moor and mountain 
Nothing stirs, 

This mom of snow. Chiyo-ni 

This verse has a simplicity that is supremely fitting to 
the subject. Snow has a simplifying effect equivalent to that 
of the greatest artists. All unnecessary detail is obliterated, 
all unneceesary motion obscured. 
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J(jmi hi wo take yoki mono misen y,,llimaruge 

You light the fire, 
And J'll show you something nice.- 

A huge ball of snow ! Basho 

This is hardly poetry, but shows Bash6's overflowing 
gentleness and hospitality in a life of abject poverty, his 
sole worldly possessions being a few books and wridng 
materials. At this time Basho was living at Fukagawa. 
Sora, the disciple who accompanied him on the first part of 
Ills journey to Michinoku, provided him with a one-roomed 
hut, food, and firewood. One morning when Sora arrived 
at the hut, Bashd had been playing with the snow, rolling 
it into a great ball. The picture we get here is well done 
in the following haiku by Oemaru: 

~j{,vf*@'5tt..-::>-CLiLH·tlJ 
Yukimamge Okiu natte s/dmaikeri 

The snowball 
Finally grew 

Immense. 

One can see the exhausted toilers standing there with 
red hands and g!owing faces, gazing on their handiwork, 
now too heavy to roll another inch. Compare also the 
following by Yaczakura: 

Y,c/,imm·,.gc lu1yu mo c/iiA·riru no oyobazaru 
Jlow soon 

The snowball 
Got beyond our strength ! 
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The snow falls down without weight or strength and we 
begin to roll a ball of it. It gets bigger and bigger, until, 
quite suddenly, we find we cannot move it, it is too large 
and heavy. The poetic point is not of course the contrast 
between the snow and the snowball. It. is in the contrast 
between our strength and the weight of the ball. It is in the 
suddenly perceived relation between spirit and matter. We 
forget when we talk in fine phrases of love conquering 
death, of eternal beauty, of the power of the mind, that 
after all it is matter that has the final word,-and this is 
what we perceive when the snowball will not budge. 

ift;. fJ r;:.eJC~trm-\b:fil ib c - "{'~ 
Okumi nari ni f11kikom11 yuld ya makz,ra moto 

In the form of an okumi, 
The snow sifts in 

At my pillow. 

This verse has the prescript "Issa in a state of illness," 
-1tf!i'J qi I!) -C 1,,, t.:. 0 <. The seams of the door and the 
space between the plaster and posts of the wall allow the 
snow to blow in. The fine particles gradually collect on 
the floor in a fan-shaped form which Issa has described as 
like an okumi, the gradually widening insertion or inset that 
lies along a kimono from the " collar " downwards. As Issa 
lies there, he watches the snow form into this simple pattern, 
and with the same " simple " mind, describes it. It is in 
this simplicity of m.iod that the poetry of this verse consists- 
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~<tt<t.bb:R.S..A!i~J:Qo::>~ l!i !fl 
Sak1'-Sak" lo wara kll nma y11 yoru ,w y«ki 

Crunch, crunch,- 
The horse munching straw; 

An evening of snow. Kyfikoku 

The relation between the sound ot the horse eating the 
chopped straw and the silence of the fall of the snow is 
a strange and deep one. How far off they are from each 
other, and yet the very contrast between them, each intensi 
fying the other, makes us feel them both as "portions of 
eternity too great for the eye (and ear) of man." 

~ )gts. 1J,i!J!/"(-? r1 rJ) ~ 

Mass«gu 11a shoben ana ya kado iw yu/U 

The straight hole 
Made by pissing 

In the snow outside the door. Issa 

The lavatoi-y is outside the house, separate from it, and 
the snow has already fallen to the depth of two or three 
feet. Issa just opens the door and makes water into the 
deep snow. A round, straight hole is left in the snow, 
slightly discoloured, and it somehow makes an impression on 
him which is no different from that which is always the 
sign of the working of poetr-y, its secret life within him. 
He writes his verse, not in spite of, not because of the 
peculiarity of the subject, but simply because (and the 
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" simply " has an important meaning: here) it insisted 011 

its being expressed. A gooJ haiku is to be distinguishe.'1. 
from a poor one by the depth of the impression i- makes on 
the reader; there is no other standard, though we are on 
our guard against artificiality, sentimentality, exaggeration, 
intellectuality, excessive strain, cynicism, and some other 
unnamed enemies of poetry. 

t: t: -r lhf!~@"~O ~q-;1Xfil/J• ts: IL ti: 
Tatazumeba neo furu: yuki no yomichi kana 

Standing still 
In the evening road, 

The snow fell more insistently. 
Kit6 

When we are walking along a snowy road at night, we 
are busy with our own locomotion, but when we stand still, 
the snow seems to fall more rapidly, and we can hear its 
soft swiftness. 

1,., -g 1 t 'I!• tr "If. !11.:::. t. }'_;, ~~: JJ& ":f -e- E 1!J 
lea yukan y1d/1111i ,ii l,·orob1, tol.oro made 

Now then! 
Let's go snow-viewing, 

Till we tumble down I 
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This has the same vehemence of spirit as Chriet'a 

Unto seventy times seven ! 
pon a subject of similar gentleness. 

2-17 

::Jt t' t n: 1 vt -c < ;:11, vt 1J '¥1]: rJ) m ~ r,; 
Inudomo ga yokete lmrd1eri y,iki ,w michi 

The dogs 
Kindly get of the way, 

In the snowy road. 

There is only a single track in the middle of the road, 
where the snow has been trodden down enough to walk. 
Not being sure of their reception, dogs that come in the 
opposite direction move aside to allow someone to pass, and 
then come back and run along the narrow path again. 
Here is a whole world of feeling, of the lives of human 
beings who suffer their J,XIOT relations to dwell amongst 
them for profit, material and sentimental; and of dogs, who 
have enough intelligence to know who are the lords of 
creation. 

=A~L,~114-,1y.t,f1'fi1Jf-t~1J, 15 1.\i 
Futari misld y11ki wa i,otoshi 1110 f11rikeru ka 

The snow we snw come clown. 
Has it fallen, 

This year too i' Basha 
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This has the prescript : "Sent to Etsujin, thinking of 
our sleeping together in poverty last year," :k &f IJ) 1~ ~ 'S:" 
.\'.!. (} /:tl L. -c ~ A tC:. m:t 9. This verse has several meanings. 
It asks whether there is any change of heart, any alteration 
of mind both towards the snow and towards himself. It 
also suggests that the snow last year and that of this year 
are no different. Time and eternity, the personal and 
impersonal are blended in this simple verse. 

Kaee no y"ki tatazmm, ware wo furimeg11rt1 

The windy snow 
Falling and blowing around me 

As I stand here. Chora 

What a world of unspoken, unspeakable poetic life is 
revealed in this verse, as surely as shrieks and cries attest 
agony of soul, as unmistakably as the cold corpse shows 
that the spirit has returned to God who gave it. And how 
is th.is done? With a paucity of material, surpassed per 
haps in life, but not in art. In fact, it le the simple elimi 
nation of the unessential that brings out what was there 
all the time, 

As perchance, carvers do not races make, 
But that away, which hid them them, do take.1 

I Donne, The CrOBSe. 



Winter Mountain 

Attributed to K,)zenki, ;tUVJ, a Chinese 
painter unknown in China, said by S5ami 
(d. 1525) to belong to the Yuan Dynasty, 
1279-1368. 
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Friru y11/ri no no 1U s/tin11M ware mo yuMbtJ!okl 

Should I perish 
On this snowy moor, I also 

Shall become a snow- Buddha. 
Ch6sui 

A snow-Buddha is a snow-man, in Japan usually an 
effigy of Daruma. The poet says that if he freezes to death 
on this vast plain on which the snow is falling, he will 
become a Buddha. This verse is partly humorous, but 
partly serious. He has grasped his fate with a strong hand, 
and in so far as he does this, he has attained Buddhahood. 

-A-:5!>.~tf:~.3:.r1..IT<~Jl'IJ,tt.. ll'J:Mi!I!. 
Hitr,,i zutsu /1<rikaJmreyuk1, yukimi kano. 

Snow-viewing, 
One by one they disappear 

In the falling snow. Katsuri 

They have gone, as spectators, to look at the snow and 
the scenery it bas recreated, but the snow is not thus 
passive. The snow falls upon them, as one by one, in single 
file, they walk along the narrowed path. The snow which 
they are going to gaze at swallows each one up into its 
eilence and white darkness. 
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:J'\/;-'ll'ft.,\t',-"t!~LS.'t,:7JJ:: Jt. ~ 
Waga yuki to omoeba ~·arushi hasa no u~ 

When I think it is my snow 
On my hat, 

It seems light. Kikaku 

There is a short story by Chekov about a stray dog. 
A crowd collects and decides to get rid of the nasty creature, 
when someone says it belongs to the local Police Inspector. 
Immediately they all begin to praise the beauty and sagacity 
of dogs in general and this dog in particular, when another 
man says no, it only looks like the Police Inspector's dog, 
and public opinion at once veers round, and all the Vicars 
of Bray decide that it is a blot on the landscape and 
a disgrace to the town, and so on and so on. 

The mind is its own place, and in itself 
Can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven. 

This explanation is of the tallowing popular form of 
Kikaku 's verse: 

1\tn; t ITJ C ,t',"'-t!~V. L~VJ~ 
Waga mono to amoeba korushi kasa no yieki 

When I think it is mine, 
The snow on the umbrella 

Is light. 

Shiki rightly says that it must be -:J~ 1.)t fil. c. }~, X.. ~:!, "When 
I think it is my snow." 

As a haiku, the poetry iies in the intimate feeling of 
ownership by the poet of the snow which is on his own 
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umbrella, but the verse lends itself to generalization 
easily that it cannot be called a good one. 

251 

l!ffik.!:.~""'-LP[J<-?~O)["J :ti:* 
60 lo iedo tataku ya yuki ,w mon, 

"Yes! Yes!" I cried, 
But someone still knocked 

On the snow-mantled gate. Kyorai 

One cold snowy night the poet was sitting by the brazier 
when someone began knocking at the outer gate. He 
hurriedly got up and went outside, calling out, "All right! 
I am coming ! " but for some reason or other the person 
outside continued to knock. 

The point of the poem lies in the poet's lack of: know 
edge as to why the person outside did not stop knocking. And 
this my'sterious knocking is in some way connected with the 
snow that has piled up on the roof of the gate and blown 
halfway up the door itself. This too, the identity of meaning 
of the thick layer of snow and the dull, continuous, blind 
knocking, is a mystery. Compare Kyoroku's quieter verse 
on page 311. 

¢0)~--::iiilll §'v}' < ~O);(,-} ~I:; ~ 
Korakasa no ifmtsu sugiyulm y11ki 110 fore 

Many umbrellas 
Are passing by, 

This eve of snow. Hokushi 
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The art of haiku is not to make poetry, or even to see 
and record poetical things and events as they chance to 
appear and occur, but rather to seize the inner essence o! 
any commonplace, everyday occurrence, to touch that inner 
nerve of life, of existence, that runs through the dullest and 
most unmeaning fact. 

Snow has been falling all day. The flakes are large. 
Through the dusk people pass, their walk soundless, their 
origin and destination unknown, their form and sex indistin 
guishable, hardly more than moving umbrellas, snow above, 
beneath and all around them. The snow and the umbrellas 
hide the unessential elements, thus revealing-what? 

a~~~G•c~•GC·E· •Em 
Waga ko nara tomo niwa yaraji yoru tW y11ki 

Were he my child, 
He should not accompany you, 

This night of snow ! UkO-ni 

This is a very well-known verse, and expresses the 
tenderness of a "woman's care" that overflows to children 
not her own, but some critics consider this to have no value 
at all as haiku. It needs, however, a tougher- mind than 
mine to reject it, and it seems one of those rare exceptions 
where morality and poetry are indistinguishable. In any 
case, it is unreasonable to refuse the verse simply because 
it expreeeee a union of feeling between the woman and 
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a boy, not her own, who was to accompany her husband 
through the snowy night wi h a lantern, -and does not 
deal with crickets or ehcr-ry-bloesoms. Where it is lacking, 
is in the fact that the snow is only a stage-prnperty; it is 

t;imply cotton-wool, paper snow, like that of Uncle Tom's 
Cabin. There is a similar verse, probably later than the 
former,' by Kanri : 

2}.,;7J l=l-\'°&,:h.i, A(!);-*1J:ft;·o· 
Yuki no hi yn are mo J,ito no ko taruliiroi 

A day of snow ; 
He also is somebody's son, 

That empty-barrel collector. 

ft may not be poetry, but it is good democracy. 

::k~Ct~9rt9G.IJ(!).!::.tifL~ ~tt 
6yuki to nari keri seki no tozashidoki 

A heavy snow-fall , 
They are just about to close 

The great gate of the barrier. 
Buson 

The poet has been plodding along the road towards the 
barrier. The snow is deep and is still falling. It is growing 
dark, and the soldiers are just i::i-oin~ to shut the barrier 

1 Uk6-ni was the wife of 8"Jnch5, d.1714, and the elder sister 
of Kyorai, b. Hi51. Kami died 1732. 
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gate. As he hurries towards it, it looms up higher than 
usual with many feet of snow upon it. 

The lofty barrier with its ponderous gates has some 
deep affinity with the snow in the gathering darkness. It is 
something more than the mere feeling of physical wtight, 

+-Wfii'ii ,l, b /:;:, ~!Jk.W.b• t;. T !fl. 
/uikki omote mo furam1 fub11ki kana 

Eleven knights 
Ride through the whirling snow 

Without turning their heads. Shiki 

These eleven horsemen ride through the blizzard, the 
wind blowing around them, but none of them turns his 
head to avoid the wind or look round. Besides the intensity 
of storm and riders, there is the straight lines of the eleven, 
and the swirling, criss-cross lines of the snowflakes. 

mn,-i.t c n~l:tl-tl!k.ffl:ti•tt. ~ tt 
Y adokase to katana nagedasu /11buki kana 

Coming in from the whirling snow, 
" A lodging for the night ! " 

And he throws down his sword. 
Buson 

It is not necessary to limit this man to a member of 
the samurai claes, though for the picture it may be better 
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The door is suddenly opened, the snow and wind come 
in, and with it an exhausted traveller who has at last 
reached this hut as night is beginning to fall. He throws 
down his sword on the tatami and gasps his request, almost 
a demand, for a night's lodging here. "Throwing down the 
sword" expresses perfectly his state of mind and body, 
his extremity of feeling. The onomatopoeia is noteworthy. 
The sounds of d, t, g and k predominate. 

{i',"/J,~~:kM~~O'J~-::>~~ ~ # 
Yndo lwsrnm hokag~ ya yr,ki no ietsuu,ki 

Denied a lodgi.ng,- 
The lights from a row of houses 

In the snow. 

On a journey, the poet reached a village when dusk 
had already fallen, and was refused a night's lodging,-not 
altogether unexpectedly, for solitary travellers late at night 
were not welcomed. Buson retreats from the house, and 
looks back at it and the houses that stand beside it. The 
lights from within shine over the snow under the dark sky. 
He gazes at this scene for a moment, not objectively, as 
without human meaning; not as "man's inhumanity to 
man," but as life, as existence, as poetry, in which the 
poet and the scene are undivided. When they are seen as 
two things, we get the always solemn words of Marcus 
Aurelius: 
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Let aught external, that so chooses, befall those 
parts which can feel the effects of its incidence. They 
may complain if they will. But ( myself have taken 
no hurt, so long as I refrain from pronouncing what 
has chanced an evil. And tnie abstention is within 
my power. 

:fj~O)iJtt!-t-F~~~O);fJ; ~ A 
Andon tW susuke zo sam14ki y11ki no kure 

The night-light is smoke-stained, 
Snow falls chill 

Through the dusk. Etsujin 

An andon is a kind of night-light made of wood and 
paper. In Etsujin's life-time (he was a pupil of Bash6) 
they were usually small oil lamps emitting more smoke 
than light. The whole thing would soon become sooty, and 
it is this sootiness which is the central point of the poem. 
The cold night, the gloom, snow falling with its almost 
soundless sounds, the melancholy of it all in a straw-thatched 
hut that leaks here and there,-it is summed up in the soot 
that begrimes the paper and wood of the lamp. This is as 
cold to the mind as the snow outside. 

h•Gh•a;,,,--:,;.mf/<!!l"'ll' !I >l 
/{arakoso no hitotsu sugiyuku y,,ki no kure 
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An umbrella-one alone 
Passes by: 

An evening of snow. Yaha 

25? 

It is a never-ending source of intellectual wonder that 
the more we decrease the quantity of material, the number 
of things, the deeper the meaning becomes. For poetry it 
is hardly necessary to be able to count above one. This 
single umbrella, nothing else seen, moving through the snowy 
dusk,-as we gaze at it passing by, the mind moving with 
the umbrella and with no more thought and emotion than 
it, we know the meaning of the umbrella and him who holds 
it, and That which holds all things as they pass by. But 
this is what we say to anyone who asks what we are 
looking out at. This is not the reabn of our experience, 
not the movement of things which we share, but only the 
chattering of wo:rds around it. The same experience is seen 
in the following by Bonchd; it belongs to autumn: 

f(i,J 17) *17) .m. ~~ -JJ, ~it~-;;;.~"/), ts: 
l{jy; sro ki no kaze ni kamawanw ocJliba hana 

Regardless of wind, 
A leaf of the paulownia 

Falls. 

IOl"'"'"~, ,.,,-r!!i"',i "" 
Jliyodorino sorekiri~i, y:,kinokllf'e 
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A bulbul cried, 
And cried no more : 

Snow fell through the dusk Aro 

After the bulbul1 cries, "Pee·a, pee-a," there is silence; 
it grows darker, and the snow seems to fall more swiftly. 

li;yk~~CtJ:'?-Cbl!JlitL ~ m 
Tokidoki ya arare to natte kaze tsuyoshi 

Now and again 
It turns to hail ; 

The wind is strong. Shiki 

This is a scene in which the vagueness is the beauty of 
it, vagueness of scene that is left undescribed, vagueness of 
time. There is nothing but wind and gusts of rain and 
hail, but in them we feel the power of nature in its destruct 
ively constructive forms. In the following verse, also by 
Shiki, there is an addition of place, of the human element, 
of loneliness, given by the empty boat: 

;:; Jlr <D <1' IC tc <i L >., lil ii» ts 
Suteb1me no naka ni tabasllir,1 arnre kana 

1 The Brown-eared Bulbul. Its body is bluish grey, the cheeks 
reddish brown. It has a habit of nying from brancb to branch, calling 
•• pee-a, pee-a." "It also likes berries, and sometimes it ventures 
to o:nne to the garden to eat the fruit of " nandin" and of other 
trees that bear berrtes," The above verse is a modern one. 
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In the abandoned boat, 
The hail 
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Bounces about. 
In the ordinary way the hail bounces only at one angle, 

but the inside of the boat is curved and the hail dances 
about in every direction. There is also a connection between 
the wanton, rree-ror-alt antics of the hail, and the boat left 
there without owner or boatman. The hail is thrown away 
into the thrown-away boat. 

Yobikaesu funauri miem, arareka,,a 

Going out to call back the cruican-seller, 
He was not to be seen ; 

Hail began to fall. Bonch8 

This verse needs no explanation, but literally it is: 
"Calling back the crucian-seller, not visible, hail." 

Such a state of mind, an extremii:y which is God's 
opportunity, is perhaps the commonest poetic experience of 
so-called unpoetic people. Poets and psychologists attend to 
such things, for they are accustomed to notice how a dilemma, 
a lack of outlet for action cnusea the mind to become 
abnormally receptive. They are quick to remark upon the 
peculiar meaning: of some trivial or habitual occurrence 
The hail would never have been attended to were it not for 
the non-plussed condition caused by the disappearance of 
the fishmonger when he was expected to return. 
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,.,f.1,IJbl-~~"?.t:.l?tL~.JA'~ § ffi 
lkames/liki oto ya arare 110 J,inokigasa 

How sternly majestic. 
The sound of the hail 

On my hinokigasa. Basha 

The rattle of the hail-stones, like arrows on armour, 
gives a feeling of the nature of both the kasa, a kind of 
umbrella-hat made of strips of cypress wood, and the hail. 
In another verse by Bash6 we see the same thing with hail 
and rocks: 

1i LlJ dJ 1i ~~ t.: ~! L. 0 n\ic t,, ts 
/shi.yama 1W ishi ni tabashiru orare kana 

The hail-stones 
Glance off the rocks 

Of the Stony Mountain. 

A modern poet, Kyoshi, adds humnn emotion to the 
mere sounds, reminding us of Wordsworth as a boy: 

lit 1" t.';; ,IUll 'f'"' '&t~ I'll f.l: n. ~ 
Nusundaru kakaShi 1W kasa ni amc kySi nari 

How heavy the rain 
On the kasa I stole 

From the scarecrow 1 

Thoreau says in Walden, l/£glwr Laws: 

Our whole life la startlingly moral. There is 
never an instant's truce between virtue and vice. 

Even to atea1 from a scarecrow makes us uneasy, and 
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renders us more sensitive to impressions. So the rain that 
falls on the kasa that he has " appropriated " fairly thunders 
in his ears. 

1.l1hl~*~~:lbtrAii,O)Jt "fr. tt- 
y ama-kaze ya arare f1<kikom,1 wna no mimi 

The mountain blast ! 
The hail is driven 

Into the horse's ear. Taira 

This verse expresses the power and omnipotence of 
nature in a homely and humorous way. We see clearly the 
small pellets of ice, and the coarse hairs in the ear ot the 
horse. 

Ef'#Hcl'ifo:)TfO) < C;i i ,'& ::;. m 
Kanit,an ni orare no oto 1w ki1¥osa kam, 

On the deck 
The sound of the hail 

Is dark. Shiki 

On hearing the hail, the idon of an overcast sky is 
instantly presented to the mind, so that the sound seems 
dark as ice looks cold. But in addition to this, the hollow, 
pattering sound or the hail on the deck above sounds dark 
initaelf. 
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,, ~ r!J\ Ii L ? IP b• A- 3i >, "n 1' 1/; 
/za kodamo hashiriaruka11 tamaarare 

Look, children, 
Hail-stones ! 

Let's rush out! Bash6 

This may be compared with some of Wordsworth's 
minor poetry, where superficial readers can see but little. 
It is little, but that little is something precious. The poet 
felt that "twinge" at the moment, even when he failed 
to express it, even though there was a still-biz-th, and 
the appropriate language was not generate:1 by the experience. 
What is peculiarly beautiful about Bash6's verse is the fact 
that Bash6's ejaculation, "Let's rush out," expresses the 
hail far more than it does Bash6's attitude towards the 
hail. It gives us the very nature of the hail itself, in its 
swift, bouncing, rushing mobility. 

- i; A, ,qi 1' :/OcJd, >, c; n b• ts - ?Ii 
Issan ni tonde hi ni iru arare kana 

Hail, 
Flying into the fire 

As fast as its legs can carry it. 
Issa 

The faithfulness of things, their will to live which is 
united to an equal will to die, the constructive and deetruc 
tive .both working to the utmost limit, begins to be deformed 
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in the higher animals and is hopelessly perverted in men. 
The (apparent) power to choose that human beings have 
makes them heat the fire hotter, into which they fall as fast 
as the rest of things, as swiftly as the hail-atones. Issa is 
also perhaps thinking of the moths of summer that flutter 
round the lamps, attracted yet afraid. 

UI~,OJ~f-'.'..li! L:/lJJjj<, ff tt 
Yamadera no smmri ni lwyas/li. llats..gOri 

In the ink-stone 
Of the mountain temple, 

The first ice is early. Buson 

The night before, he was writing, and when he gets up 
he finds the ink frozen. The season is too early tor this to 
happen in ordinary places. In the ice that has formed in 
the well of the ink-slab, Busan sees the remoteness and 
height of the temple where he is staying. 

Jfli.:b.?i-!>~QJ7J<QJh"f!1i1;,tJ,tx. -e: m 
Kame wareru yoru no kOri 110 nezame kana 

I woke up suddenly, 
With the ice of a night 

When the water-pot burst. Bs1shB 

The form of the expression in Japanese shows us that 
what Basho experienced was an aural perception of the 
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"Buddha nature" of ice. He "woke up" to what ice was. 

~(JJJ.j1~;:.itl!.~IJ;l_)<.;},,0~',\~ Cf ;1.Q 
~fori no 11ako 11i ike ari kJri at:mki kana 

A pool, 
Deep in the forest ; 

The ice is thick. Shiki 

In this simple verse, in the mere thickness, the extra 
thickness of the ice, a whole world is revealed. The depth 
of the forest, its remoteness from human habitation, the 
pale sunlight that leaks through the highest boughs of the 
trees, the late morning, the early evening, -all are contained 
in this one phrase, "The ice is thick." 

It is thick because the sun hardly peuetrates to the 
surface of the pond, but this explanation, however true, is 
not the living, poetical truth. In the mere thickness of the 
ice we see the power of nature, the stern inevitability of 
things. 

>tL1<tCjkhoi!Hd(lL,try *11 
Tomoshibi ni i.Orcru f11d11 wo kog(lshikeri 

I burnt 
The frozen brush 

In the lamp-flame. Tairo 
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The night was so cold that when the poet opened his 
brush and ink-box, and made ink with the ink-stick, he found 
that the brush was frozen. Tie tried to thaw it in the flame 
of the lamp, but through his carelessness, the brush was 
burnt, or rathe:r, singed. The whole verse, and the final 
picture, the poet sitting looking at the spoiled brush, the 
silence outside and inside, the intense cold, the feeble light 
of the wick floating in oi\,-this is all an expression of lone 
liness, inevitable, and of no ulterior meaning, 

7KQffQ)itlJ 5 tJ,tJ>..S-.IatJ•h. ~ ft 
KOru hi no abrtro ukagau nezumi ka"a 

A rat approaches 
The freezing oil 

Of the lamp. Buson 

There are certain subjects, such as scarecrows, mice, 
fallen leaves, chrysanthemums, upon which all poets write 
well. There must be some deep relation between human 
beings and these things. The light of the lamp flickers, 
gutters, goes out; the oil begins to solidify in the cold. A 
rat approaches the lamp, its nose twitching, its jerky move 
ments betraying its fearful eagerness. The extinguished, 
silent lamp, the motionlcss yet palpitating rat,-" these have 
a deep meaning, but when we wish to express it, the words 
suddenly fail us."' 

1 See T6enmei's poem, given in Zen in Engfjsh Literatiu-e, page 61. 
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Nani yue ni na~ijika aru tsurara zoya 

Why 
Are some icicles long, 

Some short? Dnitsura 

We are poets and sages in so far as we do not ask such 
questions, or rather, asking them we expect no answer, and 
do not desire one. To keep thmgs in this state of wonder 
and suspense, to want without desire, to love deeply without 
attachment,-this is the real part of all our living. Then the 
differeat lengths of the icicles, the different heights of wooden 
palings, the difference between the sun and the moon, these 
things are of perpetual and never-ending surprise, for 

A long thing is the Long Body of Buddha; 
A short thing is the Short Body of Buddha. 

cffec<Hiciz!t, Jl'i'<i'Jl'i/z!'J- lili'ottfaJr,J 

llflJI> OJ Jl,.,:,;; i' b• G -> G G b• ta - ,r; 
Nobotoke no Ilana no saki kara tsurara kana 

The Buddha on the moor, 
From the end of his nose 

Hangs an icicle. Issa 

We see here the difference between Christianity and 
Buddhism, or rather, between the English and the Japanese, 
in their concept of nature, of religion, and of the uses (and 
necessities) of humour, 



THE WINTER WIND 

;:_t,>r;, L~:6"t.::~:fj7/<Q)l;'1. 
Kogm,nsJ,i ya iwa ni sokey,,/m miz1< ,w koe 

''" 

The winter storm , 
The voice of the rushing water, 

Tom by the rocks. Buson 

The phrase ~ :ff, might be translated literally "tearing," 
that is, the " tearing " is literal, for the water swiftly 
flowing is torn in two by the rocks which stick out above 
the water. However, this verse is entirely aural, as Meisetsu 
observes with his penetrating brevity: '' This has its poetical 
import entirely for the ear," ,Jk it ~ U'. tJ, I) Q) ~ t._ I) • 

;;fd·1i-?i'J"1:::.WlHi-cl....-?itJ>.o. ~ m 
Kogm-ashi yo toke ni kak •• rete s/iiznmarim1 

The winter tempest 
Hid itself in the bamboos, 

And grew still. Bashi! 

A great gust of wind comes roaring towards the bamboo 
grove; the bamboos sway and toss, the leaves quiver and 
rustle, then everything is still and silent again, all that 
force and sound swallowed up completely . 

.:.ntr;:,L~~li1ilitrAQ)l'm -g!I 
IWFoshi yo lwbarc itamu llito no kao 
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The tempest is blowing : 
Someone's painfully 

Swollen face. Bashil 

The harmony here is one of grotesqueness: the swollen, 
disfigurod, grimacing face, and the blustering, insolent, 
uncouth wind have a peculiar relation to each other that 
defies intellectual analysis. 

It is interesting to compare this to another verse of 
Bash6's, in which he uses a boil to bring out the delicacy 
and femininity of the willow-tree : 

,1 .ti¥;) t:: ~ Vi O WP 0) Lt;.."" IJ, ts: 
Harcmono ni sauraru yanagi no shinae kana 

As if touching a tumour, 
The drooping branches 

Of the willow. 

Spinoza says, 

Whenever, then, anything in nature seems to us 
ridiculous, absurd, or evil, it is because we have but 
a partial knowledge of things, and are in the main 
ignorant of the order and coherence of nature as 
a whole, and because we want everything to be 
arranged according to the dictates of our own reason; 
although in fact, what our reason pronounces bad is 
not bad as regards the order and laws of universal 
nature, but only as regards the laws of ow· own 
nature taken separately.' 

• Tractaha Politicus, Ch. a. 



THE W INTER \V[ND 

J.13. -?,J<fiUJ ;:_ it o Wn'£ 
Koift1roslri ya kaislri 110 kok,r,, ilabisaslii 
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The cold blast ; 
Small stones rattling 

On the planks of the pent-roof. 
Buson 

In this verse there is no talk about seeing the world in 
a grain of sand ; it is actually heard in the small stones 
rattling over the pent-house roof. And in the dry harsh 
timbre, we feel the same meaning as in the sound of the 
wind, the bleakness and deathliness of winter. Another 
excellent verse with a slightly different meaning,-the sting 
and bitterness of winter, is the following: 

Jf3.-'f'Wfn,:_,J,:fia'!Jkt;!;;.--co 
Kogarashi ya kane ni kois}ri wo fukiateru 

The winter tempest 
Blows small stones 

Onto the temple bell. 

Other verses in which Busan has used stones to express the 
nature of the winter wind : 

m.~!Jlf MQJ ;s{:- un.;..:nt.: o 
Kogarashi yn nngaw11 no ishi wo fumiwatarii 

The winter tempest; 
Crossing over the stones 

Of the river on the moor. 

m.~1•;1, (DJl-::ri I] t.=.J,!.'iJ> O 
Ko/P'(JShi yo haJah no koi,hi me ni miyuru 
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The winter tempest ; 
The small stones of the field 

Are clearly seen. 

He has used stones also to show the peculiar quality of the 
winter moor, the cold wind being taken for granted: 

"( G "( G C 1i v~ B (7) mt 7,:, .+ti !R- ii» ft. 
Teralera to ishi ni Id no teru kareno kana 

Brightly the sun 
Shines on the stones 

Of the withe.red moor. 

'I, ICa,',cllli i. --Ciel<. o l/i'lf b, ts: 
/s/,i ni sJ,i wo daisllite sugu.ru karenn kana 

Writing a poem about a stone, 
And passing on, - 

The withered moor ! 

'£1'.ii* C L--C1ivt. B (7.)J.....7.:ittim}n,ts:. 
ShOjO to shite ishi ni hi no iru kare no kana 

Dreary and desolate, 
The sun sinks behind the stones 

On the withered moor . 

. (J.j;: IC'!,<');/( ,c Jl, <> l/ilJlt b•t, 
Jkizue ni ishi ,w Iii wo mim kareno kana 

Sparks on a stone 
From the palanquin-bearer's staff, 

Ove:r the withered moor. 

;+;:~ff) -~Hi&> tJ vt tJ f~GT)fr ~ * 
Kopashi no hate wa arikeri umi nn oto 
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The winter blast 
Has its final end 

[n the sound uf the sea. Gansui 

All day long the wind has been :raging. Towards evening 
the wind drops. and the roaring of the waves is heard in 
the distance. There is a very obvious connection between 
the blowing of the tempest and the clamour of the sea-shore, 
between the subsidence of the sound of the wind and the 
rising of that of the water This is Emerson's "systole and 
diastole of nature." But we must also say, with Blake: 

The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the 
raging of the stormy sea, and the destructive sword, 
are portions of eternity too great for the eye of man. 

There is also a feeling of the unceasing work of nature, as 
in Keats' sonnet: 

It keeps eternal whisperings around 
Desolate shores, and with its mighty swell 
Gluts twice ten thousand caverns. 

$Hr~·ll!:li-~ 1:. /ilaU"J'i'r E 1.ti 
Fuyugtire ya yo wa /Jito iro .,; liaze 110 oto 

Winter desolation: 
In a world of one colour 

The sound of the wind. BashO 
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The zracs is brown, and branches bare, 

The sedge has wither'd fa-orn the lake, 
And no binls sing. 

Winter has taken away the colours from the earth; the 
only sound is that of the wind, of no tone-colour, a wind 
that tells, in its harshness, of withered leaves, dry sticks 
and sharp stones, waste and empty places. 

5i?t5-t',ll;i1t,fill:<.b?-?0)[1J ;l.t. -j;!j 

Urag.:zre ya nma mo moc/li ,UI 11tsu no yama 

On Mount Utsu 
All is withered and desolate : 

The horse also eats the mochi. 
Kikaku 

Mt. Utsu, * flt UJ, refers to a mountain pass in Suruga 
no Kuni, 1 ® iii]" 11) ~. where there was the customary tea 
house for the refreshment of travellers, with the equally 
customary special delicacy of the district. 

All touches of nature make the whole world kin. Some 
body gives the horse a rice-cake. The horse puts his ears 
forward, takes the cake with his thick lips, and begins to 
munch it. The sacrament of eating together is performed, 
all are companions. Eat and be eaten is the law of life. 
But what is this •' touch of nature" in a world where 
everything is natural? ·- 
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.: n: r:-, L-? V- t: .!:. --::> i-? < ~ IJ ~ ~ U 
Ko[Pfashi ya hita lo tsunuuuku ,muWri nma 

A wintry wind : 
The horse suddenly stumbles 

As it comes back home. Buson 

Evening is falling, a cold, gusty wind blows along the 
:road. An old horse, thin and bony, hastens its step as it 
nears the village. Suddenly it stumbles over a stone in the 
uneven ground. And this pathos has something to do with 
the meaning of the poem. Sometimes, in some circumstances, 
in some moods, the breaking of a plate, of even a pencil 
point, some accidental occurrence causes us to feel in a mo 
ment all the tragedy of life, its uselessness, its constant 
danger', the preca:riousness of happiness, the enmity of 
Nature, the anger of God, the ultimate annihilation of the 
universe. The verse above i1:1 born of one of these moments. 
It we speak of the tired horse, its thinness and hunger, still 
a long way to go,-this is morality; it may be sentimentality, 
but it is not poetry. The real "pathos" of the horse is 
seen when it is in its dark stable, eating its evening meal, 
its luminous eyes half-shut. It is the eagerness, the hopes 
which are tragic, not despair or desperation. It is the grati 
tude of men that leaves us mourning. But the sudden 
stumbling of the horse has ita poetic meaning in this verse 
by virtue of its myetericue relation with the violent wind that 
is blowing its mane and tail. When the horse stumbles, some 
feeling far above pity and fear is aroused, which nevertheless 
springs from them and cannot exist without them. The 
stumble causes us a deep, painful joy,-which is, itself, the 
poetic life. 
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;;t,.:M~::.-!e:"!J}.:~ cn;:o#nnn,t.r. 15 m 
Kogarashi ni iwo fukitogaru sugima kana 

The rocks among the cryptomerias 
Are sharpened 

By the withering blast. Basho 

The scene is of the sharp rocks lying beneath the pointed 
cryptomerias, and the piercing wind that blows among 
them. The coldness of the wind and the jagged edges of 
the rocks are in a deep harmony that is expressed as causal 
in character. Compare Chora's (later) verse on page 213. 

;;;fU.1>t.:>L~iJ,t.:,J:V:~:tLLitill.~:!:JJ ~ m 
Kogarashi ya karayobi sareshi ammabO 

In the winter blast, 
The amma 

ls called in vain. Issa 

The winter wind sweeps away the voice of someone 
calling to the amma, or masseur, and the blind man walks 
on, blowing his plaintive whistle of two notes. This picture 
of futility Issa perfected after three trials: 

1/lf Jl -'?tr f,'Of V' /; 11, I., !Jl!JiliJ;lj 
Kangetsu ya muda yobisareshi zatObO 

Under the winter moon, 
A fl"uitless cry 

For the blind man. 
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~no:~ ~trt.::11-f U: ~ .tv'C A: Q ~ITT 
Yoamma ya 11mda yobisorde J •• m s/Ugure 

The masseur at night 
Is vainly called, 

Cold rain falling. 
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~llsfffi~ii·t::,~f'"():'~;11,1.,ffl@at/j 
Yoshigure ya kara yQ/,isareshi. mnmabO 

Cold rain at night; 
The useless cry 

For the masseur. 

These examples will show how easy haiku are not, when 
a poet experiences something that demands expression, yet 
seems also to defy it. 
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f:,JmA-L'foiJJGlU < #i~1f'•W. .c;. m 
Tori tonde niuma odoroku karcno kam.1 

A bird flies up, 
The pack-horse shies. 

The withered moor ! Shiki 

The bird is not particularized ; it is not necessary, and 
better so. The horse is a pack·horse because it is old and 
thin and in harmony with the scenery ; and because such 
a decrepit creature being startled is more striking. The 
central point of the verse is the withered moor, its silence 
and lifelessness, brought out by this unexpected sign of life. 
The driver also is startled in his turn. A pianissimo version 
of this contrast, by Kanr6 : 

Ji!.Q, 0)"' < i!,.-<,., .fl; ID}"' t, 
Niwatori no tOku asoberu kareno kana 

Chickens pecking about 
In the distance, 

On the withered moor. 

Jt ltt 01. B o:i < *1, t~ ts: >., .fl; !It t, ta * ,; 
Katamichi wa hinokure ni naru kareno kano 
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Snowy Landscape 

by Ry0kai, i/;fit'; flourished in the 
first half of the 13th century. 
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On the way back home, 
Evening has fallen 

Across this withered moor. Mokudil 
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The poetical life of th.is is very still and quiet. It needs 
quite an effort to suppress oneself sufficiently to enter into 
the poet's state of mind. Ile is coming back from doing 
some affair that was neither overwhelmingly successful, nor 
a failure. A poem of Hakurakuten of a similar tone-feeling : 

RETURNING TO THE VILLAGE OF I, 
IN THE RAIN 

The waters of the River I had fallen with the cold; 
On the bank, reeds and deccan-grasa were rank. 
I walked along by the sand-banks, and stood 

there in quietness, 
Watching a man cutting bulrushes. 
By the water, the scene was cold and bleak; 
The clear light seemed to add to the desolation. 
But when the shadows of night began to fall, 
The plain was yet more dreary. 
As I walked back in loneliness, 
Falling rain was staining the bridge to the village. 

il'f H f:fi ~ 
ij'/*!b!i'U/;, MJll,ffil>l·11i. 
UU!!i/Pl!!E, 'fl A"1H)';<f. 
Qt;,k}l.:fi~, ff~'PJl~S"Jx;jl:,, 
!l!:tt?'~;i;J. ~.\lllltllllll<. 
lilli!llloHl, <!'lfil,/UIIB. 
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1t 1TJ mt::. v- ft: r-;;, IT) -n>11•-?:> .f..!i ~t-n• ts: M1 tt 
Uma no o ni ibara no kakar11 karerw kana 

The horse's tail 
Caught in the bramble 

On the withered moor. Buson 

It is a scene of desolation, withered grasses, dead leaves, 
sticks and stones, frozen pieces of earth. But there is lite 
here too. The long tail of the horse has caught on the 
thorns of a bramble by the side of the path. The life is 
not that of the horse and the bramble as animal and plant. 
It is that of the nature of the long strands of hair, the 
sharp thorns, and the potential relation between them that 
is suddenly actualized in a chance, yet pre-destined, yet free 
event. It is a picture, but a picture whose meaning eludes 
all analysis because it means no more and no less than itself. 

Te wo dasaeu mono 11inaiy11k11 f11y1mo kana 

Carrying a load, 
Both hands in his sleeves, 

Over the winter moor. Raizan 

The point of this verse is the second line. There is 
something in the bandlessnesa of the picture, or rather of 
the imagined experience, which strikes the poet. Sometimes 
it would be good to have no hands; they are useless encurn 
brauces tbat have to be kept warm by tucking them in our 
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sleeves or pockets. But the verse is not conscious of any· 
thing more than the feel of the hands in the sleeves as 
something peculiar, yet characrcrietic. 

m,nt Q ti 't, t·i!i!ll]·O) t:> J:;, L tr ts: Ill! !I$! 
Uma shikar11 koe mo kareno no amshi kana 

The voice shouting at the horse 
Is part of the storm 

Of the withered moor. Kyokusui 

The voice of the people is the voice of God. The voice 
of man is the voice of nature. The voice of the carter 
raging at his horse is the voice of the storm that blows 
over the wintry scene. 

111 Z'~i" At;:.}}1Jtt. -C:f;l;!J_ff "/J, ts: ~ ff 
Yamo wo bosu hito ni wnkarete kareno knna 

Parting from him, 
He crossed over the mountain : 

This withered moor ! Busan 

The poet and his friend walk along the winter path, 
talking or silent, "revolving many things." Parting, l.is 
friend crosses over the mountain, and the poet goes on 
alone. The face of nature is changed, the winter scene 
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joyless and dreary. He sees only separation and death in 
it. This may be called a simple case of the association 01 
ideas, but the barrenness and deadness of the winter moor 
that are seen subjectively, are also objectively there. It is 
only when we are subjectively in accord with some aspect 
of a thing, that we see that aspect, an aspect which has 
objective justification. But how are we to distinguish that 
objectivity from this subjectivity? Like Villaespcsa in 
A11imac Rerum, 

Y en rnedio de este obecuro eilcncio, de esta calma, 
Y no se si es la sombra la quo invade mi alma, 
O si es que de mi alma va surgiendo la sombra. 

And during this obscure silence, this cabc, 
I know not if it is that the shadow invades my soul, 
Or if it is from my soul that the shadow arises. 

This question cannot be answered and should not be asked. 
What is wrong is the lack of something, the absence in the 
mind of those colours which will enable us to see them in 
the object. If our minds are coloured in any particular 
way, we can see that (actually existent) quality in anything 
we behold. God looks at everything with a mind which is 
coloured with every colour, that is, with 

the bright radiance of eternity. 

As human beings we can do this to only a limited extent, 
and in the above ooem it is not attempted. The poet 
expresses his experience, not as simply registering a passing 
mood, but inwardly convinced that there is some unfathom· 
able oorrespondence between the cheerlessness of the wasted 
winter aoene, and the dejection he feels. 



TH E W !T !TE R E D M OO R 233 

C/1/ic!,il, no liitofsi, ya ni ir" kareno kana 

A lantern 
Enlered a house 

On the withered moor. Shiki 

It is 11ight, and in the distance, the light of a lantern 
is seen moving along. It enters a small house standing there 
in the midst of the cold winds, and all is dark. What this 
light and its disappearance into the unknown mean, no one 
can express, for all our thoughts and feelings are concen 
trated on this wavering spot of light, a light that moves of 
itself and then goes out of itself. 

Tori ichiwa mic!,izure ni shite kareno kana 

A solitary bird 
For my companion 

Upon the withered moor. Senna 

As he walks along the winter path, the dead grass, the 
fallen twigs flowing away beneath his lowered eye, a small 
bird of some unknown kind flits from one point to another 
beside the path he is treading, as if it finds a faint pleasure 
in the poet's company. They are a strange-looking pair, the 
man and the bird, but there is something in common 
between them. 
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**17J~t;:-t"tF$:::'>;t,!;ff.t& :;;:. m 
Taibolm tW kumo ni sol,iyuru kareM kana 

A great tree 
That rises up into the clouds, 

On the withered moor. Shiki 
There is something about an enormous tree that is 

different in quality from the trees of ordinary size. This 
particular tree rises up and up like the tree of Jack the 
Giant-killer, its head lost in the clouds, while all around 
stretch withered grasses and cold fields. We ourselves are 
lifted up out of ourselves and are subdued into the highest 
boughs and branches silently spreading out their hands in 
the misty air. 

ri ii n, tJ ~-?> '1, !11} o::, ~a !i¥",\1i :;;- m 
Mon bokari nokoru fuymw no garan kana 

Only the gate 
Of the abbey is left, 

On the winter moor. Shiki 

As we look at this gate into nothing at all we feel the 
death of nature, the destruction of the world, the final 
extinction of human hopes. But the depth of the feeling 
makes ii bearable. Tt is to experience death and all its 
meaning that man was born. The scene of desolation on 
the winter moor, the ancient gate, and the ruins of the 
temple beyond it, these have a significance that the spring 

cannot attain to. 
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}:. ;: l:i C;: l:i~flll~!".fil;!t·,W 
Tokorodokoro nr,ba/ake /Oki kore110 k,ma 
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Here and there in the distance, 
Fields of vegetables 

On the withered moor. Shild 

These small patches of g:reen on the brown and blighted 
moo:r bring out the ruin of nature still more strongly. And 
the fact that they a:re seen far-off brings in an element of 
grief. Distance i11 space always implies distance in time, 
and time is the deepest and most mysteriously painful thing 
in ou:r experience, the more indirectly perceived the more 
poignant. 

JHQ)-'f(1)"JC511.,-cfi<:ft1IlH~ ~ m 
Soto "° ko ,w inu hiite yuku kareno kana 

11 

I 

A boy of the village 
Leading a dog 

Over the withered moor. Shiki 

The boy and the dog trudging along the cold. dusty 
road over the winter moor express each other, fulfil each 
other in some mysterious way. The little dog unconscious 
of everything but the smells and sights around him, the boy 
with some unknown object, pulling the dog along,-these 
two accentuate the loneliness of the road, the futility of life 
which must always end in death. 
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ts ~ ~ U- 0) 1J, ,t::, ft .lj. J~Hl #, !J!f 'IJ• ts: § tt 
M,,sasabi 110 kotori hamiorn kareno kana 

The flying-squirrel 
Is crunching the small bird 

On the withered moor. Buson 

This example of "Nature red in tooth and claw," is not 
to be followed by Tennysonian wails of distress or theological 
sophistries; neither can it be laughed off or ignored. It is 
as it is, and is, in its way, as good as anything else. The 
tall of the cherry-blossoms is as necessary, as poetical as 
their blooming : 

All sounds are the voice of Buddha, 
All forms are the forms of Buddha. 

Hekiganroku, 79, Criticism. 

-jjj~Jld!ll!li:, -jjjfs~M>il, 

Santayana1 says the same thing: 

It is right that the world should illustrate the 
full nature of the infinite, and not merely the parti 
cular ideals of man. 

There is also a peculiar testimony from Newman in The 
Idea of a University: 

And so again, the sight of beasts of prey and 
ether foreign animals, their strangeness, their origina 
lity {if I may use the term) of their forms and 
gestures ..... throw us out of ourselves into another 
Creator. 
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-J.c1:~\ 0 ~u, I) :t,; 11-t::!cb If/· t;, ts: 
Daitoko no fun hiriowasu kareno leana 
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His Eminence the Abbot 
Is shitting 

On the withered moor. Busan 

There is a double contrast here, visual and mental: 
the monk in his multicoloured robes of silk and satin in the 
monotone of brown of the winter moor; the spiritual loftiness 
of the priest am.! his performing of what is considered the 
lowliest of all human functions. There is no thought in 
Buson's mind of the fact that all cats are grey in the dark, 
or that all functions are human, are divine. Herein lies the 
Zen of the poem. In Nature, which includes man, there is 
nothing fair, nothing foul; 

I would warn you that I do not attribute to 
nature either beauty or deformity, order or confusion. 
Only in relation to our imagination can things be 
called beautiful or ugly, well-ordered or confused.1 

t'A: A <D '&,:tit< 1,,fJ < #;ITT-~'& T m 
Tabibito no mikan l1Uiy11ku kare1W kana 

The traveller walks 
Over the withered moor, 

Eating an orange. 
1 Spinoza, Epistle 15, 

Shiki 
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Oranges of the tangerine type appear in winter, and 
the solitary traveller walks slowly along- the bleak road, 
peeling and eating one. The sourish taste makes him shiver, 
and the cold air makes the orange still more sour ; one 
intensifies the other, so that all things imperceptibly draw 
closer to one another and to him. 

:t-'1-#,\b#i~·(TJ!fl(TJ~filll·.!i: 7" '1fl 
Matsu sut, ya kareno no naka no fud0d0 

Pine-trees and crytomerias ; 
A shrine of Fud6 

On the withered moor. Shiki 

Fud6 stands within the shrine gnashing his teeth, his 
eyes glaring out of a crimson face. Around the small shrine 
are dark, evergreen trees, and beyond them stretch out the 
frozen fields and bare trees. There is something alive in 
the midst of the cold waste, under the black trees in the 
old and silent shrine. 

1/t; VC..11:i:J T: .i,tc Vi ~t ~l!f Z° '/J• ~ N.:, <" ~ '5 1-Q 
Tabi ni. yande yume wa tmmno wo kakemeguru 

Ill on a journey ; 
M) dreams wander 

Over a withered moor. Basho 
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This is Bash6's death-verse, written for his pupils, 
though he had declared, the evening before, that for the 
last twenty years every poem had been his death poem. 

Look thy last on all things lovely, 
Every hour. Let no night 
Seal thy sense in deathly slumber 

Till to delight 
Thou hast paid thy utmost blessing; 
Since that all things thou would praise 
Beauty took from those who loved them 

In other days. 

This poem, Walter de Ia Mare's Farewell, shows what 
Basho meant by saying that all his real poetry was death· 
verses. And so this verse of BashO's is simply his death· 
verse about Hfe and death. What he showed them when 
they gathered round his bed in the morning has the subdued 
tones of Christina Rossetti's Uphill: 

Does the road wind uphill all the way? 
Yes, to the very end. 

Will the day's journey take the whole long day? 
From morn to night, my friend. 

It has the Bucldhistic agnosticism of Clough's lines: 

Where lies the land to which the ship would go? 
Far, far ahead, is all her seamen know. 
And where is the land she travels from? Away, 
Far, far behind, is all that they can say. 

But Bash6 does not look before and after, and pine for what 
is not. He does not look back at a well-spent life, nor hope 
for future bliss in Paradise. He has the habit of sincerity, 
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for stttdia abeunt in mores. For many years he has looked at 
truth with her inflexible regard; what does he see at this 
moment? He is ill, dying; it is a withered moor through 
which he now jonr-neys, and this too, is but a dream. 

In BashO's verse, there is implied also self-reproach, 
a continuous, daily, hourly thing for idealists. We may 
compare Issa'e verse written when he was forty-nine, as he 
thought of the way of poetry that he had walked through 
fair weather and foul : 

JJ 1E ~gg + Jc'¥<0 trt.:/Jirr 
Tsuki hana ya shijU ku nen no muda lwkO 

Under moon and flowers, 
Forty nine-years 

Of fruitless wandering. 

Compare a verse of BashO's written the same year: 

ill: 1: 1* K .. ft ti• < ;J, UI 0) 1i i!° lb C ':.l 
Yo wo tabi ni shiro kaku oda no yukimodori 

Journeying through the world, 
To and fro, to and fro, 

Harrowing the small field. 

(!)l;.,i/1'i(!)"1}tL-C)li"l.>-\':1$(!)1@ ::J- 1£ 
Noraneko no fun shite iru ya Ji,y11 tJO n1wa 

A stray cat 
Excreting 

In the winter garden. Shi1d 
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This an extraordinarily good haiku. The harmony be 
tween the three things is perfect. The thin, mangy, unlovely 
and unloving cat, sitting there in the cat's only ungainly 
attitude, with its eyes vacantly st<ll'i11g; the cold hard ground 
and withered grasses and fallen leaves. Nature has its 
ungraceful and ugly side, which has, however, no Icsa meaning 
than the comely and beautiful. 

4SJ111e.-t"'Ck !>:/i:.(l)ietJ•ts:. ~ m 
Fuyukawa ni sutetaru inu no eabane ka1UJ. 

The body of a dog 
Thrown away 

In the winter river. Shiki 

This is a sight everyone has seen. Sma11 boys pelt it 
with stones as it comes floating clown, distended with gas, 
a straw rope round its neck. Women and girls say "Poor 
thing! " and mean very little; other people avert their 
cyca and pretend they have seen nothing. But in the river 
of our minds, drowned dogs are always floating down, their 
sightless eyes staring at us. These things cannot be over· 
looked; we and they arc all floating in the same river, and 
from the disintegration and wrecknce of their lives and ours, 
new forms arise, to gladden the henrts of new worlds of 
men. There is no pathos or sympathy for animals in this 
verse. The dead body ot the dog brings out the nature of 
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a river in its carrying along with it anything that may be 
thrown in, just as a mirror reflects all things without fear 
or favour; and the nature of a winter river especially, in 
its emphasis on death and desolation. There is no love or 
loveliness, only a narrow current of cold waters between 
wide banks of stones and gravel. Another verse by Shiki, 
which shows the life of the :river: 

Fuyukawa no nakuzu tsuibamu ahir11 ka:na 

Ducks dabbing 
At leaves and stalks of greens 

In the winter river. 

~Jrl,<?~ljl.~lllJ:li.WJ1<::.JE1::>itl.1k =rm 
Fuyukawa ya ahiru shigowa m taranu mizu 

The winter river ; 
Not enough water 

For four or five ducks. Shiki 

There are only a few ducks, but the water of the 
river is hardly enough for them, and in them we see the 
dryness of winter. They stand for the winter river, or 
rather, they express more than the river does. The ducks 
and the river are on the one hand a picture of desolation 
and water-poverty, and on the other hand the ducks manifest 
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torth the nature ot the river in winter. There is another 
verse by Shiki of similar import, but where the humour 
overflows from the small duck onto the life of men: 

Fuyugomori taroi ni naruru kogamo kona 

Winter seclusion; 
The kogamo 

Is used to the tub. 

q',, JI) "2 f~ OJ 7£ OJ im :h- * Q lm tt 
Fuyukawa ya hotoke no hana no nagarekuru 

The winter river ; 
Down it come floating 

Flowers offered to Buddha. Buson 

This is just a picture, a moving picture, of cold water 
flowing darkly, and a few flowers, half-submerged, that come 
floating down. But the reason for the significance (not the 
significance itself) is that these flowers once stood before the 
image of Buddha and received and shared and communicated 
the reverence and adoration of the worshippers. Yet +hey 
are of no more and no less value now, sodden and limp, 
floating far away to lie rntting in some back-water. Their 
no-value, their really "rclii.rious" value is just the same, but 
more easily seen now than before, because they have been 
given the background of Great Nature, instead of the back 
ground of Buddhism. 
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fiITtm.ti..-c :,t.::<r>~ ~ en < ~-n,tt. 15 Ill 
T"aid karete ko no ha wo tatak11 shi:wk1< kana 

The waterfall drying up, 
Water drips down 

Onto the leaves. Shinpu 

"Drips down onto" is tatalm, "strikes," in the original, 
and has its proper onomatopoeic effect. 



ffi$ (ill; 

GODS AND BUDDHAS 



GODS AND BUDDHAS 

Magimbeki monoo/o taete hachitataki 

The noises that must have mingled with it 
Died away: 

The sound of bowl-beating remains. 
Chora 

At first the sound of the bowl-beating outside was 
blended with the noises of people passing, talking, working, 
but after a time these sounds died away and only the bowl 
beating of the devotees was heard. 

The twenty third day of the eleventh month according 
to the Lunar Calendar is the anniversary of the death of 
Saint KU.ya, ~ ,&. J: A, 903-972 A.D., who built bridges and 
dug weIIs in various provinces, preaching Buddhism especially 
in the provinces of Dewa and Mutsu. From about the 
thirteenth of November, for forty eight nights, the priests 
and devotees go round beating a kind of drum, chanting the 
name of Buddha. In some places they beat a gourd, chanting 
Buddhist hymns of the impermanence of things and receiving 
alms in the gourd in place of the usual bowl. From this 
comes the expression "bowl-heating." 

tUc , .,>i!\1 CO'll'.,,P,dc vt ~ ,. u, 
Hachitataki kao no shizuku wo nominikeri 
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Bowl-beating, 
And drinking the drops of rain 

From my face. 
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Raizan 

In the ordinary way we shake or wipe the drops of 
water from our faces, but when we are entirely engrossed 
in what we are doing, in chanting the sutra and beating the 
courd, the drops of rain or melted snow run into the mouth 
and we swallow them naturally, involuntarily. In this involun 
tariness, the secret will that is so much more powerful than 
the waking and conscious volition, the poet sees a profound 
meaning. It is so natural, so little in need of explanation 
that he cannot but record it. 

ll1 ill -r '-' ,J,.; t ;;i i' ,o ~ op l!i tt 
Yonaki suru koie mo suginu hachitataki 

A child weeping at night ; 
We passed that cottage too, 

Bowl-beating. Busan 

The small group of believers passes from house to house 
beating their drums and gourds with monotonous and 
threatening regularity. From one of the houses, a poor 
cottage, comes the sound of the wailing of a child. As they 
pass by in the cold and darkness, the throbbing of their 
drums mingles with the woeful voice of the infant. 

There is a kind of sad resignation about this verse. 
Some groan in their infantile anguish, oome beat inexorable 
drums. It must be so, and we must bear it. 
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Buson has a verse somewhat suni\ar and yet different: 

~- :',:- ~-~ ~ -tt '""C /JI ttr.11 -'\" ftll\J 
Ko WO naasete idcy11!..1' yami y1J l,achilataki 

Putting the child to sleep, 
Arni going out bowl-beating,- 

The darkness ! 

Kyoroku, who died in 1715, the year of Buson's birth, 
has a verse where contrast is the motif; not "the woes that 
infants bear," but the bustle of marriage: 

r~ A"' ri t i,il .l' H" ~~PP 
Ymneiri ,w kado mo s11gikeri hachitalaki 

Passing by 
A house with a wedding service, - 

Bowl-beating. 

Jl,;,:t'l'il t:§t,;, ~np 
Kyodai ga onaji koe narrt hacliilalaki 

Bowl-beating, 
The brothers chanting 

In the same voice. Chora 

When we read this we have a Dantean vision of all men 
praising God, with one heart and mind and soul and voice. 
But it can never be; and this it is which gives the meaning 
to the UDieon. We say, 
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Ah love ! could thou and I with Fate conspire 
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire, 

Would we not shatter it to bits-and then 
Remould it nearer to the I !cart's Desire! 

'" 

This pseudo-ideal world towards which we aspire in our 
moments (and how many they are!) of weakness, at a low 
ebb of lite, this world too has its use, in deepening the value 
of the real world of blood and tears. How different from the 
world of the poem is that which Christ prophesies of, where 

the brother shall deliver up the brother to death, 
and the father the child. 

!JlfJ,i!ftfit,hnto!ll!itNll "'tt 
CJz!Jchin no nao aware nori kanncmbutsw 

The hand-lanterns. 
Still more pathetic ; 

Winter nemeiasu. Buson 

For thirty days, in the coldest part of the year, believers 
go round the streets asking for alms, beating a kind of drum 
and chanting sutras the while. As they come near the 
house, their unmusical voices sound full of pathos to the 
poet's ear. Faith is more pathetic than disbelief, goodness 
than badness ; 

Alas, the gratitude of men 
Hath oftener left me mourning. 

They move away, their plaintively discordant voices more 
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and more pitiful as they go farther and farther into the 
distance. At last, their chanting is no more to be heard; 
only the lanterns they carry show spots of light on the snow. 

~:!:"' <I> ,c,;i;t, ~ J!IS:(ld;Jl 11! 1' 
Shirayi,ki no naka ni koe ori kannembu/su 

Within the clouds 
There are voices : 

Winter nembtdsu; Ry5ta 

Ia a verse like this haiku has an unusual elan which we 
associate with the poetry of Shelley. There is felt to be 
something supernatural in nature. The mountain has the 
awe of Mount Sinai. 

~OJ: 0). 0 l.. J: 7:,fflljHl)~]Lvff.c ~ ?i; 
Tobi hyororo hiiyoro kami no otacJ,igena 

The gods are setting forth, it seems ; 
Hyororo hiivoro, 

Cry the kites. Issa 

On the 1st of October, all the gods throughout Japan 
Jeave their own shrines to assemble at the Great Shrine of 
Izumo. On this day, the kites are circling round in the pale 
blue sky, uttering their plaintive cry. This resembles the 
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sound of fife; and pan-pipes that accompany the Shint6 
ceremonies. 

Are there really heavenly beings that set out on the 1st 
of October? Have the kites any connection with the journey 
ing of the gods? Both these questions have the same answer. 
It we say yes, we commit ourselves to superstition and 
fancifulness. If we say no, we deny the deepest intuitions of 
the heart, and the rights of the poetic imagination. This 
verse requires the religious insight that penetrates to the 
truth underlying all creeds and dogmas. 

f:li<fOJrJI t;:.tont::. Q iiitltO)~~'h· ts: 1! n 
Rusu no ma 1,i aretaru kami no ochiba kana 

The god is absent ; 
His dead leaves are piling, 

And all is deserted. BashO 

The god has gone to the gathering at Izumo. On this 
day, the whole shrine is unusually lonely and neglected. 
The fallen leaves lie here and there, and no one seems to 
care. 

The attitude of the Japanese to the gods is worth noting 
here; tr strongly resembles that of the Greeks, but the 
outlines are softer, lacking the rather hard clarity of the 
western mythology. In the following verse, Bonch6 has 
included Buddhism into this atmosphere of pre-history and 
1-: 
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.iii!~ IC fl- /J) tfi.m 'V'ffi!t1~ .FJ 
Zendera ni matsu 1w ochiba _\'fl lumnazuki 

In the Zen temple, 
Pinc needles are falling; 

The god-leas month. 

~,Itl'f;l'Q"Jfi::Z.~1\1{,1,tfl{Jt:-1.tJ: ~ ~- 
Waga ie no bimbOkami mo otomo se yo 

Poverty-stricken 
Gods of my house.- 

Pray accompany them too ! Issa 

Humble though they be, Issa wishes his own Lares and 
Penates to go together with the gods of august shrines to 
Izumo. 

Humour and piety are here blended into one religious 
emotion. To believe deeply yet lightly, fervently but as 
though hardly at all,-this belongs uniquely to Zen, and 
Issa here shares in this '' national treasure," though he was 
a believer in Jodo, as far his theology was concerned. 
Another verse by Issa has the same spirit: 

ffir11"( CTJfflt..'1:iXifd~<1-r.1 ibm 
Kami$Jmi no rusz, sc11taku ya J.yO mo amc 

Doing their washing 
While the gods are absent. 

Today also is rainy. 



T l/£ T F..\ 1 N TG !IT S 203 

t0(1:;(1)!£,.1t·tn-ti~+-tin,t.c. ~ t, 
l\foromoro no j?l1S/,n mo /s1<kiyo 110 j(ua km10 

The Ten Nights: 
Various sorts of nitwits, 

On a moon-lit evening. Issa 

From the fifteenth to the twenty sixth of October, 
believers of the Pure Land Sect gather at temples and recite 
the Nembutsu. 

When Issa uses the word idiots, fools, he is including 
himself and us as he gazes round at the motley collection 
of human beings. Yet however stupid and malicious we 
may be, the moon of truth and goodness shines clearly in 
the sky above us . 

.:f-.ff-K.~'lJ::Z,.1.)> < ~.Wlfll.i~ 
Tetsuide ni kiseru mic,,k,1 ya o/orikoshi 

While about it, 
Polishing the tobacco pipe; 

The ceremony in advance. Issa 

The above version is, I think, a perfect example of the 
impossibility of understanding a literal translation of quite 
a number of haiku. The "0-tori-koshi " means the ccleura 
tion of Shinran Sh6nin's death, 12GB A.D , a month before the 
actual date. At this time all the brass utensils of the 
family altar are taken out and polished. Somehow or other, 
because of this, someone takes the tobacco pipe (made also 
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of brass), and polishes it up. To make a verse ot this 
simple fact, with its implications of universal human nature, 
is a kind of poetical missionary work, declaring to us that 
every detail of our lives is meaningful, and must be done and 
seen meaningfully. Another verse by Issa, somewhat similar 
to the above in its senryU-Iike character: 

Chilo iaranu baku ya tonari no yuki mo haki, 

Simple and honest, 
The man-servant 

Sweeps away next door's snow too. 

llH» oo J> oo t< i!- "' G 0 G G "' tt: - ,r; 
Nobotoke no hana no saki knra tsurarn kana 

The Buddha on the moor ; 
From the end of his nose 

Hangs an icicle. Issa 

See also page 266. Issa is not "debunking" the Buddha; 
he is just telling the whole truth, not the romantic part only. 
To the icicle, all men are the same : 

Nature, with equal mind, 
Sees all her sons at play. 

A ,:,f.1 t. <"ti.-c t.;1J:-tfji1,\li 
H1to no tame shigurete owosu hotoke kana 
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Standing in the cold rain, 
For others' sake, 

Hatake sama I 

S05 

Issa 

It is raining--winter rain-but Issa does not pass the 
wayside shrine without bowing his head. The verse expresses 
his state of mind as he stands there, in this desolate place, 
with bent head and clasped hands. He feels as one (for one 
they really are) his own poverty and gratitude, the misery 
and greatness of man, the suffedng and the compassion of 
Buddha {Hotokc sama). And we take aU this from Issa as 
we would from no one else, because we know he is fully 
aware that it is only a bit of stone before which he feels 
this profound emotion. 
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!!HJ!>~ i•l"I, ~H, 1i' "-' l: "F Ill 
Susulwrai. ya kmni mo hotoke mo kusa no ue 

Spring cleaning, 
Gods and Buddhas 

Out on the grass. Shiki 

This "spring-cleaning " or " cleaning the soot off " 
really takes place in winter. The family altars, both to the 
gods and to Buddha, are dismantled, and the things, images 
of Buddha, sacred vessels and so on, are put out somewhat 
unceremoniously into the garden. To see them there lying 
on the graea in the cold and open air, is to get a new view 
of the nature of the gods and Buddha, that is, of the nature 
of all things, and of one's own nature. 

l[IU-~!l!l,c1tu-1:t-c L/idl'"-'~.!> el l!i 
Otoroi ya ha ni kuiateshi nort no snna 

Failing health and strength; 
My teeth grate 

On Lhe sand in the sea weed. Basho 

What is the connection between old age and stones we 
suddenly bite on? When we are young we feel we can eat 

308 
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anything, pebbles or glass or grit. As we grow old, little 
things begin to pain us, to tweak our nerves, to press and 
strain us. Bashd sees, not a world of place, but a world of 
time in a grain of sand of the seaweed he is eating. 

In the following verse, also by Bash6, the poet thinks of old 
age as something desirable, because, freed from passion and 
egoism, we may see things as they really are, and see the 
inner necessity of apparently dreary and meaningless things: 

lt.<-10,oA,"1',tiVJO';ffi 
J(yi, bakari hito mo toshi yore hotsushig11re 

The first winter rain; 
Today alone, 

May others also be old I 

~i.:JlOi::.~ll)~1-?N'.ID'.Jr!1 t! 1ri 
Kome kai ni yi1ki 110 fukuro yo nage:mkin 

Going to buy rice, 
The snow-covered bag 

As a kerchief. Basho 

This an earlier haiku by 8ash6, about 1686, as we see by 
the word-play of yuf1i, snow, and yuki, going. A nagezukin 
was a four-cornered hood or wimple, the upper part turned 
over to the back. We have the scene of Bash6 plodding 
through the snow, in a sense only a picture, yet a picture 
of life. and the point of interest, his head-covering, is where 
life ia being lived, because a thing ia being put to 
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a use, like sticks and stones, which is above or 

beside their design. 1 

*OJ:lt·?\Y,;O) »<; G b~OJJ.ffi.lJ - m 
Sumi no hi ya yowai no heru mo ano tOri 

This charcoal fire ; 
Our years decline 

In just this same way. Issa 

Compare and contrast this with Landor's lines: 

I warmed both hands before the fire of life; 
It sinks, and I am ready to depart. 

There is an obvious similarity of thought but a difference of 
mood. Landor says, "I have had a good life. In poetry 
and in communion with nature, I have lived fully. Life is 
drawing to a close, and I leave it without regret." This is 
the Epicurean attitude, that of the Stoic philosophers, of 
Marcus Aurelius. 

Issa sits, not before a large fire-place in a dining room, 
but over the glowing embers of charcoal in the brazier. 
Imperceptibly but irrevocably the red hue is paling, heat 
dying low, the ashes increasing. Issa draws his thin garments 
closer round him and huddles over the fire that is sinking. 
Lile too declines unnoticed but inevitably. That is its nature, 

1 Thoreau, A w •. ek on the Concord. 



A BANKED FIRE 311 

as it is also the nature of fire. But Issa does not say, and 
does not think, "I arn ready to depart." While life continues, 
we must be ready to burn. Only when life has already 
ceased should we be willing not to be. 

8:k.~-~~~M~~~<ff ~ 
Umorebi ya yo fukete mon wo talaku oto 

A banked fire ; 
It is deep night ; 

Knocking at the gate. Kyoroku 

The charcoal fire is dead, yet alive the night is deep, 
but full of meaning in its silence, a latent meaning that is 
aroused by a mysterious knocking at the gate. 

8:k.~~t::iixt.X.GfflQ)\iQ) § ti 
Umorebi ya tsui ni wa nieru nabe no mono 

A banked fire : 
Later on, the things in the saucepan 

Are boiling. Busan 

Putting the saucepan on a brazier in which the live 
coals are buried beneath the ashes, the people of the house 
have foi-gotten about it and arc engaged in something else. 
Suddenly they are aware of a cloud of steam and a hissing, 
bubbling sound. The power of nature, our own limited, 
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feeble consciousness, the faithfulness of things, are perceived 
,'unknowingly'' in the fact that the saucepan is boiling. 

Afi.:.ft~itL..;Jo',mtt~·n~ ~ m 
Ab1iro kOri tomoshibi hosoki nezamc kona 

Waking in the night ; 
The lamp is low, 

The oil freezing. Bashii 

Bash6 woke up shivering in the middle of the night. 
The tiny light, only a wick floating in oil, hardly more than 
enough to see itself by, is going out. Lifting up the small 
bottle of oil standing by the side, he tips it but nothing 
comes out; the oil is frozen. I-le lies there watching the 
flickering flame grow smaller and smaller. There is a verse 
by a modern poet, Kyoshi, which may be given here: 

ll1!Jl11l1!Jll ,c !il!,., rrll!-1' /Jll ') ill' 
Heyobeyo ni k11bar11 andon yo shika 110 koe 

Bringing round paper night-lights 
For each room, - 

The cry of the deer I 

At this time (the Meiji Era) in inns at night, there was 
brought round to each room an am/on, 01· paper lantern. 
The travellers sat and ate or read or slept by their feeble 
light. The verse was composed just when the servant was 
bringing round the andon. In this pause of faint expectation. 
and this is the point ot comparison between the two verses, 
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the voice of the deer is heard from the mountains outside in 
the darkness, and desolation and melancholy are seen in the 
lights coming aml come, and heard in the cry ot the deer. 

SllSO m okite lwkoro ni tOk, /Uokekano 

I put the brazier 
By my skirt, but my heart 

Was far from it. Buson 

The alliteration of this verse is important. Eight of the 
eighteen syllables contain the sound of "o," and six the 
sound of "k ". "0 ·· gives the sensation of distance; "k" 
sharpens the cold feeling round the heart. 

;jfr,J,!fl t.:.~lt A ts: ~ :k.!U:"W: T ti 
Bangoya ni /1ir11 wn hito ,wki hibachi kana 

In the watch-shed, in the day-time, 
A brazier; 

No one there. Shiki 

Once more we have the fact illustrated that the absence 
of a thing is more significant than its presence. In the 
hackneyed phrase, man is conspicuous by his absence. Again, 
in this verse the cold is not mentioned, but all the more we 
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receive the sensation of it. The watch-shed is empty, and 
a brazier stands there, empty of fire. This empty hut and 
mute, insensate hibachi, or brazier, are more eloquent than 
the greatest orator. They tell us more 

Of moral evil and of good 
Than all the sages can. 

"? ..r; lQ ;h. (1) * ,t ?: J\! Q ;m fill '/J• ts: - ~ 
Zubunure 110 daimyO wo miru eotazsn kana 

Out there, a daimyO, 
Drenched to the skin.- 

And I in my kotatsu ! Jss,. 

A kotatsu is a small, covered-in brazier, over which 
quilts are spread. The feet and legs are put under these. 

This verse is often taken as a kind of proletariat sneer 
at the aristocracy, but this is far from lssa's meaning. 
He is simply saying, "That is how things happen sometimes, 
inevitably." We have the counterpart in King Henry TV, 
Part JI, Act IJI, Scene J. where the sleepless king exclaims, 

How many thousands of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep I 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 
And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber, 
Than in the perfum'rl chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies ot costly state, 
A.ocl lull'd with sound of sweetest melody? 



Tanka burning the Wooden Image of Buddha 

by Fdgui, Jst..¥1-, 1779-1847 

It is I who am the Sarira. 
(the holy substance found when 

a Buddha's body is burned) 

See Suzuki, £5says i11 Zen Buddhism, 1st Series, pp. 316-17. 
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Mmno,-iiru kolals11 wo io no /1011<1!.011 kana 

The lwtatsu 
That guards my hermitage, 

Is my principal image. 1oso 

In the winter the kotatsit, hibachi, stove, or whatever 
heats the room, takes on a very different appearance and 
significance from what it wonld have in the summer. 
Warmth is one of the few essentials of life. This is what 
Tanka, fl 6, 738-824 A.D., a Chinese Zen monk, showed when 
he took one of the wooden Buddhist images and made a lire 
in order to warm himself. David did a similar thing when 
he partook of the sacred shewbread. 

This verse has of course a fanciful humour in it, but 
behind this and through this there is faintly adumbrated the 
fact that the Buddha is not only the tree in the garden, 
a pound of flax, a sesame cake, but a kotaisu, 

~tJ, < t::.&Lftttili"t€1Jd1•t.c: !l a 
Mo,,oka!m ni s1,kos!ii wa takahi kotatsu ka11a 

For writing on, 
The lwtatsu 

Is a little Loo high. Ensui 

It is important to distinguish in this verse the (not very 
interesting) prose from the (not very remarkable) poetry. 
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A koiatsu, when we sit in it, comes up to about the level of 
the chest, and that is too high for comfortable writing. 
But what was significant to the poet was not this indubitable 
tact. It was the feeling of discomfor't, something not under 
stood, something which could be explained but not expressed 
by the mere statement of fact, which made itself memorable 
to the poet and which he sought to put into in his verse. 
This verse is a failure because it has delayed too long, and 
allowed the rational faculty to pretend to give the whole 
matter in a statement of the excessive height and inconve 
nience of the kotatsu as a writing table. This haiku might 
be taken as an example of "emotion forgotten in tran 
quillity.'' 

IGrigirisu wasurene ni naku kotatsu kana 

The cricket chirps 
In a forgetful way : 

This kotatsu I Bash() 

Basho sits alone in the kotalsu. From time to time 
a cricket chirps, as though it had remembered it was still 
alive, then relapses into silence again. Its melancholy note 
in the midst of the desolation of winter makes Basho feel 
his old age and failing strength more keenly, and he draws 
the quilts of the kotatsu more closely round him. Bash6 was 
at this time about forty six years old. He had four more 
,..... to live. 
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{J0--::>'/J,!t.:l:W~(!);: .!.. 1.l-\"' tlU.F.~t 
Sumitsukanu tabi no kokoro yo okigotatsu 
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Unsettled, 
The mind of a traveller,- 

This movable hotatsu. Bashll 

At this time Bash6 was living with various of his pupils, 
moving from one to another quite frequently. To the kotatsw, 
which can be put anywhere in the room, he ascribes his 
own feelings of uncertainty and inconstancy ot place, that 
characteristic which caused him to be always on the move. 

+&f"'.IT_)'fs"*:f=IJ)tJ:.~:f;1ri'/& ::;.. m 
jfo1en no kugoku ke no na/1i mOfu kana. 

Ten years of study in poverty: 
A threadbare 

Blanket. Shiki 

The pain and poverty of those ten years of study are 
visible in the absence of wooliness in the blanket. How much 
can be seen in this blanket! The whole history of those ten 
years of study under difficulties, the struggle to learn, and 
make a living at the same time. 

li!l1'l:"t'lll;;/,:00'!'-"/1._.,t</f<t? J!!tt 
Meshitsubu tk kamiko no yabu,e ftda/Pkeri 
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Patching a tear 
In the hasniko, 

With a few grains of cooked rice. 
Buson 

A kamiko was a kind of rain-coat, or rather, a thin 
overcoat for protection against cold. It was made of paper 
crumpled soft and treated with persimmon juice. 

We forget sometimes that the most imposing edifices 
are only made of mud and branches of trees. We are still 
clothed in the skins of animals, living a borrowed life only 
a few hours from starvation, or death by exposure. Buson 
is mending a miserable kind of garment with a few sticky 
grains of cooked rice. In wet weather the tear will certainly 
open again, but we do not build houses or wear clothes for 
eternity, but only for a season. Shiki says, truly enough: 

~f lil'i <0111!, Ji "It 7.> ,1,ll;1<1,, ts 
Haikai no harawata miseru kamiko kana 

A kamiko 
Shows the bowels 

Of haikai. 

tm~trtt--cn--,:n:.Jl~~.:r--J-1-1 %n'.1& :::;-. m 
Kiku karete kaki ni tabi hosu hiyori kana 

Chrysanthemums withering; 
Socks drying on the fence ; 

A fine day. Shlki 
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ft is cold. but the sun is shining. Flowers are there. but 
they are dying. White Japanese tabi are hung on the fence to 
dry. All nature, all humanity is there in the cold sunshine. 

~ITTi :t If) TX K !iii< -'f' rtr If) m ~ <i~ 
Fuyugomori so110 yo ni kiku ya ymna no mne 

Winter seclusion; 
Listening, that evening, 

To the rain in the mountain. Issa 

Winter seclusion, especially in the north of Japan, was 
a kind of hybernation. All the necessities of life being 
collected, each house underwent a kind of siege, as it were, 
by winter. Spiritually also, there was a kind of rest and 
digestion of all that had happened during the year. When 
the winter seclusion had begun, the mind not having attained 
its proper semi-comatose condition, the senses were unusually 
sharp and active. This par-ticular evening, the silence, then 
the rustling of leaves, then the steady drumming of the 
rain, the regular drip-drip of the eaves, -these things have 
a meaning that cannot be fully understood except by those 
who have gone through this "winter seclusion" in a lonely 
mountainous place. 

The last line shows that the poet has com1.Jined the 
sights of the day with the sounds of the night. It is not 
hearing with the physical ear the rain on the roof or the 
drippings from the eaves, but listening with that inward ear 
to the rain which falls through the darkness, the trickle of 
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water down the trunks of the trees, the splash of rain-drops 
on the dead leaves below And he hears those faint sounds 
ot the ancient earth, that 

have 1>0we1· to make 
Om· noisy years aecm moments in the being 
Of the eternal silence. 

Issa all the more appreciated the meaning of winter eeclu 
sion in one's own home since for many years he was unable 
to have it. He writes, in his forty-third year: 

n-t-,~ L.-t1>tli.~-"'t.r.. r:::,i0.t.c.1J 
GojU ni shite fuyugamori sae 

Fifty years old, 
But no, never 

Winter seclusion. 

Another of his verses which describes the monotony, material 
and spiritual, of this hybernation of mind and body: 

tmt.r..Llt.9ll<t)Y.._f,r.L~:::.:~ ') 
NO nashi wa tsumi mo mat a nashi fuyugomori 

Merit-less, 
And guilt-less: 

Winter seclusion. 

~ mi, t) ~ tc J: fJ {- Lt A, Jlt H l, I::> !3 1.li 
Fuyugomori mata yoriso1111m uono has/lira 

Winter seclusion; 
Again I will lean myself 

Against this post. Basha 
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Bash6 will once more rest his thin shoulders against 
this post; when weary of reading and writing he leans back 
against it. There is something about this verse that reminds 
one of \Vordsworth. 13ash6's pleasure in prospect also is 
"the bliss ot solitude." See the frontispiece. 

KinbyO/m mat:m no f11rubi ya {11y1<g01rwri 

Winter seclusion; 
On the gold screen, 

The pine-tree ages. Bash8 

The pine-tree drawn on the gold background of the folding 
screen is an old one, but added to this is the age of the 
screen itself. Time is being added o the timelesss. In his 
Ode oti a Grecian Urn, Keats claims absolute timelessness 
for the urn. In fact, the urn, like all sublunary things, is 
transitory, but eternal like all art. Without time there is 
no eternity; without timelessness nothing can exist in time. 
This is what the everlasting pine-tree actualizes as it ages 
on the gold screen. This verse may also be taken as an 
example of what is called sabi both in its semi-literal and 
io its derived, spiritual meaning:. The screen has sabi in that 
the bright golden colour has been toned down with age; it 
has sunk itself into the surroundings, and they in it, so that 
it is not now, what it once was, a separate thing, one of 
a random collection of objects, but has a deep and subtle 
relation of tone and position with the room it stands in. 
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But sabi is in the mind as well as in the thing. It is in the 
mind of Bash6, with its roots in the past, its relations with 
the Shint6 festivals, Chinese philosophy and poetry, the 
Buddhist ceremonies and doctrines, the Imperial House, the 
mountains and rivers of his native place, the nights when he 
lay sleepless with cold, the days spent under the cherry· 
blossoms,-all this age, (that has nothing to do with Bash6's 
own forty nine years when he composed this verse), is 
expressed in it. 

q:,ftl,G,IJJ~/J)J:l,(l)Ll.J ~ff 
Fuyugrmori kokoro ,w ok11 110 voshtnoyama 

Winter seclusion; 
In the inmost mind, 

The mountains of Y oshino.' Buson 

This also reminds one of Wordsworth: 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward Cye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 

At school we were taught to regard this last verse of the 
Daffodils as not merely superfluous but spoiling the objectivity 
of the rest of the poem. "That inward eye," we were 

t The second and third lines are probably Buson's transposition 
of • o Av ti ff ill, "the misty depths of Mt. Yoshino." 
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told, is the memory. This is not so. It is the eye of the 
imagination. 

f.ltiiWd .R,i?hl..111~.gs.iffi ~ 11: 
Oya mo kO mimrcshi ymna ya fuyugomori 

Mountains seen also 
By my father, like this, 

In his winter confinement. Issa 

We do not see each other; we see only the same things. 
Issa is united with his long-dead father through mountains 
that his father used to gaze at during the long, monotonous 
winter days at home. Compare the following also by Issa : 

~•~~•••~~~c•~~~c --~~------ When I see the ocean, 
Whenever I see it, 

Oh, my mother ! 

Issa's mother died when he was three years old. but 
when he looked over the sea his thoughts always turned to 
her. The repetition, miru tabi ni miru tabi ni, expresses his 
unsatisfied emotions. 

,tL1d,ll!!n,-c:ILL4'-l!\i ltil 
Tomos/qbi mo ull<)kad, marnshi fuyuc:,mori 
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The flame is motionless, 
A rounded sphere 

Of winter seclusion. Yaha 

The round flame of the lamp does not move. It burns 
invisibly. The poet also is in a state of spiritual hibernation 
Everything outside and inside is asleep; life is at a standstili, 
neither advancing nor receding. The poet's life is contracted 
into a span, into the flower-like soul of the steady flame, that 
is at the same time his own changing, changeless being. 

!lli'll1Crs1.t.-CJ!,tc.-,J:t, ry !f,ffij Cf- "1. 
S!iaka ni toute mitaki koto ari fuyugomori 

Winter seclusion ; 
There is something I'd like to ask 

Shakamuni. Shiki 

The significance of this verse lies in the fact that what 
the poet desired to ask is not stated. He does not state it 
because, in reality, if actually put to it, he would not know 
what to say. The reason for this is that our real problems 
are not intellectual and verbal, but practical and physical. 

A If 1,,, -r *·-tr<. -:, ~ ;b t. 7:> ti, tr. ~ tl 
Ton nail4 mizu oto kururu ajiro kana 
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A bird calls; 
The sound of the water darkens 

Round the fish-trap. Buson 
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Bamboo rods bound together like a long net are stuck 
in lines along the shallow bed of the river forming a kind 
ot trap for fish in winter. In the evening, the trapper goes 
to sec the place and shut up the narrow opening. At this 
moment some water-bird screeches, and at the sound the 
waters darken. 

{,Jj'Uj!J!'t.l'f~ff~*-IT.)~l,fA,'J'& - ~ 
Asabare ni pachipachi sumi no kigm kana 

A bright winter morning ; 
The charcoal is in good spirits, 

lt goes crackle ! crack ! Issa 

The word " winter " is not in the original but is to be 
understood from the reference to charcoal. 

It is early morning, cold, but with a clear blue sky; 
still dark, and the morning star still bright. The charcoal 
is being lighted with sticks and leaves. It crackles suddenly, 
with a cheerful, lively, energetic sound. 

J!?i~~'l!Jt, -C:'M'>!r < t!. < T¥ 1!- -,t 
fliker11 :yO J(,j ,tun,1 mole sum1 iw kudaku oto 
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Night deepens : 
The sound of breaking 

Charcoal on charcoal. RyOta 

It is an odd thing, but the best way to break a piece of 
charcoal, is to hit it with another piece. The poet is lying 
wakeful in a not over-warm bed. There is suddenly the 
sound, peculiar and characteristic, of someone breaking one 
piece of charcoal on another. The brittle, tinkling, faintly 
harsh sound expresses not only the character of the charcoal, 
but also his own feelings this cold winter night. 

'f-tCl<'.,/1',0)lil0C1''-> 8,\lt ;k 1/l 
Te ni modorn taka ,w manako 1:i irihi kana 

The sun, 
In the eye of the falcon 

That returned to my hand. Tairo 

There is a poem. of Vaughan referring to the cock, of 
which the first few lines register the same feeling, though 
the object is related to the Divinity: 

Father of Lights ! What eunnie seed 
Hast thou confined within this bird? 

-t < '!<.fi~J.;J:tcil<'-> ~i!>hi l! l!i 
&.kumiyuku Ya bajO ni kiwu kalll?binhi 
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On horseback ; 
My shadow 

Creeps freezin.'! below. Bash& 

The shadow is here treated (because seen and felt so) 
as a separate entity, and the poet disappears in his empathy 
with a feelingless object. But the object is not thereby 
falsified or sentimentalised. We may compare this higher 
subjectivity, where the poet and the object are divided only 
in thought, but not in experience, with the pure objectivity 
that we find so often in Huson : 

Teraterato is/ii ni hi no tern karenoka11a 

The sun glitters 
On the stones 

Of the withered moor. 

We mav compare also the following waka by SaigyO: 

{iiJ C. ts « ~tr.!tK.f.rtr,C,,l.J•t.c 
:!6-#UJl.KK./;tt~t.:.-::i.-::i 
Somehow or other, whenever I draw water 

My figm·e reflected 
In the waters 

Of the spring under the rock 
My heart is cleansed. 

This loses in objectivity but gains in mysteriousness. Basho's 
verse by comparison is almost flat, two-dimensional iu feeling 
as in space. 
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-ttl!*'l!1;:.{rl--C~-/J,L~.ttiITT ~t,t 
O"kyO ni nite y11kashisa yo fwugoyom1 

The old calendar 
Fills me with gratitude, 

Like a sutra. Buson 

The ancient Japanese calendar was in the folding, con, 
certina form in which we still find sutras. The appearance, 
then, is similar. But more important, though implicit, is 
the feeling of the poet towards both, a religious feeling. 
The sutra is Buddhist, the calendar a mixture of Buddhism 
and the degenerate, superstitious forms of the teachings of 
Rdshi (Laotse) and the Book of Cbanzes, £ ~- It contained 
the very necessary information for farmers according to the 
Lunar Calendar, lucky and unlucky days, horoscopes, etc. 
Another verse by Buson on the same subject: 

llfl er, 'Iii' ,c~;, /fJC'Jii!!'i/< 1,, ts: 
Yami ,w yo ni owaru koyomi no llyOshi kana 

In this dark evening, 
The cover of the calendar 

Coming to an end. 

lllt/Xln'i!l~*tc 1c c, ,. Y·t, o - ;r, 
Mochitsuki g1 toncri e kita to iu ko 11an 

" The rice-cake makers 
Have come next door." 

Says the child. Iaa 



RICE-CAKES '" 
" Machi " is made from a special kind of rice, boiled and 

pounded into a mass. Japanese people all enjoy it very 
much; it corresponds (in feeling, not in its taste) to Christ· 
mas pudding in Europe and America. Pounding the rice 
is hard work and needs a very large mallet etc., and 
specialists, eo to speak, go from house to house making it. 
Some are too poor to afford it, and of such is the child who 
is speaking. He runs in to his mother and tells her that 
the men who make the mochi have come to the house next 
door. The mother cannot answer; there is nothing to say. 
They cannot afford it, and other children must have the 
happiness forbidden to hers. Even if she says this, it is all 
the more painful. This kind of thing must also be taken 
into account when we are considering the causes of social 
delinquency and of war amongst nations. But Issa is not 
thinking of this; he only registers the contraction of his 
heart when he hears the child's words, and looks at its 
half-expectant face, and the wholly dejected face of the 
mother. 
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~~:~1.1)"/), < ;(Lft;.J.;..!-t IJ Jj&tl,,tjt ~ tt' 
Komori no kaimre smnikeri yaburegasa 

The bat 
Lives hidden 

Under the broken umbrella. Buson 

Buson probably saw a bat fly out from under a paper 
umbrella that had been thrown away near some deserted 
temple. The umbrella has a life of its own as it moves 
uneasily in the wind, and there is something about the 
colour and texture of it that makes it akin to the bat. The 
affinity between the two things, however, goes deeper than 
this. They both belong to a realm into which man can only 
occasionally enter, with a sense of the uncanny, the unknown 
and the unknowable. 

Shiokumi ya chidori nokoshite kneru arna 

After earring the salt-water, 
The fisherman goes home, 

Leaving behind the plovers. Onitsura 

Some commentators take the poetical thought of this 
verse as centreing in the state of mind of the fisherman, 
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or fisherwoman, who has been carrying the salt water all day, 
and who regrets leaving the plovers alone on the darkening 
shore. To say that while the fisherman is at home eating his 
evening meal, the plovers' cry still echoes in his ears, that 
they are still pecking about on the shore of his mind, -this 
is true enough. If it were not so, how should we also ever 
be able to see the poetry, the Fact of the matter? But this 
is not to say that the poem itself portrays the mind of the 
fisherman. It is a picture, no more, no less. No more, in 
that it has no conscious representation of the state of mind 
of the fisherman. No less, in that it is a picture of the 
same value and meaning as a Chinese landscape, as Gray's 
Elegy. 

~=f.l'.~JE~tl.:tl':;,L--Cl'.!tO""ftry \l'.~t~ 
/sochidori ashi wo nurashite asobikeri 

The plovers of the shore 
Played about, 

Wetting their feet. Buecn 

Forgetting for a moment the never-ending search for 
food which is the price every creature pays for existence, 
the plovers are hopping and flying round each other in some 
game of which they alone understand the meaning. They 
alight in the ebbing water with a little splash and fly up into 
the air again, the water dripping from their legs that hang 
down ready to alight again. The poet, though he gazes with 
pleasure at their airy gambols, is more intensely moved by 
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the drops of water splashed up by the birds, the cold wet 
dripping legs as they swerve up from the surf. Just as in 
bowing, the lower the better, so in h1:1iku, the smaller the 

better. 

iii*- -c ~ -ttt.r11"PJ] ~ rTJif!TX~ l!J A 
Kiete mo sen ariake tsuki no limnac/Jidori 

The moon at daybreak; 
The plovers of the shore 

Vanishing far away. Chora 

In the western sky the pale moon is sinking over the 
sea. With plaintive cries the plovers are swiftly flying into 
the distance. Though it is the dawn of a new day, this too 
is impermanent. The moon, the crying plovers, the waves, 
all are transitory, evanescent as a dream. 

l~i,i;.<-,kG')jt,~~,~-~~ l!i tt 
Nabe arm, miz11 no nncri ya «omo ichiwa 

Cleaning a saucepan. 
Ripples on the water : 

A solitary sea-gull. Buson 

It is early morning. A woman comes down to the creek 
and begins to wash a saucepan in the fresh water that flows 

into the aea. Over the smooth surface of the 
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water spread ripples in ever-wiJening circles. A sea-gull 
that sits on the water is very gently rocked by them. 
'There is the same feminine association in the following verse: 

Mizutori ya June ni na arau onna ari 

The water-birds; 
A woman in a boat, 

Washing young greens. 

Buson is looking at the water-birds; his eye is then 
caught by the sight of a woman leaning over the side of 
a boat, washing some greens. Between the birds and the 
woman there seems to be only a pictorial relation, but they 
are joined also by the water, the feminine element. 

,k.t).;,j/;i;"l<plc!ll=m ""tt 
Mizutori ya kareki no naka ni kago nichO 

Water-birds; 
Among the withered trees, 

Two palanquins. Busan 

On a lonely winter road beneath the leafless trees there 
stand two empty palanquins. Beside the path there is 
a marshy pool, on which a few water-birds are seen. The 
sky is grey and low, but it is too cold to rain. 

(Meiaetsu thinks that there are people in the palanquins; 
SluJd l8y8 DOt.) 
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These two palanquins, where are carriers, where are 
the passengers? What are the water-birds doing there? 

~-?L..0-\~&r:1<.h:.lfil~ J tn.r~ ,- m 
Miyashiro ya niwabi ni tOki ukinedori 

A shrine; 
Birds float asleep; 

Garden-lights are distant. Shiki 

The Shinto shrine is almost in darkness ; on the pool 
there fl.oat a few water-birds, their heads tucked beneath 
their wings. There is a faint, hardly - to - be - remembered 
connection between the sanctity of the place and the safety 
of the birds. But there are also the far-off lights of the 
gardens. Without them, the verse would be empty of poetry. 
Darkness is better than light, but it is nothing in itself. 

Mizutori no mime ni kuchibashi oku 1iki11e kana 

The water-fowl 
Lays its beak in its breast, 

And sleeps as it floats. Gink6 

As he gazes at the bird, the poet feels towards it faintly 
the tender care, the unsleeping faithfulness which the 

b Hebrew poet, because he too felt it, attributed. to God: 
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He wilt not suffer thy foot to be moved ; 
He that keepeth thee will not slumber. 

The waking-mind of the bird is non-existent. It lives a plant 
like life, swaying on the water like a water-weed. The body 
of the water-fowl "remembers " its levity. The water too 
is faithful, and cannot deny itself. 

7f<Jl11Jfilf,: ( JiX. -Cf¥.K.!,t 1J !\I. n 
Mizuto,i no or,wtaku miete ukinikeri 

The water-bird 
Looks heavy,- 

But it floats ! Onitsura 

Is there anything in this beyond what an intelligent 
child could see and say? The fact that a child could have 
written this poem, or at least expressed the idea in it, in 
no way invalidates it as poetry; quite the contrary. But 
the question is, is the idea intellectual only, or is it poetical? 
It is poetical, since, besides being an expression of Wonder, 
it is also an expression of Life, the Wonder of Life, its 
intellectual inexplicability. Why docs the water-bird float? 
Because it is alive. 

*•-'f't,,f.;'bt:.ti11Jlffl'.it-tt m; IQ: 
Mizwtori ya kaJachi ni kage no l,araaw(l,Se 
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The breast 
Of the water-fowl 

Meets its reflection. Mahara 

In Yarrow Unvisited we have the lines, 

The swan on still St. Mary's lake 
Floats double, swan and shadow. 

Wordsworth sees this, but the Japanese poet sees something 
slighter and the more significant, the line where the breast 
of the water-fowl meets the water. 

7l<Jil;'l: .Jl.-C,1Uci!li<9,MH•t, "Jc :ll- 
tvtiwsoko WO mite kita kao no kogamo kana 

The look on the face of the kogamo: 
•• I have been sight-seeing 

Under the water." JOSO 

The kogamo or takabe is a kind of small duck, often 
seen on ornamental waters. It is smaller, neater, more 
charming than the ordinary duck. 

The humour and sweetness here is not of a fanciful 
character. After diving under the water, the bird comes 
up with a jerk, and looks smugly round, as if she had done 
something clever,-which she has. 

IIJHt h' tz -7 '>t 'l: > ~ ;, < fll "l! ll' " 
,Ahpa yo shiro wo torimoku ltamo ,w ko, 
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Day is dawning , 
The voices of wild ducks 

Are surrounding the castle. 
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Kyoroku 

There is a double figure of the imagination here. The 
wild ducks are spoken of as enemy soldiers; and it is the 
voices of the birds that surround the castle. For the ordinary 
man, the crying of the wild ducks round the castle reminds 
him of the war-cries of the besiegers, but to the man who 
has attained, the ill A, the military man, the chameleon 
poet, this is not merely a matter of the association or 
disassociation of ideas. For the soldier, the poet, there is 
not so much difference, not so much illusion of separation 
between the wild ducks and the enemy. His state of mind 
towards them is not distorted by emotionality, by fear of 
the one or contempt of the other. 

iii < tt -r: 1/1!} (/") m: 11 (J"J iJ, t:. 1-, 0 1-, e! rn 
Umi lmrete kamo no hoe honoka ni shiroshi 

The sea darkens; 
The voices of the wild ducks 

Are faintly white. Basho 

Anatole France, in his preface to 011 Life and Letters, 
Second Series, quotes from the Proitres Mi!dical, 1887: 

Coloured audition is a phenomenon which consists 
io two different senses being ai nulraneoualv put into 
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activity by a stimulus produced by only one of these 
senses, or, to put it differently, in the sound of a voice 
or instrument being translated by a characteristic and 
constant colour for the person possessing this chromatic 
peculiarity. Thus certain individuals can give a green, 
red, yellow or other colour to every noise, to every 
sound which strikes their ears. 

There is a verse by Buson that is somewhat more easily 
assimilable, in which colour is attributed to motion: 

f)l;i<-?,St L Gll:1;/;0J,a~I 
Kag,e,0 ya na mo shiranu muShi no shiroki tobu 

Heat waves of spl:ing ; 
An unknown insect 

Is flying whitely. 

A verse by Shiki, in which the motion is black : 

!li!llooll!..:'11' < I, Llil<OJ'P 
Kcmori no tobu oto kuraki yabu no no.ka 

The sound of the bat 
Flying in the thicket, 

Is dark. 

A verse by Seifu-jo showing the origins of this mixture: 

88~+·~~Q-~tP~~\ ••* 
Osanago ya hana wo misote ,rw kuchi wo aku 

The baby, 
Even when shown a flower, 

Opens its mouth. 

This poetic confusion of the senses is akin to what is 
known in Buddhism as " Six senses, five uses," A ;U{ Ji Jtl, 



A Cowherd returning throuch the Snow 

by Riteki, $iii, of the Northern Sung; 
entered the Academy of Art between 
1119 and 1125. 



- 
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rhar is, the substitution of one or'gan for another, or the use 
of one organ to do the work of all the others; this is 
a Buddha's power. Another verse, already given, by Shiki: 

Knmpmi 11i arare no oto no !11rasa kana 

The sound of the hail 
On the deck 

Is dark. 

Perhaps the best of such verses, this time by Issa: 

1t:~-P.t15ti:.~-C-tllZ°llf-~ 
Uc,Us1< ya kiiro na koe de oya wo yo!m 

The young 1,guisu 
Calls its parents 

With a yellow voice . 

.:. -:, -t IJ C L -c W <" ft. IJ :!'f.lM - ?I: 
Kossori to sJute kaseg11 nari misosazai 

The wren 
Earns his living 

Noiselessly. Issa 

One child will make more noise than a wilderness of 
monkeys or a jungle of elephants. As distinct from man, 
Nature works in silence and secrecy, with the minimum of 
Work and commotion. Making much unnecessary noise is 
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useless and dangerous. Issa sees the wren gliding to and 
fro in the half-twilight of the undergrowth, and feels the 
mystery of the tiny bird that lives in its world ot silence, 
its world of power, 

f'.JH,li.}t:,'>.l:1..•.S..Li\:,Btil~Q - ~ 
Misosazai chichi to iute mo hi ~ kureru 

The wren is chirruping, 
But it grows dusk 

Just the same. Issa 

There is in this something of the feeling at Burns' To 
a Mouee, which also belongs to the season of winter. Men 
may work and women may weep, the mouse build its house 
of "foggage green," but the inevitable hangs over it, old 
age must come; in the morning the sun rises, in the evening 
it sets. 

Jg :)!: 1if 
~ ':>ill Lil!Hic,-:,t <OJJHU - -;t; 

Ara sabishi tsukn wa tlsmno no misosazai 

Look ! this lonely grave, 
With the wren 

That is always here. 
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This was written at the grave of the haiku poet Bak6, 
.(g. j\:, who was buried at T6seiji Temple in Honjo, TAkyO. 
where Issa lived tor some time. Bak:6 died in 1751 when 
Issa was a twelve year old boy in Shinano. The relation 
of the wren and the grave of the poet is one indeed of 
loneliness. Both bird and poet waste their sweetness on the 
desert and illimitable air. 

0 kashira 1w kokoromoto naki namako hana 

The sea-slug ; 
Which the head and which the tail, 

God only knows. Kyorai 

The Encyclopaedia Britannica tells us: 

Marine Pulmonata have in addition to the usual 
pair of cephalic eyes, a number of eyes developed upon 
the dorsal integument. These dorsal eyes are very 
perfect in elaboration, possessing lens, retinal nerve-end 
cells, retinal pigment and optic nerve. 

But the poet, not having read the Encyclopaedia, stands 
aghast in wonder before the mystery of the sea-slug, its 
perfect life lived to the full, eating and drinking, marrying 
and giving in marriage, and yet apparently a mere blob of 
fieaby matter. There is a humorous verse by Shiki which 
portrays, oot its lack of form, but lack of youth: 



BIRDS AND BEASTS 

/1.1.u m shite mnnako ichiman Jw.ssen sai 

Doing nothing at all, 
The sea-slug has lived 

For eighteen thousand years. 



llli ~al 
TREES AND FLOWERS 



TJIEES /\ND FLOWEIIS 

l::O)Jj\O)~O)t,IC8'1;\9;;, ~" 
Washi 110 sr, no ktismwki no c ni lu wa irinu 

The setting sun, 
Behind the eagle's nest, 

In the boughs of the camphor-tree. 
BonchO 

Such magnificence with simplicity is not easy to attain 
in seventeen syllables. The blood-red sun, across it the bare 
black boughs of the enormous camphor-tree with its eagle's 
nest at the summit,-this is a scene whose Byronic power 
of description makes it an exceptional haiku, like Bash6's 
•· A wild sea," Vol. III, page 367. 

~*'1~;f)}fflf(1Jfl,.1..~~1(1J:Wi'/,I ;!l!i 
Kangiku ya komdw no kaknm usn no hata 

Winter chrysanthemums; 
Rice-bran fallen 

Round the hand-mill. Basha 

The day is fine, the sky blue, no wind. In the court· 
yard, a farmer is pounding rice in his leisurely way. 
Winter chrysanthemums are blooming in the cold air, and 
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some of the yellowish powder from the mortar has fallen 
on the ground and on the chrysanthemums near by. 

~OJO)'l:.,*fROJJ~Jl!l't.ti:. \... 13 m 
Kiku no 11ochi doikon no lwka sara ni ll(lSl,i 

After the chrysanthemums, 
Besides the long turnip 

There is nothing. Bash6 

It is a kind of off-season for poetry by the calendar ot 
haiku. After the chrysanthemums have bloomed and faded, 
no plants remain as a subject of haiku but the daikon, a long 
kind of turnip, which is rather a thing Pour rir e. 

This verse is hardly poetry, yet achieves something by 
reason of its expressing simply and spontaneously the poetical 
emptiness that Bash6 feels. 

fli:~~::.,J,m::i:dJ-tt-r*:ffBI ~ 'Ii 
Kurat:mbo ni kobQzu nosctc daikohiki 

Going daikon·pulling, 
The little boy perched 

On the pack-saddle. Bash6 

The father leads the pack-horse, on the wooden saddle 
of which he has put the little boy, partly to save carrying 
him, partly to please him. This is a picture of rural life, 
of family life, of hwnan nature, of the world we live in: 
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the ill-suppressed jubilation of the little boy, the lesser 
pleasure of the parents, the faint annoyance of the horse, 
the sublime indifference of the dnikou waiting in the dark, 
cold earth. 

~,,1,,f 1-cs1ct,!1llil!i;':idl!n•t, ot ti: 
flunbarite hikeba ne asaki daiko kana 

Straddling over the daikon, 
I pulled it up with all my might · 

Its root was small. GinkO 

The disparity of cause and effect (as always when man 
enters), tumbling over backwards, the loss of self-respect in 
having made a mistake in overestimating the size of the 
daikon, -the whole is a sudden anti-climax in which the poet 
perceives the vanity of human wishes, the intractability of 
matter, the unforsecablenes.s of life. 

7dll517dR-r'tti~~-"lrt IJ ~ ~ 
Daikohiki daiko de michi wo osliickeri 

The turnip-puller 
Points the way 

With a turnip. Issa 

l'hi') turnip is not the round one, but the long, white, 
u.usage-shaped turnip. The man who is pulling up the 
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turnips is so much one with them that he uses a turnip as 
his own finger, to point the way. And see! the man points 
the Way with a turnip, of all things! 

~,11"?mtni~1g--r-c1..,~?lli r~ tt 
F'uyukawa ya ta ga hikisutcsJU alwkabura 

In the winter river, 
Pulled up and thrown away,- 

A red turnip. Busan 

There is something comically sublime about this turnip 
that bobs up and down as it floats in the river. Its redness 
an affront to the grey sky and murky stream, it goes on 
its way indifferent to its origin and its fate, and induces in 
us that same indifference. It was pulled up by someone and 
is going somewhere, it is a turnip, and a red turnip, and 
that is all there is to it. There are sermons in turnips as 
well as stones, but the sermon is in the turnip, not in the 
words about the turnip. This is what Wordsworth calls, 

The light ot things. 

!!l' ~ :\' <> Iii llil « s> 5' a "' to "1i tt 
Mugimaki no mOryO nagriki yUhi kana 

Demons sowing barley, 
In the long rays 

Of the evening sun. Buson 
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A simpler, and perhaps earlier form of this verse: 

'11 -:t ~ 0) ~~ tldITfi ts: n> ~ !? a n, ts: 
M11gimaki no ka~bOshi ,1aczki yU/ii eana 

Shadows of men 
Sowing barley 

In the long rays of the evening sun. 

The picture reminds us of the angular figures of the 
Siamese puppet shadow play. Mory{) are spirits of mountains, 
water, trees, and stones. They have the form of a threc 
yea:r old child. reddish-black in colour, with long ears and 
red eyes. They often make fools of people. 

a$,,,;,,~ fil 0) Ii, ~ < llli 0)"' * ,. 
Fuyugare ya sneume no ariku toi no naka 

Winter desolation; 
In the rain-water tub 

Sparrows are walking. Taigi 

Trees are bare, grasses withered; all around is silent. 
In the empty rain-butt is heard a faint scuffling, rustling 
sound. It is sparrows hopping about in it, the sparrows that 
come closer to us in winter than in the other seasons. 
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Winter desolation; 
Rubbish sunk 

At the bottom of the river Ichiku 
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In winter there is little r-ain ; water decreases, and is 
clear. All kinds of odds and ends that have fallen into the 
river appear with a significant clarity. The desolation of 
winter is seen also under the water. 

'1$7'- -ci;,~:I) < -;,~,tc:il'. " 11 
0110 irete ka ni odoroku ya fuyukodaclU 

Among the winter trees, 
When the axe sank in.- 

How taken aback I was at the scent! 
Buson 

The poet is cutting firewood in the forest, in rather 
a blank frame of mind. All is silent, except for the sound 
of the axe. All is colourless, flowerless, leafless, odourless, 
nothing to see or hear. As he plunges the axe into some 
insignificant branch, a sweet, powerful odour " assails his 
nostrils." The meaning of the apparently meaningless is in 
that strong scent, as inexplicable as the smell is nameless. 

t,, ~ r.Ft:;-?i ~Jt-Q') t:T.·~,4<-;,k·V. u flJ 
K.obiUWl4 mii no n,i, yu fuyukodochf 
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The two Deva Kings 
Stand weather-worn, 

Among the wintry groves of Mii Temple. 
Kikaku 

We have the dreary landscape of winter, snow lying 
here and there on the leafless branches. The temple of Mii 
is old with the centuries, and the two gigantic figures from 
the "far away and long ago" of ancient India stand lonely 
and desolate as they guard the entrance of the temple 
from malicious spirits. Everything in the world has withered 
to this moment of loneliness. 

q:,:;f;;::IT.{rk C9'W'tt..c ~ - ~ 
Fuyu'eodachi mukashi mukashi no oto su nari 

In the wintry grove, 
Echoes 

Of long, long ago. Issa 

Occasionally there is a far-off soughing of wind in the 
tree-tops, then silence; a fir-cone falls on the dry leaves. 
Unnameable sounds, so slight that the ear cannot retain 
them, a sigh, a rustle, a motion in the air. But these sad 
sounds are not of today. They belong to a world that is 
past and dead, to all that lifeless, unchanging world that 
exists only the mind of man, the world that rises like 
a phantom when we say the magic words, " Once upon 
a time. ••••. ". This is the effect of Issa's words "mukashi. 
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mukashi ... ," and is heightened by the rhythm and assonance 
ot the verse. Four times we have the end-sounds of a, i : 

fuyukodachi mukaslii mukaslti no oto su nan, 

Chiru susuki samuku naru no ga me m miy«ru 

Pampas grass is falling : 
The eye can see 

The cold increasing. Issa 

We can see before our very eyes the cold becoming 
intenser,-not by reasoning from the fall of the gr ass to the 
antecedent increase of cold, but actually see the cold, see it 
grow colder. 

Knresusuki nnJ.ashi onibebo alto to Sa 

Withered pampas grass; 
Now once upon a time 

There was an old witch...... Issa 

Even at the age of fifty five, when he wrote this verse, 
Issa had preserved the spirit of fear which is part of the 
religious attitude of man to nature. Not to divide man from 
nature, or nature from man,-thia is the secret of poetry. 
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~R~--c,M,,t..:<1Jtj.11:'R-1tJl-t'J f.ttt 
Neff. k0te kareki tW naka wo kaerikeri 

Buying the leeks, 
I came back 

Through the withered trees. Buson 

There is a secret relation between the white, chill leeks 
and the winter path beneath the leafless trees. The cold and 
the silence, the leeks in his hand, the motionless branches 
that wheel round him as he walks on and on, theaa are all 
one thing in his mindless mind. 

Suisen ya l1aki ni yuikom11 tsulmbayama 

The daffodils, 
Embraced in the garden fence : 

Mount Tsukuba. Issa 

Mount Tsukuba is about a thousand metres high, south 
o! 1 litachi, Ibaraki-ken. It is seen rising up beyond the 
garden fence, which includes, visually speaking, the mountain. 
The daffodils blooming under the fence are thus embraced into 
the mountain, and the three things together form a unity 
of visual impression, though actually separated in distance. 

>l<fllltc:!ill&,-l:.S:~~ ,,,I'll( llli I;' 
9lilm ni lritsune asobu ya ,yoi tsukiyo 
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Foxes playing 
Among the narcissus flowers ; 

A bright moonlit night. Buson 

Buson is a master, perhaps the only one, of this kind 
ot haiku. Though it may be purely imaginary, it ia purely 
so, with no admixture of thought or sentiment, fancy or 
artificiality. How well the foxes and the moonlight and the 
narcissus flowers go together. 

~~~~~*~~~~~~~ ~ 
Yokag;tra ya takibi no naka e chiru momij1 

Sacred music at night ; 
Into the bonfires 

Flutter the tinted leaves. Issa 

This is a splendid piece of objectivity, worthy ot Buson 
in its colour and scope. The leagura is a dance, originating 
in that performe:I in front of the cave where Amaterasu hid, 
by Ame no Uzume no Mikota. It takes place at certain 
shrines to the accompaniment of flutes and drums. To give 
light, bonfires are lit around the platform, and into nieee 
fall the leaves that became ecarlet in autumn. 

Ei&f~~-&~li!~ifi.fi:-tJ,ts:. g ffl 
Hy,,dt,,nen no kahiki wa niwa no ochiba kona 
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A hundred years old it looks, 
This temple garden, 

With its fallen leaves. Basha 

Not only the stones and trees but the fallen leaves 
themselves, fallen only yesterday, "seem" the leaves of 
a hundred years ago. Not only to God, but to every poet, 
and to every man at some time or other, 

A thousand years is as yesterday when it is past, 

This is not seeming, or fancy, or illusion; this is enlighten 
ment, seeing things as they really are, timeless. Everything 
is infinitely old and eternally new. 

ti;J'l!Jn$!:, ~ i L, ~r&;mtJ,t.r. \lilt tf 
Furudera no /uji asamasliiki ochiba kana 

The leaves having fallen, 
How miserable the wistaria 

Of the old temple! Buson 

While the Oowcrs are blooming and while the leaves 
are green the wlstaria is a beautiful sight without apparent 
affinity with the weather-beaten and aged temple. But when 
the leaves have fallen, the grotesque and writhing stem of 
the wistaria looks uncouth and neglected like the discoloured 
and worn gates and pillars of the temple buildings. 



Falling Leaves 

by Keishi, m~-- The artist and the poet, RichO, f;Ffl:!1:, 
were actors and contemporaries. Keishi died in 1786. 

"' tr. ,; 
The fishing.fire; la & 9 ~ <1) " The waves lapping, 

& .l "' Falling tinted leaves. ti Q 
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Z''t::. ;:_ -t:, t,:.fij~Q")tyUfl < #f-~/J,t.r. 
Ckhikoclri ni taki 110 oto kik11 oc/Uba kana 
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From far and near, 
Voices of waterfalls are heard, 

Leaves falling. BashO 

B:1sh6's feeling here is that of submergence in Nature. 
All around is heard the voice of rnany waters falling from 
above into the boulders beneath, with high and hollow 
sounds. Here and there, withered leaves are falling through 
the cold, damp air, soundless, mysterious in their fortuitously 
destined way. The one who stands there, what is he? £le 
is the hearing of the sounds of the waterfall, the seeing of 
the falling leaves. 

:tt< fiC.fiJII.-/J' .. ,L-C < ~W{.~"/J>t.r, &. '11 
Taki/ lwd-0 wa eaze ga mote kuru ochiba ka11a 

The wind brings 
Enough of fallen leaves 

To make a fire. Ryokan 

This is the true and only meaning of Christ's words: 

Behold the fowls of the air: tor they sow not, 
neither do they reap, nor gathci· into barns; yet your 
Heavenly Father fecdcth them. If God so clothe the 
zrass of field, which today is, and tomorrow is cast 
into the oven, shall he not much more clothe you, O 
ye of little faith? 
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It is expressed more directly, more heroically, with less 
" wishful thinking " by Marcus Aurelius : 

All that is harmony for thee, 0 Universe, is in 
harmony with me as well Everything is fruit to me 
that thy seasons bring, O Nature. AII things come out 
of thee, have their being in thee, and return to thee. 

JlliO)-=f-O)t:,J:1,,.!:_.:fl~""'-~*~'~ ~ ~ 
Neko ,w ko no cnyoi to osaeru kono/l(l kana 

The kitten 
Holds down the leaf, 

For a moment. 

As the leaf blows past, the kitten stretches out a paw 
and holds it down for a moment or two, dabs at it once or 
twice and then lets it go. This verse follows on, as it were, 
another verse by Issa: 

rHl ~l/H: L:~ G 1.,, J11i.S:;,ic C>l\!, 
Kadobata ya neko wo jarashite tobn konoha 

The flying leaves 
In the field at the front 

Are enticing the cat. 

It is interesting to compare this verse with Wordsworth's 
The Kitten and the Falling Leaves, composed in 1804, and 
classified by him under Poems ot the Fancy. It nae one 
hundred and twenty eight lines, of which two or three are 
ai:mi1ar to lma'e verse; 
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With a tiger leap half-way 
Now she meets the coming prey, 
Lets it go ne fast, and then 
Has it in her power again. 

But even those four lines have not quite got the nerve or 
life in them that Issa touches so unerringly. Wordsworth 
is at his best, at his greatest in lines of a philosophic tinge, 
in something which the Japanese poet (that is, of course, 
the Japanese mind) eschews, a reaching out from the par 
ticular towards the universal, still retaining the warmth 
that comes from contact with living things. In this poem 
we have examples of this in such lines as these: 

Yet whate'er enjoyments dwell 
In the impenetrable cell 
Of the silent heart which Nature 
Furnishes to every creature... . 

"Silent heart " is a word of Zen, which has also a philosophic 
bent, yet praises silence : 

Many words injure princely virtue 
Wordlessness is naturally effective. 

But Wordsworth feels the danger of this generalizing of 
experience. lie wishes 

To ;(ambol wirh Life's falling Leaf, 

and, gazing at the kitten and the baby, says, 

And I will also have my careless season, 
Spite ot melancholy reason, 
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in order to get 
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Hours of perfect gladsomeness. 

Comparing the two poems, we may say that what Words 
worth aspires to do, Issa has done. 

Mizusoko no iwa ni ocliitsuku konoha kana . 

Fallen leaves have sunk, 
And lie on a rock, 

Under the water. J5s6 

The leaves lie blackish-brown on the rocks in the bed 
of the stream. Life still runs in them, though a different 
life from that they knew when they fluttered against the 
sky of spring. After being hurled through the autumn skies 
they have settled here under the water,-but not for long. 
Sooner or later, they will be swept away, and 

Leave not a wrack behind. 

But this, the realm of Shelley's leaves in Ode to the West 
Wind, is not the domain of the above verse. In a sense, it 
is purely that of the picturesque, yet with a poignancy of 
meaning not derived from personification or symbolism, or 
even from the lot and destiny of the leaves themselves, but 
from the mere fact of the leaves on the rocks under the 
water. Somehow or other, the sue/mess of things breaks 
through these particular leaves in this particular place. 

is all we can say, 
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Nara no ha ,w asa kMa chim ya tiifro-ake 

Leaves of the oak-tree 
Have fallen this moming; 

The bean-curd tub. Issa 

The tub is a very large one, and in the clear water 
reflecting the blue sky is seen the milky-white bean-curd. 
On the top of the water float two or three leaves of the 
oak-tree, the crinkled, serrated, tinted leaves making a con 
trast with the soft, formless white of the milky curd under 
the water. Occasionally the same wind that has caused the 
leaves to fall this morning ripples the surface of the water, 
and the floating leaves move a little. 

t.:,;~ o-tifr~*Q~~IJ,t.r. ~ r; 
Ug,ds1, no kuchis11gi ni krim ac/iiba knna 

Leaves are falling 
For the livelihood 

Of the ugu£su. ,,~ 
Issa does not mean, of course, that the leaves are falling 

in any way for the sake of the 1tguiw. The flewera do not 
bloom for us, the wind does not blow for us, corn does not 
not ripen for our benefit, nor does the chair stand on its legs 
for our sake. The uguisu has a deep but chance connection 
with the leaves. And it is in this very fortuitousness that 
life works its unknown and forever unknowable purposes. 
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ti-~ t...-riJ.n,~-ttm t t.1:n, 'J 1r:r 1J 1! m 
Ochiba shite n11katniso--oke mo nakarikeri 

Leaves are falling; 
Neither have 1 even 

A pickle-barrel. Basho 

Nuka-nuso is a kind of pickling material made of bran, 
salt, and water, kept in a barrel. Even the poorest house 
has a barrel of this. Bash6 had not even one of these at the 
time; but this is stated as an interesting fact, not as a 
complaint to anyone in particular or the universe in general. 
In the Tsurezuregusa. chapter 98, written three hundred 
years before Baebc, the second of five maxims is: 

He who desires the next world must not possess 
even a pot of rice-bran bean paste. 

1Ji·ll l\'.,m11,;, t 'O li!Jsll/iif/l--::> t /#-::> i C /; 
!Ht;: !J. 

fili !!k f! o- n• L. ~:: tc i {) ift. :W1 fJ• ts: ~ tt 
Nishi (ukabn hig.ishi ni tamaru achiba kana 

Blowing from the west, 
Fallen leaves gather 

In the east. Busan 

All the meaning of Zen is contained in these lines, but 
it no Zen whatever is seen in them. In a sense, it is 
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purely a matter of cause and effect. The wind blows from 
one direction and the leaves collect against the fence on the 
other side of the garden. There is no mystery, no spirit of 
wonder here. Yet there is a painfully deep meaning of the 
suclmcss of things that has no concern with causality, that 
stands outside law, and mocks comparison. 

It is interesting to compare this verse with another that 
seems to have been the earlier form: 

,e ~ H" ,nH;, bit tr11P\li'11 
Kiia fukeba minami awaremu ochiba kana 

When it blows from the north, 
The fallen leaves fraternize 

In the south. 

The following two verses are by Buson : 

Mizutori wo fukiatsumetari yama-arashi 

The mountain storm 
Blows together 

The water-birds. 

/1,\-~,u;s<J.\<l>o/J•ts: 
Knz.e ichijin mizutori shiroku miyuru kana 

A gust of wind, - 
And the water-birds 

Become white. 

A't>G~*"'l!1t't>G~fiG~'/& -;\'; 
Hilo chirari konoha mo chirari horari kana 
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People are few ; 
A leaf falls here, 

Falls there. Issa 

To know that people are leaves, that leaves are people, 
without thinking so, without making any odious comparisons, 
-this is the religious and the poetical life. Issa has ex 
pressed this life in the most colloquial language, and in 
doing so, has hidden its depth and wonder under a veil of 
casualness. 

:Ji7; ~ vt 9 iJi~K. it °W IJ, f1lf.ffiiJ, ts: ::t: ill; 
Hakikern ga tsui ni wa /111kalu ochiba kana 

Sweeping them up, 
And then not sweeping them. 

The falling leaves. Taigi 

At the beginning of winter, we sweep up the leaves with 
pleasure and conscientiousness, but more and more tall, and 
nature is too much for us, We submit, and, as the poets 
say, "Winter reigns." 

1/i'.";.., "' "' ts: ~ -rm m ~ l 0 !l!I • 
Ochiba ochikasanaril, ame ame wo utsu 
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Leaves falling, 
Lie one on another ; 

The rain beats on the rain. Gy6dai 

365 

This is deeply expressive of destiny, inevitability, 
thing following on another with irrevocable fatality, but in 
it we feel, with Marcus Aurelius, 

What a wonderful power is man's to do naught 
save what wilt receive the approval of God, and to 
welcome every dispensation he sends us. 

A dead leaf falls, another falls and lies on it. Rain falls on 
the dead leaves, and other drops fall on those drops dashing 
them away. This is all there is, yet with what a painful 
intensity of feeling we watch it happen. 

M'i-~~Wi~Z'~ tJ < n~TT 'St. ~ 
Shizukasa ya ochiha wo ariku tori no oto 

The stillness ; 
A bird walking on the fallen leaves: 

The sound of it. RyOshi 

Some lines from The Task, speaking- of the robin: 

Where'er he rests he shakes 
From many a twig the pendant drops of ice, 
That tinkle in the withered leaves below. 
Stillness accompanied with sounds so soft 
Charms more than s'lence. 
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Taorurchn taorurn mt1ma no niwn no kusa 

The grasses of the garden, 
They fall, 

And lie as they fall. RyOkan 
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TRANSLITERATION OF HAIKU QUOTED 
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ii Yoku mireba nazuna hanasaku kakine kana. 

Mi ni shimite daikon karashi aki no kaze. 

iv Rokugatsu ya mine ni kumo oku arashiyama, 
Inazuma ya kin& wa higashi ky6 wa nishi. 
Futatsu mitsu hoshi miidasu ya naku kawazu. 

v Hai sutete shiraume urumu kakine kana. 

vi Haru mo haya yamabuki shiroku chisha nigashi. 
Ume ochikochi minami subeku kita subeku. 
Na no hana ya h6shi ga yado wa towade sugi. 

vii Azamuite yukinuke tera ya oborozuki. 
Nata agete kiran to sureba konome kana. 

viii Kama wo togeba akaza kanashimu keshiki ari. 
Asasamu ya tabi no yado tatsu hito no koe. 
Tabibito ya yosamu toiau nebutagoe. 

ix Musubu yori haya ha ni hibiku iznmi kana. 
Uma no mimi subomete samushi nashi no hana. 
Ume no hana akai wa akai wa akai wa na. 

x Isogiwa n i zaburi zaburi to nami uchite. 
Sugi no ki ni sU sU kaze no fukiwatari. 
Futatsu naki kasa nusumareshi doy6 kana. 
Atsuki yo no ni to ni no aida ni netarikeri. 
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Meigetsu ya funamushi hashiru ishi no ue. 

xi Harukaze ya shirasagi shiroshi matsu no naka. 
Suzume to koe nakikawasu nezumi no su. 
Natsugusa ya yamadera michi no ishibotoke. 

xii Hototogisu yoru wa ki wo kiru oto mo nashi. 
Aonori ya ishi no kubomi no wasurejio. 
Yamadera ya en no shita naru koke shimizu. 
Tsuno agete ushi hito wo miru natsuno kana. 

xiii Tagayasu ya tori sae nakanu yamakage ni. 
TO t6 to taki no ochikomu shigeri kana. 
Ch6 no ha no ikutabi koyuru hei no yane. 

xiv Akatsuki ya kujira no hoeru shimo no umi. 
Sayo shigure tonari no usu wa hikiyaminu. 
Akuoke no shizuku yamikeri kirigirisu. 

xv Koi no oto mizu honoguraku ume shiroshi. 
Odera no tobira aketaru haruhi kana. 
Kokokashiko kawazu naku yo ya hoshi no 
kage 

Niwatori no koe ni shigmuru ushiya kana. 
IIi kuretari miidera kudaru haru no hito. 

xvi Hito mo minu haru ya kagami no ura no ume. 
Uguisu ya geta no ha ni tsuku oda no tsuchi. 
Hototogisu naku ya konoma no sumiyagura. 

xvii Mame ueru hata mo kibeya mo meisho kana. 
Kogarashi ya mabataki shigeki neko no tsura. 
Waka ayu ya tani no kozasa mo hitoha yuku. 
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Page 
xviii Shizukasa ya kosui no eoko no kumo no mine. 

Nadeshiko ya jizU bosatsu no atosaki ni. 
S:j;liratsuyu ya imo no hatake no amanogawa. 

xix YUdachi ya suna ni tsukitatsu ao matsuba 
Kiri no ha wa ochitsukusu naru wo mokufuy6. 
Ike to kawa hitotsu ni narmu haru no ame. 

Nowaki yande nezumi no wataru nagare kana. 
Furuido no kuraki ni otsuru tsubaki kana. 
Kishine yuku ho wa osoroshiki wakaba kana. 
Ugoku ha mo nakute osoroshi natsu kodachi. 

xxi Mijika yo no yo no ma ni sakeru botan kana. 
Aoume wo uteba katsu chiru aoba kana. 
Soko miete uo miete aki no mizu fukashi. 

xxii Hitokuchi ni taranu shimizu no t6tosa yo. 
Shizuka naru kaki no ki hara ya fuyu no 
tsuki. 

Tachigare no ki ni semi nakite kumo no mine. 
U no hana no koboruru fuki no hiroha kan.a. 

xxiii Oshidori ya itachi no nozoku ike furushi. 
Kiku arete niwatori nerau itachi kana. 
Meshi nusumu kitsune oiutsu mugi no aki. 
Harusame no naka wo nagaruru taiga kana. 
Gy6zui no sutedokoro nashi mushi no koe. 

xxix Yasezune no ke ni bift'i ari koromogae. 

xxv Tori morotomo no ni deshi ware mo kasumuran, 
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Dai no ji ni nete suzushisa yo 

xxvi Yo no natsu ya kosui ni ukabu 

sabishisa yo. 

nami no ue. 
Ware shinaba hakamori to nare kirigirisu. 
!kite iru bakari zo ware to keshi no hana. 
Cho ga kite tsurete yuki keri niwa no ch6. 

xxvii Takegari ya t6 wo agureba mine no tsuki. 
Kochira muke ware mo sabishiki aki no kure. 

xxviii Tsukishiro ya hiza ni te wo oku yoi no uchi. 
Tama {are yotaka wa tsuki ni kaerumeri. 

xxix Kogakurete chatsumi mo kiku ya hototogisu. 
Keisei no hata mitagaruru sumire kana. 
Samidare ya shikishi hegitaru kabe no ato. 

Yuku ware ni todo-naru nare n i aki futatsu. 
Akindo ni yukichig6taru natsuno kana. 

xxxi Meigetsu ya aruji wo toeba imohori ni. 
G6riki wa 
By6nin no 
Suzukaze ya 

tada ni misuginu yamazakura. 
kago mo sugikeru mugi no aki. 

chikara ippai kirigirisu. 

xxxii Ch6 tori no shiranu hana an aki no sora. 
Kagiri aru inochi no hima ya aki no kure. 

xxxiii Ran no ka ya ch6 no tsubasa ni kaorisasu. 
Koe karete saru no ha shiroshi mine no tsuki. 
Shiodai no haguki mo samushi uo no tana. 
Tsuki izuko kane wa shizumite umi no soko 

Ko1 shinaba waga tsuka de nake hototogisu. 
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A CHRONOLOGICAL UST OF IJAIKU POETS 
0 means a poetess; x a disciple of BashO; * one of the Ten Disciples of BashO; 
§ a disciple of Huson; * a disciple of Shiki. 

15th Century 
S6gi 7*1!: 1420-1502 

S6kan ~lim 1458-1586 

Moritake t;,:iEt J4"i2-1549 

16th Century 
ZuiryO. ~Wll 1548-lf-28 

Teitoku a_m: 1570-1653 

17th Century 
Ryllho ltll'l'i! 1601-1672 

S6in *~ 1604-1682 
Ishii ffJ&5 lE0&---1680 

Teishitsu ~~ 1609-1673 
SMi~Xl ? 
Ryt1shi J.t~I ? -1681 
Chigetsu-ni ~J'j]B 1622-1706 

Kigin ~"It 1623-1705 
x Shintaku fflreE 1632-1698 
0 Sute-jo f'©:k 1633-16!:18 

Ryil:sui im7};:2 ? 

IchCJ ttlilfl 1638-1692 

x TOrin ttWr3 1638-1719 
xSuiO 7.kfim ? 

x Ensui !Q.;&. 1639-1704 

Saikaku j:NW} 1641-1693 

xShara 'i?,',fffi ? 

xRakugo f-M"ii ?-1691 
Sod0 ~~ 1641-1716 

x Ranran 11:..rn:J 1642-1689 

Koshun i'M~ 1644-1697 
Basho §J!i 1644-1694 

xKyohaku ~8 ?-1698 
Gonsui ~7k 1646-1719 

}:!S:i.mpO. ~m. 1646-1732 

Wakyll 1·u2t 1648-1692 

xSora ftlQ.. 1648-1710 
xShad6 il!!j~4 ? 
x Sh6haku f.'aS 16-19-1722 

1. There were five poets of this name, 
2. Disciple of Balsei, ffillll;, 1610-16S9. 
3. There were five poets of this name. 
,. Also known as Chinscki, fil:fii'i. 
6, Alao known aa Shigeyori, ffill!ll. 



xTakuchi ~:it[ ? 
x"Sono-jo~_k-1649-1723 

xS,,nna -nm 1650-1723 
xBanko 1.:);"f ?-1724 
W<yorai:km 1651-1704 

x Uryu ;£!:ti: ? 
~Chine.jo2 ~-r-:r:ft ? 

JsshO -~ 1652-1688 
xYasll /\~ ? 

Raizan*!l! 1653-1716 
l'.(Ransetsu /j!~ 1653-1707 
xSesshi ~Z: ? 
Rosen i!!U; 1654-1733 

y.(Kyoroku ~ts; 1655-1715 
Saimaro j'"ffJ 1655-1737 
Masahide lDS 1656-1723 
Yasui 1f7./( 1657-1743 

xRiyO ~EB 1660-1705 

Onitsura 311.1'3: 1660-1738 
Y.:.Kikaku ::J:tjlj 1660-1707 

;:uos0?1::1;t1661-1104 
Dansui EBJ.k 1662-1711 

)«Yaha ;!J/1.11: 1662-1740 
'foM ±~ 1662-1736 

X°.ShikO JZ.::l"J 1664-1731 

Al'PbNnIX {TT 
Rogetsu ~f:I 166'l-17SI 
ROka jt;!ft, 1669-1703 
Kanri la;li!. 1670-1732 
\'a,.,.·n•;·\[3? 

1:;Etsujin~A 1-1702 
xOtsuyU 2'.",Ef3 1674---i739 
xRotsU JW.w? 
x0Sh0fu-ni :ffj~fp,4 ? 
xBonchOJl~ ?-1714 
x0Uk0-ni ;flU!B 1 
xizen m,r.& ?-1710 
Hajin BA 1676-1742 

~:Hokus.hi .:11:tlf ?-1718 
Scnkaku {lilla 1676-1750 
KodO,!ifil ?-1728 

xKakei ?itl% ?-1716 

xBunson lt:*1 1-1713 
xKyokusui ct!J~ /-1719 
xYamei ~Wl i 

x Otokuni Z?H ? 
xt>fokudO *,!! I 

xMO!'.!>Ul 'Et!;. ? 
Fugyoku ;:y;:.3; ? 

-rerc RJJ" 1 
Keisa3tii:: ? 
KakO nJE,:,: 1 

'foij1 AA? 

I. Also read Fumikunl. 
2. Kyorai's younger sister. 
3. Pupil of RyO.kyo, fflJtif, d 1748. 
4. Wife of Ry6hin. A.r!li, 1668-1758. 
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Seien il;lf~ ? 

Rlkuto ;t:.:Jm ? 

Ry(Hmi .tfflJk 1691-1758 

18th Century 
Kiin ~™ 1697-1748 

Gochiku 3i¥r 1699-1781 

~Chiyo-ni ·-Pf-tru 1701-1775 
0Shisei-jo ~W'ft ? 

YayO if!.:ti 1701-1783 
Rr6ta U:t: 17fY1-1787 

§Sh6ha ::Siei. ?-1771 

Ichiku 1&¥:r 1708-1759 

§Tairo :kf} ?-1778 
§Taigi ::t;:ilil1: 1709-1772 
0Shoky0.-ni ~7Lru 1713-1781 

Fuhaku ::,-:9 1714-1807 
06sM~?PH l 

Aon M'U' ? 

Buson K:M 1715-1783 
ShOzan ~Ill 1718-1800 
Oemarul :kIT:1-L 1719-1805 

RankO l!fjJE!: 1726-1799 

Chora ;j.'5B!_ 1729-1781 

Gomei 3'i.!ll] 1730-1803 
0Seifu-jo .fil1fif;c 1731-1814 

Katsuri Rlffil!I! 1732-1817 

GyOdai ~a 1732-1793 
Shirao 2 8.ttl" 1735-1792 

APPF:NDTX ITT 

Seira 'ilf'j.'ffi 1739-1791 

§KitO JL'i'.a 1740--1789 

~KoyU-ni 01.i.Ji!, ? 

JO.ko 'JltJ!.1. 1741-Hl04 
0Sogetsu-ni *PlJi!, ?-1804 

ChOsui ~~ ?-1813 

$hlr6 ±AA" 1742-1813 

Rikei ~~ ?-1819 

§Gekkyo pj!.!f 1745-1824 
§Hyakuchi "a1iG 1748-1836 

Seibi la~ 1748-1816 
jcte t-31:: ?-1830 

0Kikusha-ni ~%m 1752-1826 

Otsuji u= 1754-1823 
Michihiko :rn'i& 1755-1818 

Ry6kan ft!:'(! 1756-1851 

Kien ,m~-~ 1758-1834 

H6r6 M 1761-1841 
Issa -~ 1763-1827 
ls6 tit£ ?-1853 

Baishitsu ;ttij~ 1768-1852 
Goshin q::,u ?-1817 
T6rin ~llli 1772-1806 

Tanehiko ;fflj~ 1782-1842 

Ampii ,1','_i\::J,ffi.l, ? 

Rcikan @fl~ ? 

Baikin Jlililil ? 
Nangai w:!~ 

1. A1so called Ky1'.lkoku, ll:llila. 
2. There is a second Shirao aleo. 



Kosrni. lllli& ? 
Jakusui :f,7}( ~ 

19th Century 

tl-!l,Icisetsu n.l}S! 1847-1926 

Hassel iiJ'jl'f ? 

Ch6shU. Bit,\: 1852-1930 
Kiichi •.• 1856-? 

Etsujin 8A 1857-1836 
Sh0u ~'¥ 1860-i' 
Hashin e!~ 1864- 

'trS6seki $:li 1865-1915 
warn *1lil 1866- 
Shiki ".f-1111866-1902 
Usen ¥1\ll: 1867- 

*Seisei 'ilfk 1869- 
"ClRoseki il?76 1870-1918 

"ClKanrll ~tlll ? 

Sazanami /Ni 1870-1933 

APPENDIX III 

*GojO :u:111;: 1871-1915 

*HckigodO ~HH{,iJ 1873- 

'81 

Kyoshi ~-=F-1874- 

Kubutsu 1;J{l!U 1875- 

*ShO.chiku .J!k.YJ 1875-1915 

20th Century 
Arll ]]jl~ 1879- 

"C(Yaezakura AliWf 1879- 
i:!'Gusai [~,l'x ? 

Ragetsu ¥.iii ? 

Kinsai .ifiii\: ? 

'(rKuson~? 

Otsuji Z:.'.'f= 1881-1919 

Kubonta :fL,11:;t: 1881-1924 

Seisensui :tHfl:1.k 1884- 
HOsha ®,]j! 1885- 

Shimpll WBl 1887- 

ShO.oshi tU!tt" 1892- 
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