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The days and months are travelers of eternity liksthe years that come and go. For those who
pass their lives afloat on boats, or face old agdihg horses tight by the bridle, their journeying
is life, their journeying is home. And many are then of old who met their end upon the road.

How long ago, | wonder, did | see a drift of clduakne away upon the wind, and ceaseless
dreams of wandering become aroused? Only last yead been wandering along the coasts and
bays; and in the autumn, | swept away the cobwelns my tumbledown hut on the banks of the
Sumida and soon afterwards saw the old year outwBan the spring mists rose up into the sky,
the gods of desire possessed me, and burned mywitimthe longing to go beyond the barrier

at Shirakawa. The spirits of the road beckonedand,| could not concentrate on anything. So |
patched up my trousers, put new cords in my stratywand strengthened my knees with moxa. A
vision of the moon at Matsushima was already inmnyd. | sold my hut and wrote this just
before moving to a cottage owned by Samp

even this grass hut
could for the new owner be
a festive house of dolls!

This was the first of an eight verse sequence, whieft hanging on a post inside the hut.



<k >

PEBROLH, BIED S Z2jx & LT, AITERICTRBEE
NP OER O EMICH 2T, EBWRFOIEOH L NDT &
MEFEL, OFLENEDITHELVSEOTHIZETED, T
L& mfic TR Z b3 UE, ahd = TEROBHLOMITS I
TLHDOBLETICEERIOEAE Z > <,

ITHRSC SR O HIZE

RERNMOPIE LT, TiEREZT SET, AXIFTETICERL)
T, BT ORPDIZITE Rkl H L,

It was the twenty-seventh day of the Third Monté May]. There was a wan, thinning moon,
and in the first pale light of dawn, the summitMdunt Fuji could be dimly seen. | wondered if |
should ever see the cherry trees of Ueno and Yamgéia. My closest friends, who had gathered
together the night before, got on the boat to se®ffa We disembarked at Senju, and my heart
was overwhelmed by the prospect of the vast jouai®ad. Ephemeral though | know the world
to be, when | stood at the crossroads of partimgdt goodbye.

the spring is passing —
the birds all mourn and fishes'
eyes are wet with tears

| wrote this verse to begin my travel diary, anérthve started off,
though it was hard to proceed. Behind, my friendsenstanding in a row,
as if to watch till we were lost to sight.
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So that year — the second year of Genroku [168%]ad suddenly taken it into my head to make
the long journey into the deep north, to see withawn eyes places that | had only heard about,
despite hardships enough to turn my hair whit&oldd be lucky to come back alive, but |
staked my fortune on that uncertain hope.

We barely managed to reach the post-townas&aSy nightfall. My greatest burden was the
pack | carried on my thin, bony shoulders. | haahpkd to set out travelling light, but had ended
up taking a paper coat to keep out the cold atthgyhotton dressing gown, rainwear, and ink
and brushes, as well as various farewell presbatd tould not refuse and that had to be
accepted as burdens on the way.
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We went to see the shrine of Muro-no-yashima [TherGlike Chamber]. Sora, my travelling
companion, told me its story: 'The shrine is dediddo Konohana Sakuya Hime [Princess of
Flowering Blossoms], the goddess worshipped at M&uji. The name Muro-no-yashima refers
to the chamber that the goddess entered and d$ieepto prove that her pregnancy was
legitimate. The son she bore there was called Hemo{Born of the Flames]. This is why
poems about the place often mention smoke.' Thi& algo be the reason why a fish called
konoshirois never eaten here. When grilled, it smells bkening human flesh.
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On the last night of the third month [19 May], weuhd lodgings at the foot of Mount Niik

The innkeeper introduced himself as Gozaemon tlgglBaL 'I'm known as that because | put
honesty first and foremost in everything | do. Yaan sleep here safe tonight with your minds at
ease.' We wondered what kind of Buddha it washhkédttaken on human form in this troubled,
filthy world to help two beggar pilgrims. | obsedrbim carefully, and saw that, however
ignorant or clumsy he might have seemed, he wasethd man of stubborn honesty. He was a
man close to the Confucian ideal of Perfectiororggr simple, straightforward. | found his purity
of heart most admirable.
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On the first day of the fourth month [20 May], went to worship at the mountain shrine. In
ancient times, the name of the mountain was writeks [the Mountain of Two Storms]; but
when the great teachefikai built a temple here, he changed the namdikeko [Sunlight]. He
must have had the power to see a thousand yeavadhefpr the radiance of the shrine now
shines throughout the heavens. Its blessings fleav the land to the farthest corners, and all the
people live in security and peace. | was awestrbakely able to tell it in words:

how holy a place ...
green leaves, young leaves, and through them
the sunlight now bursts

Mount Kurokami [Mount Raven Hair], though veiledrnist, was still white with snow. Sora
composed a poem:

| shaved off my hair
and now at Kurokami
I change to new clothes

Sora is his pen name. His real name is Kavagio®. He built a house beside the lower leaves of
my basld tree, and used to help me with the chores of dngpjpewood and drawing water. He
was delighted at the thought of seeing Matsushinagkasagata, and came to keep me company
and share the hardships of the road. The morninigfivdhe shaved his head, changed into a
priest's black robes, and took the nameagfdjthe Enlightened One]. That is why he wrote the
Mount Kurokami poem. The words 'l change to newvitde' | find particularly effective.

A mile or so up the mountain was a waterfall. Tregex leaps forth from a hollow in the ridge
and tumbles down a hundred feet into a dark greehgirewn with a thousand stones. You can
squeeze between the rocks and the cascade, atiteseaterfall from behind. Hence its name
Urami-no-taki[Rear View Falls].

alone behind the
waterfall a little while —
now summer retreat
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I had an acquaintance who lived in Kurobane in Naswe decided to take the shortest route,
straight across the plain. We took a bearing frorilage in the distance, but as we walked, the
rain began to fall and the darkness closed in. &W& todgings for the night at a farmhouse, and
next morning started off again across the plain.

We came upon a horse grazing and a farmer cuttesgsgWe asked him the way. Although a
simple, rustic man, he was full of sympathy. Hegermed a while, then said, 'What would be the
best thing to do? The trails here criss-cross\al ¢he place, and strangers like you could
easily get lost. That worries me. I'll let you hakie horse. When he won't go any further, just
send him back." And with that, he leant us his &ors

Two small children followed us, running behind tierse. One of them, a little girl, was called
Kasane [Double]. It was such an unusual and chaymame that Sora wrote about it:

Kasane must be
the name given the wild pink
with double petals

Before long, we reached a village and turned thieéhback home, with some money tied to the
saddle.
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We called on @bgji, the senior pro-governor of Kurobankle was delighted to see us so
unexpectedly, and kept us chatting away days agtusitogether. His younger brothefstii,
seized every chance to talk with us, and invitetbuss own home, as well as introducing us to
his relatives and friends. And so the time passed b

One day, we took a stroll to the outskirts of thert, and saw the remains of the old dog-
shooting grounds.*

We pressed further out on to the plains to payespects at the tomb of Lady Tamamo, and
then at the shrine of Hachiman. We were espeaiatlyed when we heard that it was to this god
that Yoichi had cried, as he aimed his arrow atffame**

As darkness fell, we returned tosui's house. Nearby, there was a mountain-cultleecgiled
Komyoji. We were invited there, and worshipped in thdl ldbthe Ascetic:

in summer mountains
we say prayers before the shoes ...
journey now begins

*dog-shooting groundsa reference to a game in which horse-riders coegbéd shoot a dog with blunted
arrowheads.

**as he aimed his arrow at the faa celebrated challenge recorded in earlier histand literature. Nasu no
Yoichi was commanded to shoot at a fan held upwgraan on a swaying boat some two hundred andyfiitgs
away. He prays to Hachiman, the guardian deityhefsamurai, for success, declaring that he willkiinself
should the arrow miss. But he hits his target.
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Behind Unganji temple in this province, up in theuntains, was a hermitage where the priest
Butchb used to live. Butahonce told me that he had inscribed the followingm on a rock, in
charcoal made from pine:

Oh how much | loathe
building a shelter at all,

even a grass-thatched

hut not five feet long or wide —
if only it never rained ...

| wanted to see what remained of the hut, and atkimg-staff in hand, | set out. A group of
young people accompanied me on the way, chattesay happily, and before | knew it we had
reached the foot of the mountain. It seemed so.deeplley path stretched far into the distance,
lined by darkly clustering pines and cedars. Deiypd from the moss, and even though it was
the Fourth Month [early summer], the air still fetild. When we had passed all the Ten Sights,*
we crossed a bridge and the temple gate.

Eager to discover the site of the hermitage, Imbtad up the hill behind the temple to a tiny hut
built upon a rock, leaning against a cave. It vikes toming upon the Death Gate of the monk
Miao, or the stone chamber of the monk Fayun.tldefimpromptu verse on a post in the hut:

even woodpeckers
leave the hermitage untouched
in the summer trees

* all the Ten Sightsaccording to Bas#is companion, Sora, these sights were mainly prenmtirocks, buildings,
and clumps of plum and bamboo, within the tempéeipcts.
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From Kurobane, | headed towards the Killing Stonedorse lent to us bglibji. The man
leading the horse asked if | would write a poemhiion. Pleasantly surprised that he had such
artistic interests, | gave him this:

turn the horse's head
towards the plain; pull there now!
a cuckoo's calling ...

The Killing Stone stands in dark mountain shadoarrzehot spring. The gases emanating from
the rock were full of poison still. So many beed antterflies and other insects lay dead in
heaps around it, you couldn't tell the colour @& #and.

At Ashino, the weeping willow that Saiggelebrated, 'where pure and crystal water flows',
stands on the bank between two rice-fields. A lotftial there, a man called Kéhhad often
said how much he would like to show me the tred, lahoften wondered exactly where it
stood. Now, | rested in its shade:

one whole field of rice
had all been sown — before |
left the willow-tree
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Day after day had passed in vague uneasinessphuive approached the Barrier at Shirakawa,
and, for the first time, | felt that our journeydhiruly begun. | could understand why the poet*
had felt at this spot that he wanted to send wotti¢ people in the capital that he had crossed
the Barrier.

As one of the Three Barriers to the north, Shirak&was always appealed to poets and writers.

Yet even as | delighted in the green leaves ofrénes, an autumn wind seemed to sound in my
ears, and crimson leaves danced in my mind's dyewhiteness of deutzia, the white rambling
roses, made us feel as if we were crossing theeBamrsnow. According to Kiyosuke,** people

of long ago straightened their hats as they cross®tichanged their clothes. Sora wrote:

sprigs of deutzia
adorn our hats — formal dress
for the barrier

*why the poetan allusion to a poem by Taira no Kanemori (d. 999 which he expresses the wish to tell the
people in the capital that he had crossed the Barfror him, as for Bash the Shirakawa Barrier clearly
represented an emotional and psychological crospinigt, as well as a simple geographical frontier.

**Kiyosuke a writer (1104-77), whose book on poetics recahgstradition of changing clothes upon crossing the
Shirakawa Barrier.
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We passed the Barrier and crossed the Abukuma Rdreour left, the peak of Aizu soared up
high; on our right, the districts of Iwakip®a and Miharu stretched out; behind us, the rafige o
hills that separated the provinces of Hitachi ahir®tsuke. We passed Kagenuma [Shadow
Pond], but the sky was overcast that day, ande@ tivere no reflections.

At the post town of Sukagawa, we visited a podedalokya, who put us up for four or five
days. The first thing he asked was, 'How did yal &s you crossed the Barrier at Shirakawa?' |
replied that the hardships of our long journey Baldausted me in body and spirit.

Enchanted by the beauty of the landscape, and sb moved by the memories of the past that
it awakened, | had not been able to compose a tipoem. Yet it would be a shame to let the
crossing go unrecorded. So | wrote:

imagination's
birth! a song for planting rice
in the deep far north

From this opening, we added a second verse andathierd, until we had completed three
sequences. On the outskirts of the town, in thdeloha huge chestnut tree, there lived a monk
who had turned his back upon the world. The loweixetness of his hermitage reminded me of
another place deep in the mountains, where hoesstrolits had been gathered. | jotted down a
few words:

The character for 'chestnut' means 'west treatatidg its connection with the Paradise to the
West. It's said that the priest &y used the wood all his life for his walking-stec&nd the
pillars of his house:

people in the world
hardly notice these blossoms —
chestnuts by the eaves
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Some twelve miles or so frondKyi's house, just beyond Hiwada, is Mount Asakasksiup
close to the road, and there are many marshes ahmd. It was almost the season for picking
katsumiiris. We kept on asking, 'Which plant is the flowg katsumi?' But no-one knew. We
wandered about the marshes, asking everyone the ga@stion, till the sun sank behind the rim
of the hills.

We turned off to the right at Nihonmatsu, paid athaisit to the cave at Kurozuka, and stopped
for the night at Fukushima.
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The following morning, we set off to Shinobu in s#aof the Fern-print Rock. We found it half
buried in the soil of a remote hamlet over- shadbbsea mountain. Some village children came
up and told us that, in the old days, the stonestaald on top of the mountain. But the people
who went up there to rub the cloth on the stoné ¥étns had torn off leaves of barley too. The
farmers had become so annoyed, they had pushatbitne down into the valley — which was
why it was now lying upside down. The story was ingtossible:

hands planting seedlings
were hands once rubbing patterns
with ferns, long ago
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We crossed the river by the ferry at Tsukinowa [Métalo] and arrived at a post-town called
Senoue [Rapid's Head]. The ruined mansion wheie Safi had once lived was about four
miles away on the left, close to the mountains.Wéee told it was at Sabano, in the village of
lizuka.

We asked directions as we went along, until we cem@eplace called Maruyama. This was
where the warrior's house had stood. They toldhasthe Great Gate had been down at the foot
of the mountain, and my eyes glazed with teard.ssinding at an old temple nearby were the
tombstones of the family. The most moving werertfgnorials to the two young wives.*

Women though they were, they left behind them sunhme for courage. My sleeve was wet
with tears. You do not have to go so very far ateafind a tombstone that makes you weep. **

We went inside the temple to ask for tea, and $aaly among its treasures, were the sword of
Yoshitsune and the satchel-basket that Benkeiezhrri

both sword and satchel
shown for Boys' Festive Day, when
paper banners fly

It was the first day of the fifth month [18 June].

*the two young wivea reference to the widows of two warrior brothe®sp Tsugunobu (1158-85) and Tadanobu
(1161-86). After their deaths, to console their Ineof the two widows are said to have donned satamour to
pretend they were her sons returning in triumph.

** 3 tombstone that makes you wetiye tombstone in question was built by local pedaplhonour of Yang-hu (221-
78), an especially respected governor. All who gasuld not help weeping there.
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We stayed the night at lizuka. We bathed in thespangs there, and then rented a room. The
inn turned out to be a wretched hovel, with stramtavspread over the dirt floor. There wasn't
even a lamp, so we made up our beds in the light & hearth fire and lay down. Throughout
the night, the thunder rumbled, and the rain pod@an in torrents. What with the roof leaking
down on us just where we lay, and the fleas andjoitees biting, | couldn't sleep at all. To
make matters worse, my old complaint flared upragaausing such pain | almost fainted.

The short summer night came to an end at lastwenskt off again. | hired a horse to the post-
station of Kori, still feeling the after-effects of the nightfbee. | was worried about my sickness,
when such a great distance still remained ahead. Bld myself that, when I'd started on this
journey to the remotest regions, I'd been awaggvafig up all worldly things and facing life's
transience. If | should die on the road, that wdaddHeaven's will. Such thoughts helped restore
my spirits a little, and | passed through the Gfgatte of Date with some boldness in my step.
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Passing by Abumizuri and Shiroishi castles, wevadriat the district of Kasajima, and inquired
about the grave of the governor Sanekata, of thiev&i@ family. A man told us, 'Those villages
you can see at the foot of the mountain way othtoright are Minowa and Kasajima. The
shrine to the spirits of the road and the memafiglampas-grass are still there.’

After the heavy rains of previous days, the road imaan awful state, and | was so tired that we
contented ourselves with simply looking that wayvastrudged on. The names Minowa
[Raincoat] and Kasajima [Umbrella] were so welltsdito the rainy season that | wrote this
verse:

so whereabouts is
Rain-Hat isle? how far along
muddy roads of June

We stayed the night at lIwanuma.



Page 19
<>
HEORIZZZDRE 0T, BIZLEELY “RichbarnT
CEOZRS LRRTITE LB D, SERRNEREOM, EEToD)
FZTTFD LA, WARZET, ABJIOBIICELNTDHRE
HIITITe, RITHZOW S 2 L E1EEk=0, Rx 213k, H
D ONTHEAE e 8 L ERIS, AR TRoNTeb e S DIFUT, ©
TREROIFLEITRARFL,
HROMAEREEREZAEZ DO SR LD T,
A /N o G N = I - A

The Pine of Takekuma is truly an amazing sight. ffaek forks into two just above the ground,
confirming that this is just how the old tree mhbate looked. | thought immediately of the priest
NoGin. Long ago, a nobleman, newly appointed to sas/&overnor of Mutsu, had felled the

tree and used the wood as pilings for a bridge theelNatori River. Win wrote in a poem, 'No
trace is left now of the pine'. | was told thatngeation after generation, the pine had been felled
yet a new one replanted. After perhaps a thousaatsythe present pine is still quite perfect in
shape.

When | had started my journey, Kyohaku had giverarpeem as a farewell present:
late cherry blossoms ...

let my master see the pine

at Takekuma

I now wrote in reply:

since the cherries bloomed

I've longed to see the twin pine ...
three long months have passed
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We crossed the river Natori and went into Sendavak the day when people hang blue irises
beneath the eaves. We found an inn where we stayéalr or five days. In the town, there was
a painter called Kaemon. | had heard he was a rhely artistic taste, and | got to know him.
He told me he had spent several years tracing plaeationed in poetry that had become hard
to locate; and one day, he took us to see sonteeoi.tThe fields of Miyagino were thick with
bush clover, and | could imagine the sight in aututfhwas the season when the pieris flowered
around Tamada, Yokono and Tsutsuji-ga-oka. We wdakeough a pine forest so thick that
sunlight could not penetrate at all, and were iiglchame, Konoshita [Under-the-Trees]. The
dripping dew must have been heavy there even ireanimes, for in one poem, a servant is
asked to tell his lord to take an straw hat. Werefl prayers at Yakushki&hrine and the Shrine
at Tenjin before the day drew to a close.

As parting gifts, Kaemon presented us with sketdiddatsushima and Shiogama and various
other local places. He also gave us two pairsraf\ssandals, with straps deep iris-blue. These
presents showed how much a man of cultivated testeas:

| will bind iris
blossoms round about my feet —
straps for my sandals
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Following the drawings that Kaemon had providedcame to théofu sedge, growing at the
foot of the mountains where the Narrow Road toDeep North runs. The local people
apparently still make ten-stranded matting each fgggpresentation to the provincial Governor.
We found the Tsubo stone monument at Tagajhe village of Ichikawa. The stone is a little
over six feet high and about three feet wide.

Once the moss covering the stone had been scraad letters could be faintly seen beneath,
recording the distances to all four corners ofdbentry. There was an inscription also:

This castle was built in the first year of JifikR4] by Ono-no-Azumabito,Inspector and
Governor General. It was repaired in thixth year of Temgyhoji [762] by Emi-no-asomi-
Asakari,Councillor, Governor of the Eastern Sea and EasMauntaindistricts, and Governor
General.First day of the twelfth month

So the founding took place during the reign ofEmeperor Shmu. Of all the many places
celebrated in poetry since ancient times, most kaneshed. Mountains have crumbled, rivers
taken new courses, and roads new routes. Stonesleawn buried and hidden in the earth, and
old trees have given way to saplings. Time passdglee world changes. But here, before my
eyes, was a monument that had endured a thousamsl yéelt that | could understand the
feelings of the people of the past. 'This," | thatgs the traveller's reward. This is the joy of
having lived so long." | forgot the hardships of tkad, and was moved to tears.
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We stopped along the Tama River at Noda and an@kshi [the Great Stone in the Lake], both
made famous in poetry. On Sue-no-matsuyama [théeEs@®ines], a temple with the same
name, Massbzan,* had been built. Everywhere among the pinesirgraves were spread.

They filled me with a great sadness, reminding Ina all the vows to be 'a single pair of wings
or intertwining branches’ ** came in the end tosthtAs we came to Shiogama Bay, the evening
bell was tolling.

The sky had cleared a little after steady rain. éfritle faint rays of the evening moon, the island
of Magaki could be seen not far from shore. A lfismall fishing boats came rowing in. | could
hear the voices of the fishermen as they dividethap catch. And | understood now what the
poet meant who wrote, 'lt catches the heart —hanigsboat pulled to shore'. That night, I listened
to a blind singer reciting a north-country balladhie accompaniment of his lute. It was not like
the stories of Heike, or traditional dancing sors.was performing close to my bed, and |
found the rustic tones of his voice very noisy. Bugin | realized how admirable it was that such
fine old customs were still preserved in this distand.

*Masshpzanthe Sinified reading of Sue-no-matsuyama.

** a single pair of wings or intertwining branchesi quotation from a celebrated poem by Po ChueintfSof
Everlasting Regret'. The images are clearly metaplfiar everlasting love.
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Early the next morning, we visited the Shrine ab§ama, which had been restored by the
governor of the province. Its pillars stood hugd arajestic, brightly painted rafters sparkled,
and stone steps rose up flight after flight. Theson fencing was dazzling in the morning
sunlight. How wonderful it was, | thought, thattims land of ours, the divine powers of the gods
should show themselves even in so remote a plattesas

In front of the sanctuary, there was an old lanteith an inscription on its iron door, 'Presented
by Izumi-no-Sabuy in the third year of Bunji [1187]'. It was stranigew these words brought

back things unchanged for over five hundred ydatsni-no-Sabus had been a brave and
honourable soldier, a loyal and loving son. Hisddmas lasted to the present day, and there is no
one now who does not honour him. How true it ig,tlianen strive to walk in the way of truth

and uphold righteousness, fame will follow of ifsel

It was nearly noon. We hired a boat and crossédatisushima. After five miles on the water,
we landed on the beach of the island of Ojima.
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No matter how often it has been said, Matsushintlaeisnost beautiful place in all Japan, and
can easily hold its own against T'ung-t'ing or Western Lake in China. The sea surges in from
the southeast into a bay seven miles across, tersvlarimming full like the Zhejiang River in
China. There are more islands than anyone couldtc8ome rise up steeply, as through
thrusting towards the skies; some are flat, anthdeecrawl on their stomachs into the waves.
Some seem piled double, or even three layers figlhhe left, they appear separate; to the right,
joined together. Some look as if they carried &lwar their backs, and some as if they held them
in their arms, like a parent caring for a littldldror grandchild. The pines are of the deepest
green, and their branches, constantly buffetechbyinds from the sea, seem to have acquired a
twisted shape quite naturally. The scene sugdestsdrene charm of a lovely woman's face.
Matsushima truly might have been createdDygmazumi [God of the Mountains] in the Great
Age of the Gods. What painter or what writer coener capture fully the wonder of this
masterpiece of nature?

The Island of Ojima [Male Island] juts out from thminland into the sea. Here are the remains
of the priest Ungo's retreat, and the rock on whielused to meditate. | glimpsed a few other
recluses among the pines as well. We saw smokeyricom a fire of twigs and pine cones at
one quiet, thatched hut. We did not know what lohdchan the occupant might be, and yet we
felt drawn towards the spot. As we approachedntben shone down upon the water,
transforming the scene from how it had appearedayy

We returned to the shore and found lodgings, arskstorey room with open windows that
looked out over the bay. As we lay there in thesihaf breeze and cloud, | felt a marvellous
exhilaration. Sora wrote:

Matsushima, oh ...
you will need cranes' wings to fly
little cuckoo bird

| was silent. | tried to sleep but could not. Whdérad left my old cottage, | had been presented
by Sod with a poem in Chinese about Matsushima, atahkaby Hara Anteki about Matsu-ga-
urashima [Bay Isle of Pines].

| took them out of my bag as my companions forrtigit. | had soméokkutoo, composed by
Sanm and Jokushi.
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On the eleventh, we visited the temple at Zuigamd, long ago — thirty- two generations before
the present — Makabe no Heighivad entered Buddhist orders, gone to China toystamt then
returned to found the temple. Later, under the foimluence of the monk Ungo, its seven halls
had been rebuilt. Now the temple was a great cefitnership, with dazzling golden walls — a
true paradise on earth. Yet still | wondered wttkesholy man Kenbutsu's temple might have
been.
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On the twelfth, we set out for Hiraisumi, choosanlittle-travelled track used only by hunters,
grass-cutters and woodchoppers. We had intendga by way of the famous Pine of Anewa
and the Bridge of Odae, but blundering along, ve¢ éar way and ended up at the port town of
Ishinomaki. Far off across the water, we couldlsiedazan, the mountain where a poem had
evoked 'the flowers of gold in bloom'.

Hundreds of merchant ships clustered in the baysé®jostled against each other, and smoke
rose up everywhere from cooking fires. Astonistetdve stumbled on such a place, we looked
for lodgings, but no-one had a room to spare, sspeat the night in a wretched little hut.

Early next morning, we again set out on an unaejtairney on unfamiliar roads. As we
followed an embankment that stretched on and @mritihably, we could see in the distance
Sode-no-watari [Sleeve Crossing], Obuchi-no-malargé Pastures], and Mano-no-kayahara
[Vine Fields of Mano], all celebrated in verse. ¥kérted round a long, depressing marsh to a
place called Toima, where we spent the night. Menvent on to Hiraizumi. We must have
covered over fifty miles.
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The glory of three generations of the Fujiwara pdsss if in a dream. Their Great Gate lies in
ruins, two miles this side of the castle. The lardekre Hidehira's mansion stood has now
returned to paddy fields. Only Mount Kinkeizan [@&ockrel Mountain] looks the same as in
the past. We climbed up Takadachi [Palace on thghthg first. From there, we could see the
Kitakami, a mighty river that flows down from Nankand also the Koromo, a river that circles
round Izumi Castle before it empties into the loigr below Takadachi. Yasuhira's castle stands
beyond the Koromo Barrier, seemingly to protectNla@mbu gateway from invasion by the Ainu.
There at Takadachi, Yoshitsune and a chosen balogalfmen tried to entrench themselves —
but their heroic actions turned in the twinklingasf eye to nothing more than clumps of grass:

The country is destroyed; yet mountains and rivensain.
Spring comes to the castle; the grass is greem.agai

With my hat as a seat, and these lines runningigirany head, | stayed there weeping till time
seemed no more.

mounds of summer grass —
the place where noble soldiers
one time dreamed a dream

in deutzia flowers

Kanefusa seems to me —

oh, such white, white hair
(Sora)

The two halls we had heard so much about weredymh. In the Sutra Hall stood the statues of
the three generals of Hiraisumi; in the Golden Hakir coffins and three sacred images. The
Golden Hall’'s seven precious things * had beentsead and lost, the gem-studded doors
ravaged by the winds, the gold-fretted pillarsedtby the frosts and snow. The temple would
certainly have collapsed and turned to nothing nioae grass, had not new walls been built
around, and a tiled roof put on against the windl l@mn. A memorial of a thousand years has, for
a little time, been preserved.

so the rains of spring
fall and fall, yet leave untouched
this bright Hall of Gold

*the Golden Hall's seven precious thingso designated in Buddhism, according to HiroakoSahe allusions are
to gold, silver, emerald, glass, giant clam, coaal] agate.
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The road to Nanbu stretched far away towards tinlhngo we turned back and spent the night at
the village of lwade. From there, we passed by @mpki and Mizu-no-ojima, and from the hot
springs at Narugo, headed for the Barrier at Skamnntending to cross into Dewa Province.

The road was so little used by travellers thatgin@rds at the checkpoint examined us
suspiciously, and we barely managed to get throAglwe toiled upwards on the mountain, the
darkness began to fall, so when we saw a housedpatpto a border guard, we asked for

shelter. For three whole days, the wildest storgedzaon, and trapped us there, among the dreary
mountains:

Fleas and lice all round —
and now a horse that piddles
right by my pillow

Our host told us that the road into Dewa was amdrked trail through high mountains; we
would be wise to hire a guide to show us the wag.alfreed, and hired a strapping young man,
who strode ahead with a scimitar at his side andadérstaff in his hand. As we followed him,

we worried that this would be the day we were somein into danger. Just as our host had said,
the mountains were high and densely wooded.

Not a single bird-cry could be heard. It was dagkdmth the canopy of trees, so dark it was like
walking in the night. Feeling as if 'dust was ragirom the edges of the clouds™, we groped
our way through thickets of bamboo, waded acraeasts, stumbled over rocks, all the while in
a cold sweat of fear, until at last we reacheddlen of Mogami. In high spirits, our guide then
told us that unpleasant things were always happgemirthe trail we'd followed. He'd been lucky
to bring us through in safety. Even though the éangas now past, his words made our hearts
still pound.

*'dust was raining from the edges of the cloudsphrase from a poem by Tu Fu (712-770).
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At Obanazawa, we called on Sgia man whose wealth did not eclipse his fine tas$ea
frequent visitor to the capital, he knew what It fke to be a traveller; and he made us stay for
several days, showering us with all kinds of hasdiit, to make us forget the hardships of our
long journey.

the lovely coolness

of this lodging — I sit here
wholly at my ease

come on, crawl out now!
beneath the silkworm nursery
croaking of a toad

so they bring to mind

a lady's small eyebrow brush —
these saffron blossoms

the silkworm nurses —

figures that bring back to mind
a time long ago

(Sora)
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In the province of Yamagata, there is a mountample called Rgshaku-ji. Founded by the
Great Teacher Jikaku, it is a wonderfully serere taainquil place. We had been urged to go
there, and so had retraced our steps from Obanaaagistance of some seventeen miles.

It was still daylight when we arrived. We reseneelddging in the pilgrims' hostel at the foot of
the mountain, and then climbed up to the templéhersummit. The mountain was made up of
boulder upon boulder, with ancient pines and cygggsipon its slopes. Moss lay like velvet
upon the soil and stones. At the summit, the terdpta's were closed, and not one single sound
was to be heard. But we skirted round the clifid acrambled over the rocks, and reached the
temple precincts. The quiet and lonely beauty efglace seemed to purify our hearts:

the utter silence ...
cutting through the very stone
a cicada's rasp
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We hoped to sail down the Mogami River, and waftedhe weather to clear at a place called
Oishida. | was told that the seeds of the ltdikai poetry had been scattered here, and that
people still cherished the memory of those unfdegotlowers from the past. The rustic notes of
simple reeds and horns could still bring musidrthearts. They had tried, they said, to grope
their way towards the right path. But without adgyithey had found it difficult to choose
between the old styles and the new. | could scatealve without composing with them a
sequence of poems. The poetry-making of my jouhasreached even here. The Mogami

River has its source deep in the northern mountaimd its upper reaches run through Yamagata.
The Goten [Go-stones] and Hayabusa [Falcon] raguielgust two of the terrifying dangers on its
course. It skirts Mount Itajiki on the north anddlly enters the sea at Sakata. Our boat cascaded
down through thick foliage, with mountains overhiauggus on either side. It was probably the
same kind of boat that the old poem describedaesboats’, though those were laden with

grain. Through breaks in the green leaves, we ceedthe Shiraito [White Thread] Falls. The
Sennin@ [Mountain Wizard] Hall stands there too, rightla water's edge. The river was

wollen, and our journey dangerous:

gathering the rains
of summer, how swift it is —
Mogami River.
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On the third day of the sixth month [19 July], wienbed Mount Haguro. There we visited a
man called Zushi Sakichi, who obtained for us agience with the chief priest, Egaku. He put
us up in the Minamidani [Southern Valley] templeddreated us with the greatest kindness.
On the fourth day, there wasaikai gathering at the high priest's residence:

oh what sweet delight ...
the cool fragrances of snow
in southern valley

On the fifth day, we went to worship at Haguro sérilt was founded by the Great Teacher
Nojo, though nobody now knows at what period he livBteEngi Book of Ceremonies
mentions a shrine called 'Satoyama in Dewa ProViBe# it is possible thagatois a copyist's
error forkuro . Perhaps, too, Haguroyama is an abbreviationsbfi Kluroyama. According to
the local guide-book, the narDewa[present feathers] derives from the custom inpinds/ince
of offering birds' feathers as a tribute.

Haguro, together with Gassan and Yudono mountaiage up the Three Mountains of Dewa.
The temple here is affiliated witho€izan Kan'eiji Temple in Edo. Lit by the bright nmoof
Tendai concentration and insight, it holds up #rap of perfection and enlightenment. The
monks' quarters stand row upon row; and the ascetactise their discipline with zeal. You
cannot but feel both reverence and awe before trecutous power of this holy place. It will
flourish forever, this magnificent mountain.

On the eighth day, we climbed Gassan [Moon Mouht&ifearing paper necklaces, with white
turbans round our heads, we toiled upwards for tyveriles, led by a sturdy mountain guide,
through clouds and mists, over ice and snow. Wedered if we would not soon share the
paths followed by the sun and moon. Breathlessnanab with cold, we finally reached the
summit, just as the sun was setting and the m@amgti Spreading out a bed of bamboo-grass,
with bamboo leaves as pillows, we lay down and edbfor the dawn. As the sun rose and
burned away the clouds, we started down towardsoiod

Close to the valley, we passed what had been &wgniihe sword- smiths of the province had
used the holy waters here to purify themselvesfarge their celebrated swords, which finally
they would engrave with the name 'Gassan' [Moonmiain]. | remembered that swords used to
be tempered, too, at the Dragon Springs in Chirspited by the
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ancient example of Kan-chiang and Mo-yetitose sword-smiths had shown, | came to realise,
how completely dedicated they had been to perfgdhair craft. As | sat on a rock resting a
while, | noticed a cherry tree, barely three faghhwith buds half-open. It was moving that, for
all the snow it had been buried under, this latrighblossom had not forgotten spring. It was
like 'plum blossoms in the scorching sun™*, perfagithe air. The memory of Archbishop
Gyoson's touching poem moved me even more.

It is a rule among ascetics not to reveal detd&itsiaMount Yudono to other people, so now |
must lay down my brush and say no more. When wenetl to our lodgings, Egaku asked me to
write out on poem cards the verses inspired bypdgrimage to the Three Mountains:

such lovely coolness...

palely now the crescent moon

on Mount Haguro

how many cloud peaks

have come tumbling down upon
the moon's own mountain

| cannot speak of Mount Yudono —
yet see how wet my sleeve is now

And Sora wrote:

Yudono Mountain —
as | walk through pilgrims’ coins
tears come to my eyes

*ancient example of Kan-chiang and Mo-yehhusband and wife team, who were the most faswoslsmiths in
ancient China.

** 'plum blossoms in the scorching sumhn allusion to two lines which compare the poetrZh'en Yi-I (1090-
1138) to the blossoms of plum trees under a scogesiin.
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After leaving Haguro, we went to the castle towTsfirugaoka, where we were the guests of a
samurai called Nagayama Shigeyuki. We composeciypsequence at his house. Sakichi
came with us all the way. We boarded a river badtvaent downstream to the port of Sakata.
There, we stayed at the house of a physician n&mk&uoh Fugyoku:

from Hot Springs Mountain
all the way to Windy Bay —
the cool of evening

the blistering sun

is gathered in the sea by
Mogami River
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We had already enjoyed so many splendid sightsefs and mountains, sea and land; but now
| could think of nothing but seeing Kisakata. Wavelled northeast from the port of Sakata,
climbing over hills, following the coastline, truidg through the sand — a journey of some
twenty-five miles. Towards sunset, a wind from se@ began to whip up the sand, and a misty
rain started to fall, blotting Mount Ghkai from view.

Groping our way in the darkness, | was sure th#tgei view was quite outstanding in the rain, it
would prove even more beautiful when the weathdrdieared. We squeezed into a fisherman's
thatched hut, and waited for the rain to stop.

The next day dawned clear, and as the bright mgrsum rose, we took a boat out on the lagoon
of Kisakata. We went first to &injima, to visit the spot wheredih had lived for three years in
seclusion. On the opposite shore, where we negelhthe boat, we saw the old cherry tree

that stood as a memorial to Saigywho had written of fishing boats 'rowing above therry
blossoms'. Near the water's edge was a tomb treasad to be Empress Jit'gy with a temple
nearby called Kanmanju-ji [Ebb-and-Flow-Pearls Texhg had never heard before that she had
come this way, and wondered if the story were true.

As we sat in a room at the front of the temple eollgéd up the screens, the entire landscape
unfolded before us. To the south, Mount&é propped up the sky, its image reflected in the
water. To the west, the Muyamuya Barrier blockedrtbad. To the east, the road to Akita
stretched out on an embankment far into the distahe the north was the sea, whose waves
broke into the lagoon at a place called ShiogoEitid-Crossing].

Kisakata, which is little more than two miles losgd wide, reminded me of Matsushima; but
there was a difference. Whereas Matsushima seemsdile, Kisakata had a gloomy, bitter air.
The lonely, melancholy scene evoked a troubled musoal:

Kisakata rain —

Seishi lying all asleep with

wet mimosa flowers

crossing of the tides ...

a crane, its long legs splashing —
ah how cool the sea
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Festival

in Kisakata —

what special food is eaten
at the festival?

(Sora)

a fisherman's hut —

boards upon the sand, they taste
the cool of evening

(Teiji, a Mino merchant)

Seeing an osprey nest upon a rock:
did they make a vow

that waves should never hit there —
those nesting ospreys?

(Sora)



Page 37
<% >
WHORMEHEZET, REOEIZE, @xO0RBLOMEWZE
LOTIEDOKHE CHMEB LR, ROEZ Z v, gz otz
BITHRG T, BFoE—50 oIcE 5, LE, BEOHIZ
ERLEL, MBIV THEELLDLST, LHCANH L EORIZIHE T
FEHECEPEIC K 2 72 5K

| was so loath to leave Sakata that we lingerecktfor several days. But then we set out towards
the distant clouds on the Hokuriku [Northern LaRajad. The prospect of yet another long
journey ahead filled me with dread. It was saitd¢avell over three hundred miles to Kanazawa,
the capital of Kaga Province. Once past the Baai@tezu, we continued our journey through
Echigo Province as far as the Barrier of IchibaorEichi. The heat and the rain during these nine
days of travel wore me out completely, and | fett ill to write anything:

so in the seventh month
the sixth day does not bring in
a usual night*

billow-crested seas!
flowing towards Sado Isle
heaven's Milky Way

*the sixth day does not bring in / a usual nigfihe seventh night of the seventh month was Taamab#tstival
that celebrated the meeting of two stars in theosige a year. The anticipation of both festival ameketing, Bash
implies, means that the night before is also a ighéme.
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Today we passed along the most dangerous stret€hesd in the whole of the north country —
places with names like 'Children Forget Paremarents Forget Children’, 'Dogs Turn Back',
'Horse Sent Back'. | was so exhausted that, bytfisigH pulled my pillow close to me and tried
to sleep. But from one room beyond us at the fobhe house, | could hear young women's
voices — two of them, it seemed — talking to anrolth whose voice mingled with theirs. As |
listened, | gathered that they were prostitutesifiiigata in Echigo Province. They were on a
pilgrimage to the shrine of Ise, and the old maah éscorted them as far as this barrier. They
would be sending him back to Niigata next mornigy were giving him letters and trivial
messages to take back with him. Adrift 'on the sivanere white waves roll in’, these
fishermen's daughters' had fallen low in the woekthanging fleeting vows, committing daily
sins. What awful karma had doomed them to suchciveeiness? And then | fell asleep, their
whispers in my ears. Next morning, as we were pnegdo leave, the two women came up

to us. 'We're really very anxious at starting ds ttard journey on unknown roads. Will you let
us follow you? We'll stay well out of sight. Youdeessed like priests. Please show us the
Buddha's compassion, and lead us to believe.' Weeg in tears. 'I'm sorry for you', | responded,
'‘but we'll be stopping a great many times. Justwith others going your way. The gods will
protect you and see you there safely.' We stafffestraightway, but it was some time before |
could stop feeling sympathy for them.

beneath this same roof
prostitutes were sleeping too —
clover and the moon

| spoke these lines to Sora, who wrote them down.
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People speak of the 'forty-eight channels' of tieokke River, and indeed we had to cross
countless streams before we reached the bay at Rétgough it was not spring, we were urged
not to miss the wisteria at Tako in early autumme &gked a man the way and were told, "You'll
have to follow the shore for about ten miles, drehtyou'll find Tako in the hollow of those
mountains. There're just a few miserable thatckierad huts there. They belong to fishermen.
You won't find anyone to put you up for the nigktightened away by his comments, we went
on into Kaga Province:

scent of early rice —
to the right, as we push through,
the Ariso Sea
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After crossing Mount Unohana and Kurikara Valley mreached Kanazawa on the fifteenth day
of the seventh month. We shared lodgings with ah@et named Kasho, who had come up
from Osaka. A man by the name of Isslwho had begun to gain some reputation for his
devotion to poetry, had been living in Kanazawa;Hmihad died young the previous winter. His
brother arranged a haikai gathering in his memory:

the gravemound should move!
my crying voice is echoed
in the autumn wind

On being invited to a thatched hut:
the cool of autumn —

our hands are busy peeling

melon and eggplant

Composed on the road:

the red, blazing red,

of the pitiless sun — yet
autumn in the wind
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At a place called Komatsu [Young Pines]:

what a lovely name!
the wind blows through young pines, bush
clover, pampas grass

In Komatsu, we went to worship at the Tada Shriviegre we saw Sanemori's helmet and a
piece of his brocade tunic. We were told that lagg, while he was serving the Monomoto clan,
the helmet had been a gift from Lord Yoshitomo.ged, it was no ordinary warrior's headgear.
From visor to earflaps, it was engraved with a santhemum arabesque design inlaid with gold,
and the front was crowned with a dragon's headhgrair of horns. The shrine chronicles

vividly tell how Kiso no Yoshinaka, after killingg®emori in battle, offered the helmet with a
petition to the shrine, and how Higuchi noJicted as messenger.

the pity of it ...
trapped underneath a helmet
a cricket chirping



Page 42
<H>
(I OIRRIATIZEE . ARPHIRNCAZ L CThwie, LZDOLBRICEBEREH Y, LLDIE
BEFZFolEL S TSRO TH. K&
DB ELE LI O TR L4 MRS &0, IVERMO 7%
PNBRELEF, HASEN\IWHRER LT, BEEE D/
EHO FIZEY T T, BB R, Aillofa kv B LEkoR

As we walked towards the hot springs at Yamanakeacould still see the peak of Shirane over
our shoulders. A temple dedicated to Kannon stoault left, at the foot of a mountain. We
were told the temple had been founded by the telrmperor Kazan. After he had completed a
pilgrimage to the Thirty-Three Spiritual Places,iimgtalled a statue here of the All-
Compassionate, All-Merciful Kannon, and gave thecplthe name 'Nata', combining the 'na’ of
Nachi with the 'ta’ of Tanigumi. There were mamarsgely shaped rocks, rows of ancient pines,
and a small thatched temple atop a massive boutdeas a place of marvelous beauty.

whiter far than all
the stones of Ishiyama —
the autumnal wind
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We bathed in the hot springs, which were said tedw®nd only to
Ariake in effectiveness

at Yamanaka,

no need for chrysanthemums —

the scent of hot springs

The innkeeper, who was still a youth, was calledn€nosuke. His father had been very fond of
poetry, and had put the poet Teishitsu to shant@sguperior knowledge, when the master had
come here from Kato as a young man. Teishitsu went back to the sitidied under Teitoku,
and later gained recognition. But even after heabecfamous, it is said, he would never accept
any payment for correcting verses written by anyfoom this village. This is an old, old story.
Sora had developed a stomach complaint, and heaiestd to Nagashima in Ise Province,
where he had relatives. He left me this verse:

onwards | must go —
if | should fall, let it be
amidst bush clover

The sorrow of the one who went ahead, and the sadsfehe one who remained behind, seemed
like two lapwings parting from each other and lgsiheir way in the clouds. | too wrote a verse:
from this day the words inside my hat will vanistthithe dew of tears*

* the words / inside my hafravelling companions, such as Basind Sora, often wrote standard inscriptions, such
as 'two travellers alone in all the world', insitieeir hats. Bas#is sorrow at Sora's departure will erase those
words.
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Still in Kaga Province, | stayed at Zengha temple outside the castle town of DaishSora
had stayed there the night before, and had leftgbem for me:

throughout the long night
listening to the autumn wind
in the hills behind

We had been only one night apart, yet it seemeddithousand miles. That night, | too lay
sleepless in the guest room, listening to the antwnd. Towards dawn, | could clearly hear the
sound of voices chanting a sutra. A gong was straicf | went into the refectory. Eager to get
to Echizen Province that day, | left the hall asrsas possible, but some young monks ran after
me to the foot of the stairs, paper and inkstorteéair hands. The willow in the garden had
scattered some of its leaves, and so | wrote:

let's sweep the garden
then set out — in the temple
the willow leaves fall

Straw sandals on, | dashed off this impromptu verse
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| crossed Lake Yoshizaki by boat, the border ofiEst province, and went to visit the
Shiogoshi [Tide-Crossing] Pines.

throughout the long night

the waves are lashed by a storm

that drives them to shore —

and moonlight drips from their boughs,
the pines of Shiogoshi

In this single poem, Saigycrystallises the essence of the scene at Shiokaladd even a single
word would be like adding an extra useless fingea hand.

At Maruoka, | called upon an old friend, the abbbthe Tenry Temple. A man called Hokushi,
from Kanazawa, had intended to accompany me fbog distance, but he had finally come all
the way to Maruoka, unable to say goodbye. No igithe journey had escaped his notice, and
he wrote some moving poems. Now that we were gartiwrote:

I've scribbled words, but
how to tear the fan apart —
goodbyes are so hard*

| went three or four miles into the mountains tastop at Eiheiji, the temple of the Zen Master
Dogen. | understand that he had some profound rdasawoiding the vicinity of the capital
and for building his temple in such remote mourgaia these.

*how to tear the fan aparhow that summer had ended, a fan was no longetatedn spite of this, Baglseems to
have impulsively scribbled some words on a fanckviiade it all the more difficult to throw it away.
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Although Fukui was only six or seven miles awagid not set out until after supper, and it was
an uncertain journey along the twilit road. Fuk@smvhere $sai had long been living as a
recluse. He had come to Edo and visited me onogasInot sure exactly when, but it must have
been more than ten years previously. | assumeduse Ime very old and feeble now, perhaps
even dead. But when | asked about him, | was twdtihe was still alive in such-and-such a
place. | found his wretched, tiny house in an duthe-way corner of the town. Moonflowers

and bottle-gourds covered the walls, and the daw mdden beneath cockscomb and broom
grass. This must be it, | thought, and rapped ergtite. A woman of humble appearance came
out and asked: 'Where have you come from, youreene? The master's gone to visit someone
in the neighborhood. If you've got business witim hplease search him out there." | assumed she
was his wife. It was just like a scene from that wbvel,* | thought, as | went in search of him. |
found him without trouble, and spent two nightdis house, after which | got ready to set out
again, hoping to see the full moon over Tsurugabblar. Tosai offered to keep me company
and, with his kimono skirts tucked jauntily intestgash, set out in high spirits as my guide.

*that old novelseemingly an allusion to a sentence in MurasakiiB's eleventh-century The Tale of Geniji , in
which Genji muses, “I've heard something like iy in an old story', Genji thought, mystified.”
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Shinane Mountain gradually disappeared from sightlaunt Hina came into view. We crossed
the bridge at Azamuzu, and saw the reeds at Taemaom. Beyond the Barrier at Uguisu
[Song Birds] and over YunPass, we came to Hiuchi Castle. At Mount Kaehedrd the cries

of the first wild geese of autumn. Towards twiligimt the fourteenth day, | found lodgings at the
port of Tsuruga. That night, the moon was partidylelear and bright. 'Will it be fine tomorrow
night for the full moon?' | asked the innkeepear.tHese northern lands,' he replied, offering me
some wine, 'who knows from one night to the nexéthbr it'll be cloudy or fine?"

That night, we went to the Shrine at Kehi, the platere the Emperor Gai is worshipped. A
sense of holiness pervaded everything. In the niglarthat filtered in between the pine trees,
the white sand in front of the sanctuary glisteasdf covered with frost. The innkeeper told me,
'Once, long ago, the second Pilgrim-Priest madeatyow. He himself cut grass and carried
earth and rock to dry up the surrounding marshhabit would be easier for worshippers to
come and go.' The practice is still observed. Epegst still carries sand to sprinkle before the
shrine — a custom called the 'sand-carrying ofttgrim-Priest'.

pure light of the moon
glistening on the grains of sand
brought by the pilgrims

On the fifteenth, just as the innkeeper had saidight, it rained.
night of the full moon!

the weather in the north land
so often changes
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On the sixteenth, the skies cleared, and so we lehbat to Iro-no-hama Beach to gather some
little clam shells. It was about seventeen milessxthe water. A man called Ten'ya had
prepared all kinds of refreshments for us — lunaskiets and bamboo flaskssatke— and had
ordered several of his servants to go with us énbbat. In no time at all, a tail wind blew us to
the shore. On the beach, there were only a feweriisbn's shacks and a forlorn Nichiren temple
where we drank tea and warmedsaie. As evening began to fall, the sense of isolatas
unbearable.

oh what loneliness ...

more desolate than Suma

this beach in autumn

between each wave-break ...
mixed with small shells, the debris
of bush-clover flowers

| asked Dsai to write a description of what had happenetidag, and left it at the temple.
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Rotdi came to Tsuraga to welcome me back, and we teal/esigether to Mino Province. Our
journey was made easier by having horses to rideenWe arrived abgaki, Sora joined us

from Ise. Etsujin had also galloped in on horsebaokl we all gathered together at@ekouse.
All day and night, my closest friends — Zensengjkd, Keikd's sons, and others — came to visit.
They seemed as happy and concerned as if | hatejushed from the dead.

Despite my travel weariness, | set out on the sit&tyh of the ninth month [18 October] to witness
the rebuilding of the Great Shrine at Ise. As pptl again into a boat, | wrote:

so, to Futami,
like a clam ripped from its shell ...
autumn's deepening now
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Oku no Hosomichi(B2 M#A:&”, originally & < DI Z &,
meaning "Narrow road to/of the interior"), translkhialternately as
The Narrow Road to the Deep NordndThe Narrow Road to the
Interior, is a major work by the Japanese poet Matsuo@ash
considered "one of the major texts of classicahdape literature."

The text is written in the form of a travel dianydawas penned as
Baslo made an epic and dangerous journey on foot thrtheykdo
Japan of the late 17th century. While the poetidvieecame seminal of its own account, the
poet's travels in the text have since inspired npegple to follow in his footsteps and trace his
journey for themselves. In one of its most mema@ gdalssages, BasBuggests that "every day
is a journey, and the journey itself home."

Of Oku no HosomichiKenji Miyazawa once suggested, "It was as ifwaey soul of Japan had
itself written it".
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Oku no Hosomichivas written based on a journey taken by Bastthe

late spring of 1689. He and his traveling compardawai Sora

("] & B) departed from Edo (modern-day Tokyo) for the inexty

interior region known as Oku, propelled mostly byesire to see the places
about which the old poets wré¥dn an effort to "renew his own art"
Specifically, he was emulating Saigwhom Bash praised as the greatest
waka poet; Bashmade a point of visiting all the sites mentioned i
Saigy's verse. Travel in those days was very dangemui$Basie was
committed to a kind of poetic ideal of wandering tfaveled for about 156
days altogether, covering thousands of miles mastlfoot. Of all of
Baslv's works, this is the best known.

This poetic diary is in the form known as haiburcpabination of prose

and haiku. It contains many references to Confu&asyyw, ancient

Chinese poetry, and evdime Tale of the Heikédt manages to strike a
dellcate balance between all the elements to pedymwerful account. It is primarily a travel
account, and Bashvividly relates the unique poetic essence of etop in his travels. Stops on
his journey include the Tokugawa shrine at Nikihe Shirakawa barrier, the islands of
Matsushima, Hiraizumi, Sakata, Kisakata, and &téte and Sora parted at Yamanaka, but at
Ogaki he briefly met up with a few of his other djges before departing again to the Ise Shrine
and closing the account.

After his journey, he spent five years working aedorking the poems and prose@#u no
Hosomichibefore publishing it. Based on differences betwdrafit versions of the account,



Sora's diary, and the final version, it is cleattBasld took a number of artistic liberties in the
writing. An example of this is that in ti&enjishu("Selection of Tales") attributed to Saigyhe
narrator is passing through Eguchi when he is drbwea storm to seek shelter in the nearby
cottage of a prostitute; this leads to an exchafig@ems, after which he spends the night there.
Baslo similarly includes irOku no Hosomicha tale of him having an exchange with prostitutes
staying in the same inn, but Sora mentions nothing.

Philosophy behind the text

Nobuyuki Yuasa notes that Basstudied Zen meditation under the
guidance of the Priest Buccho, though it is uncemdnether Bash
ever attained enlightenment. The Japanese Zenasdboll. Suzuki
has described Basls philosophy in writing poetry as one requiring
that both "subject and object were entirely anatleill" in meditative
experience. Yuasa likewise writes: "Bastad been casting away his
earthly attachments, one by one, in the years gnegehe journey, and
now he had nothing else to cast away but his oWmdgch was in

him as well as around him. He had to cast thisese#ly, for otherwise
he was not able to restore his true identity (Wieatalls the
‘everlasting self which is poetry™). Thus, Yuasdas The Narrow
Road to the Deep Norib Basld's study in eternity, and in so far as he
has succeeded in this attempt, it is also a monuhe=has set up
against the flow of time."

%atsuo fBasﬁ(’)

Matsuo Baslb (f2 /2 ti#?, 1644 — November 28, 1694),
bornMatsuo Kinsaku (122 <{F?), thenMatsuo Chiaemon
Munafusa (22 &4 7=%557), was the most famous
poet of the Edo period in Japan. During his lifetjrBasio
was recognized for his works in the collaboratmagkai no
rengaform; today, after centuries of commentary, he is
recognized as a master of brief and clear haiks pdetry is
internationally renowned, and within Japan manikisf
poems are reproduced on monuments and traditideal s

 Baslb was introduced to poetry at a young age, and after
integrating himself into the intellectual sceneealfo he
quickly became well-known throughout Japan. He neade
living as a teacher, but renounced the social,rulif@ of the literary circles and was inclined to
wander throughout the country, heading west, eastfar into the northern wilderness to gain




inspiration for his writing. His poems were infliesd by his firsthand experience of the world
around him, often encapsulating the feeling ofensdn a few simple elements.

Early life

Basho was born in 1644, near Ueno, in Iga ProviHtefather may have been a low-ranking
samurai, which would have promised Bashcareer in the military, but not much chance of a
notable life. It was traditionally claimed by biaghers that he worked in the kitchens. However,
as a child, Bashbecame a servant t@do Yoshitada &% £ 7), who shared with Basha

love forhaikai no rengaa form of collaborative poetry composition. Tlegsences were
opened with a verse in 5-7-5 mora format; this @evas named laokky and would later be
renamechaikuwhen presented as a stand-alone work.hidi&uwould be followed by a related
7-7 mora verse by another poet. Both Baahd Yoshitada gave themselesg (F57), or
haikai pen names; Basls was 8bo (52/=°), which was simply the on'yomi reading of his adul
name ofMatsuo Munefusa(f2 )& 5%/57). In 1662 the first extant poem by Bashas

published; in 1664 two of his hokku were printecinompilation, and in 1665 Bashnd
Yoshitada composed a one-hundred-veesd&uwith some acquaintances.

Yoshitada's sudden death in 1666 brought Bagbeaceful life as a servant to an end. No
records of this time remain, but it is believedt tBasto gave up the possibility of samurai status
and left home. Biographers have proposed varicasores and destinations, including the
possibility of an affair between Baslhnd a Shintanikonamed Juteid 5°), which is unlikely

to be true. Basgiits own references to this time are vague; he ext#fat "at one time | coveted
an official post with a tenure of land", and thttére was a time when | was fascinated with the
ways of homosexual love", but there is no indicathether he was referring to real obsessions
or even fictional ones. He was uncertain whethdetmome a full-time poet; by his own account,
"the alternatives battled in my mind and made rfeyriestless”. His indecision may have been
influenced by the then still relatively low statofsengaandhaikai no rengaas more social
activities than serious artistic endeavors. In @se, his poems continued to be published in
anthologies in 1667, 1669, and 1671, and he pudisiis own compilation of work by him and
other authors of the Teitoku schoBkashell Game= 51Z T Kai 0i?), in 1672. In about the
spring of that year he moved to Edo, to furthershigly of poetry.

Rise to fame

In the fashionable literary circles of Nihonbadasto's poetry was quickly recognized for its
simple and natural style. In 1674 he was induatéal the inner circle of thieaikai profession,
receiving secret teachings from Kitamura Kigin (462705). He wrote thisokkuin mock
tribute to the Shogun:

kabitan mo / tsukubawasekeri / kimi ga haru
the Dutchmen, too, / kneel before His Lordship—prirey under His reign. [1678]



He gave himself thbaigo of Tosei and by 1680 he had a full-time job teachingityelisciples,
who published’he Best Poems o63ei's Twenty Disciple@lk & 254004 — 4l Tosei-
montei Dokugin-Nijukasé)) advertising their connection t@3ei's talent. That winter, he took
the surprising step of moving across the riverukdgawa, out of the public eye and towards a
more reclusive life. His disciples built him a riedtut and planted a banana trée# bash?)

in the yard, giving Basha newhaigo and his first permanent home. He appreciated & p
very much, and was not happy to see Fukagawa'\genmaiscanthus growing alongside it:

basty uete / mazu nikumu ogi no / futaba kana
by my new banana plant / the first sign of someghiloathe— / a miscanthus bud!
[1680]

Despite his success, Basgrew dissatisfied and lonely. He began to pradise meditation, but
it seems not to have calmed his mind. In the wioter682 his hut burned down, and shortly
afterwards, in early 1683, his mother died. He ttnaveled to Yamura, to stay with a friend. In
the winter of 1683 his disciples gave him a sedautdn Edo, but his spirits did not improve. In
1684 his disciple Takarai Kikaku published a comgain of him and other poetShriveled
Chestnutgz 5% Minashigurf). Later that year he left Edo on the first of fos@jor wanderings.

Traveling in medieval Japan was immensely dangeamng at first Bashexpected to simply die
in the middle of nowhere or be killed by bandits. tAe trip progressed, his mood improved and
he became comfortable on the road. He met manydisiand grew to enjoy the changing
scenery and the seasons. His poems took on antessgective and more striking tone as he
observed the world around him:

uma wo sae / nagamuru yuki no / ashita kana
even a horse / arrests my eyes—on this / snowyawdit684]

The trip took him from Edo to Mount Fuji, Ueno, akgoto. He met several poets who called
themselves his disciples and wanted his advicépldehem to disregard the contemporary Edo
style and even his owhriveled Chestnutsaying it contained "many verses that are nottwor
discussing". He returned to Edo in the summer 8516king time along the way to write more
hokkuand comment on his own life:

toshi kurenu / kasa kite waraji / hakinagara
another year is gone / a traveler's shade on ny, hetraw sandals at my feet [1685]

When Bash returned to Edo he happily resumed his job aaehtr of poetry at hisasto hut,
although privately he was already making plansafasther journey. The poems from his journey
were published a&ccount of Exposure to the Fiel X & LT Nozarashi kik’). In early
1686 he composed one of his best-remembered haiku:

furu ike ya / kawazu tobikomu / mizu no oto
an ancient pond / a frog jumps in / the splash atiew[1686]



Historians believe this poem became instantly fasnouApril, the poets of Edo gathered at the
bastd hut for ahaikai no rengacontest on the subject of frogs that seems to haea a tribute

to Baslo's hokky which was placed at the top of the compilatioasiB stayed in Edo,

continuing to teach and hold contests, with an eston in the autumn of 1687 when he traveled
to the countryside for moon watching, and a lorigprin 1688 when he returned to Ueno to
celebrate the Lunar New Year. At home in Edo, Basimetimes became reclusive: he
alternated between rejecting visitors to his hut appreciating their company. At the same time,
he enjoyed his life and had a subtle sense of huasaeflected in hisokku

iza saraba / yukimi ni korobu / tokoromade
now then, let's go out / to enjoy the snow... untslip and fall! [1688]

Oku no Hosomichi

| Basto's private planning for another long journey
culminated on May 16, 1689 (Yayoi 27, Genroku )ew

he left Edo with his student and apprentice KawabaS

({"T& & E?) on a journey to the Northern Provinces of

. Honshi. Baslo and Sora headed north to Hiraizumi, which
i they reached on June 29. They then walked to tistewe

i1 side of the island, touring Kisakata on July 3@ hegan

: 8. hiking back at a leisurely pace along the coastlihging

this 150 day journey Bashraveled a total of 600 (2,400 km) through the northeastern areas

of Honshi, returning to Edo in late 1691.

By the time Bash reachedDgaki, Gifu Prefecture, he had completed the lohisfourney. He
edited and redacted it for three years, writingfihal version in 1694 ashe Narrow Road to
the Interior (B ™ #fii& Oku no Hosomich). The first edition was published posthumously in
1702. It was an immediate commercial success amy wither itinerant poets followed the path
of his journey. It is often considered his fineshi@vement, featuringokkusuch as:

araumi ya / Sado ni yokotau / amanogawa
t rough sea / stretching out towards Sado / titkeyMVay [1689]

Last years

™ On his return to Edo in the winter of 1691, Basilied in his third

: bash hut, again provided by his disciples. This time was not
- alone; he took in a nephew and his female frieatgiJwho were both
. recovering from illness. He had a great many wisito

& Baslo continued to be uneasy. He wrote to a friend'ttiaturbed by

“ B others, | have no peace of mind". He made a lifiam teaching and
appearances atikai parties until late August of 1693, when he shut
the gate to hibash hut and refused to see anybody for a month.



Finally, he relented after adopting the principldarumior "lightness”, a semi-Buddhist
philosophy of greeting the mundane world rathentb@parating himself from it. Baskeft Edo
for the last time in the summer of 1694, spendimg in Ueno and Kyoto before his arrival in
Osaka. He became sick with a stomach illness asttikacefully, surrounded by his disciples.
Although he did not compose any formal death poarhis deathbed the following, being the
last poem recorded during his final iliness, isegatly accepted as his poem of farewell:

tabi ni yande / yume wa kareno wo / kake meguru
falling sick on a journey / my dream goes wandefioger a field of dried grass [1694]

Influence and literary criticism

Rather than sticking to the formulaskifo (Z=7%?), which remain popular in Japan even today,
Baslb aspired to reflect his real environment and enmstio hishokku Even during his

lifetime, the effort and style of his poetry wadedy appreciated; after his death, it only
increased. Several of his students compiled quotsatirom him about his own poetry, most
notably Mukai Kyorai and Hattori D@h

During the 18th century, appreciation of Balstpoems grew more fervent, and commentators
such as Ishiko Sekisui and Moro Nanimaru went &aglength to find references in iskkuto
historical events, medieval books, and other podingse commentators were often lavish in
their praise of Basis obscure references, some of which were probablgry false cognates.
In 1793 Bash was deified by the Shinto bureaucracy, and fome triticizing his poetry was
literally blasphemous.

It was not until the late 19th century that thisipe of unanimous passion for Bashpoems
came to an end. Masaoka Shiki, arguably Basmost famous critic, tore down the long-
standing orthodoxy with his bold and candid obmusito Basé's style. However, Shiki was
also instrumental in making Bash poetry accessible to leading intellectuals &ediapanese
public at large. He invented the tehaiku (replacinghokky to refer to the freestanding 5-7-5
form which he considered the most artistic andrdeg part of thénaikai no renga

Critical interpretation of Basi's poems continued into the 20th century, with bletavorks by
Yamamoto Kenkichi, Imoto blchi, and Ogata Tsutomu. The 20th century alsotsamslations
of Baslv's poems into languages and editions around thielwgis position in Western eyes as
thehaiku poetpar excellencgave him great influence, and by virtue of Westaeference for
haikuover more traditional forms like thankaor rengg have rendered him the archetype of
Japanese poets and poetry, with some western ssleolan believing that he invented haiku.
The impressionistic and concise nature of his verfigenced particularly Ezra Pound and the
Imagists, and later the poets of the Beat Generafitaude-Max Lochu, on his second visit to
Japan, created his own "travel painting”, insplosgdasld's use of travel as inspiration. Robbie
Basho and Steffen Basho-Junghans were also infaemg him.



On the Poet’s Trall

Footsteps fall softly
Following the path
Of Japan’s haiku master.

By Howard Norman for National Geographic
Photograph by Michael Yamashita

“Each day is a journey, and the journey itself hgrttee poet Matsuo Basho wrote more than
300 years ago in the first entry of his masterpi@el no Hosomichior Narrow Road to a Far
Province.The words are on my mind as | prepare to walkefootsteps of this revered poet,
along his narrow road—the 1,200-mile route he fo#d through Japan in 1689. | confess that
even to imagine doing so is a bit daunting. My faend Helen Tanizaki, a linguist born and
raised in Kyoto, told me, “Everyone | went to schah could recite at least one of Basho’s
poems by heart. He was the first writer we reaanyn exciting or serious way.” Today thousands
of people pilgrimage to Basho’s birthplace and &lwshrine and travel parts of Basho'’s Trail.
After three centuries hidarrow Roadjn print in English and many other languagesl|, spieaks

to readers around the world.



Given the pernicious clamor and uncertainties ofawn times, it's easy for a modern reader to
identify with the vague unease that Basho sometouoagplained of. Whatever its source—
Basho lived a turbulent life in a changing Japans—+helancholy was an intensifying element in
much of his writing and an important part of whatthe end, propelled him on his journeys.

Few details are known about Basho’s early life,Hruts thought to have been born in 1644 in
the castle town of Ueno, southeast of Kyoto. Hiedg a minor samurai, may have earned his
keep teaching children to write. Many of Basholslisgs probably became farmers.

Basho, however, acquired a taste for literaturehgges from the son of the local lord, whose
service he joined. He learned the craft of poatynfKigin, a prominent Kyoto poet, and early
in his life was exposed to two lasting influenc8kinese poetry and the tenets of Taoism. After
his master died, Basho began spending time in Kyw#eticing a form callebaikai, consisting

of linked verses.

In Basho'’s time, the first verse lvaikai was evolving into a poetic idiom of its own—haiku,
whose unrhymed phrases of five, seven, and fidaldgs are meant to capture the essence of
nature. Basho published his first haiku under wegioames, each having some personal
significance. One, Tosei, or “green peach,” wab@mage to the Chinese poet Li Po (“white
plum”).

In his late 20s Basho moved to Edo (now old Tokga)ewly established city in great social
flux, with a fast-growing population, robust tra@ad, for Basho, literary opportunity. Within a
few years he had gathered the coterie of studewtgatrons who formed what came to be
known as the Basho School.

In 1680 one of his students built the poet a stmalise near the River Sumida, and soon after,
when another presented him with a stockaghotree (a species of banana), the poet started
writing under the name that has endured: Bashalikleeaccounts of his life hold that during
this period he was plagued with spiritual doubt touk up the study of Zen Buddhism. His
despair only deepened in 1682, when his house duohe ground in a fire that obliterated
much of Edo. He wrote:

Tired of cherry,

Tired of this whole world,
| sit facing muddy sake
And black rice.

In 1684 Basho made a months-long journey westward £do, which occasioned his first
travel accountJournal of a Weather-Beaten SkeletbmBasho’s day travel was by foot and
lodging was primitive. But despite these rigorssheout again in 1687 and a third time in 1687-
1688, journeys recounted Kashima JournahndManuscript in a KnapsaclBoth were written

in a genre that Basho profoundly refinebatbun,a mixture of haiku and prose. The poetic
travel works and the strenuous sojourns that iedginem added luster to Basho’s reputation.



Yet in the autumn of 1688, in his mid-40s, Bashoficted to friends that he still felt the world
was too much with him. Exhausted from the incesdantands of students and of his literary
celebrity, he said that he “felt the breezes fromdfterlife cross his face.” He began planning a
pilgrimage to sites important for their literargligious, or military history—places he wanted to
see before he died. He intended to leave that wibtg his friends, worried about his frail
health, begged him to wait until spring.

Finally, in May 1689, accompanied by his friend anstiple Sora and carrying only a backpack,
writing materials, and changes of clothing, Basttoosit, determined yet again to become a
hyohakusha-“one who moves without direction.” He walked ford months through the
uplands and lowlands, villages, and mountains noirtedo and along the shores of the Sea of
Japan. It was this wonderfully episodic sojourniingt produced his masterwoikarrow Road

to a Far Province:lt was as if the very soul of Japan had itselitten it,” said the early 20th-
century Buddhist poet Miyazawa Keniji.

The book is a spiritual journey, synonymous witkirig a Buddhist path, shedding all worldly
belongings and casting fate to the winds. But thgsgzal journey had a practical side: Basho
made his living in part as a teacher, and as helgd, any number of far-flung disciples were
happy to host the master and receive lessons imypoe

In 1694, the year of Basho’s death, the famedgraltiher Soryu wrote in an epilogue to the
Narrow Road“Once had my raincoat on, eager to go on a bkerjey, and then again content to
sit imagining those rare sights. What a hoard elirigs, Kojin jewels, has his brush depicted!
Such a journey! Such a man!”

In the intervening centuries, Basho has become rtlangs to many people—bohemian sage,
outsider artist, consummate wayfarer, beatifictsaind above all a poet for the ages. In his
Narrow RoadBasho seamlessly plaits together self-deprecétimgor, logistical detail,

Buddhist compliance, painterly description, andresainchy complaint (“Fleas and lice biting; /
Awake all night / A horse pissing close to my eaA) the same time, his book provides a kind
of timeless spiritual map for the traveler. Heleanizaki once characterized Basho this way:
“He’s like a quirky philosopher tour-guide who gyetmuch leaves readers alone to experience
traveling in those remote places for themselvethé&adhan trying to account for things, he just
feels the obligation to take note of them, a vastiag for connection.”

As | put on my own raincoat and prepare to walBasho’s footsteps, | harbor no delusions that
| am about to travel through an ancient Japanthiké of theNarrow Road As the scholar

Donald Keene reported, “Each place it describéstaly transformed. Senju, the first leg of
Basho’s journey, is now a bustling commercial distand Soka, where he spent his first night
on the road, contains a mammoth housing developrBenthe truth ofThe Narrow Road..

will survive such changes.”

Former poet laureate Robert Hass paraphrases Basheay: “Avoid adjectives of scale, you
will love the world more and desire it less.” Folimg that admonition, | have neither large nor
small expectations. | do know that even today,neldandscapes and age-old shrines can be
found along Basho’s route, connecting an open-nairickeveler to the past in ways no human



industry can impede. Besides, beauty is found nbtio what you observe with compassionate
perspicacity but also in how you come to know yelir@hen alone. Meandering along farmland
roads on foot or riding in a car in 21st-centuryala staying the night in a traditional inn near
mount Gassan or in a business hotel in Tokyo, lIseék refuge in the indispensable idea of
Basho.

Basho is said to have told a student that he dfteld forth” with great Chinese and Japanese
poets of the past, calling one such occasion aveaation with ghost and ghost-to-be.” For
over a year now I've been thinking of my journeyaddnd of portable séance, an ongoing
dialogue with Matsuo Basho. | will pray for decargather (I'll be traveling during typhoon
season), good moon viewing, and quiet hours taéitebooks. And step by step | will happily
define myself as a ghost-to-be.

On the Poet's Tralil
Journey along Basho's Trail with writer Howard Norman as he shares his daily
observations in this travelogue.

http://ngm.nationalgeographic.com/2008/02/bashos-il/bashos-trail-interactive
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Pocms

B fﬁatsuo fBasEo
b

you make the fire
and I'll show you something wonderful:
a big ball of snow!

A bee
staggers out
of the peony.

A caterpillar,
this deep in fall--
still not a butterfly.

A cicada shell;
it sang itself
utterly away.

A cold rain starting
And no hat --
So?

A cool fall night--
getting dinner, we peeled
eggplants, cucumbers.

a cuckoo cries
and through a thicket of bamboo
the late moon shines

A field of cotton--
as if the moon
had flowered.

A man, infirm
With age, slowly sucks
A fish bone.

A monk sips morning tea,

it's quiet,

the chrysanthemum's flowering.
A snowy morning--

by myself,
chewing on dried salmon.

a strange flower
for birds and butterflies
the autumn sky

A weathered skeleton
in windy fields of memory,
piercing like a knife

A wild sea-
In the distance over Sado
The Milky Way

old pond.....
a frog leaps in
water's sound

As they begin to rise again
Chrysanthemums faintly smell,
After the flooding rain

Autumn moonlight--
a worm digs silently
into the chestnut.

Awake at night--
the sound of the water jar
cracking in the cold.

Awake at night--
the sound of the water jar
cracking in the cold.

Bitter—tasting ice —
Just enough to wet the throat
Of a sewer rat.

bush-clover flowers —
they sway but do not drop
their beads of dew

But for a woodpecker
tapping at a post, no sound
at all in the house



But for a woodpecker
tapping at a post, no sound
at all in the house

Clouds -
a chance to dodge
moonviewing.

Cold as it was
We felt secure sleeping together
In the same room.

Cold night: the wild duck,
sick, falls from the sky
and sleeps awhile.

Waking in the night;
the lamp is low,
the oil freezing.

Coolness of the melons
flecked with mud
in the morning dew.

Crossing long fields,
frozen in its saddle,
my shadow creeps by

Deep into autumn
and this caterpillar
still not a butterfly

Don't imitate me;
it's as boring
as the two halves of a melon.

Even that old horse
is something to see this
snow-covered morning

First day of spring--
| keep thinking about
the end of autumn.

First snow
falling
on the half-finished bridge.

First winter rain--
even the monkey
seems to want a raincoat.

Flower
under harvest sun - stranger
To bird, butterfly.

Spring:
A hill without a name
Veiled in morning mist.

The beginning of autumn:
Sea and emerald paddy
Both the same green.

The winds of autumn
Blow: yet still green
The chestnut husks.

A flash of lightning:
Into the gloom
Goes the heron's cry.

From time to time
The clouds give rest
To the moon beholders..

scent of plum blossoms
on the misty mountain path
a big rising sun

Heat waves shimmering
one or two inches
above the dead grass.

How admirable!
to see lightning and not think
life is fleeting.

How wild the sea is,
and over Sado Island,
the River of Heaven

husking rice
a child squints up
to view the moon

| like to wash,
the dust of this world
In the droplets of dew.

I'm a wanderer
so let that be my name —
the first winter rain



In this world of ours,

We eat only to cast out,
Sleep only to wake,

And what comes after all that
Is simply to die at last.

It is with awe

That | beheld

Fresh leaves, green leaves,
Bright in the sun.

Long conversations
beside blooming irises —
joys of life on the road

Midfield,
attached to nothing,
the skylark singing.

Moonlight slanting
through the bamboo grove;
a cuckoo crying.

Morning and evening
Someone waits at Matsushima!
One-sided love

None is travelling
Here along this way but I,
This autumn evening.

The first day of the year:

thoughts come - and there is loneliness;

the autumn dusk is here.

An old pond
A frog jumps in -
Splash!

Lightening -
Heron's cry
Stabs the darkness

Clouds come from time to time -
and bring to men a chance to rest
from looking at the moon.

In the cicada's cry
There's no sign that can foretell
How soon it must die.

Poverty's child -
he starts to grind the rice,
and gazes at the moon.

Won't you come and see
loneliness? Just one leaf
from the kiri tree.

Temple bells die out.
The fragrant blossoms remain.
A perfect evening!

On Buddha's deathday,
wrinkled tough old hands pray —
the prayer beads' sound

On New Year's Day
each thought a loneliness
as winter dusk descends

On the white poppy,
a butterfly’s torn wing
is a keepsake

On this road
where nobody else travels
autumn nightfall

Passing through the world
Indeed this is just
Sogi's rain shelter

Petals of the mountain rose
Fall now and then,
To the sound of the waterfall?

Scarecrow in the hillock
Paddy field --
How unaware! How useful.

shaking the grave
my weeping voice
autumn wind

Sleep on horseback,
The far moon in a continuing dream,
Steam of roasting tea.

souls' festival
today also there is smoke
from the crematory



Spring rain
leaking through the roof
dripping from the wasps' nest.

Stillness--
the cicada's cry
drills into the rocks.

Taking a nap,
feet planted
against a cool wall.

Teeth sensitive to the sand
in salad greens--
I'm getting old.

The banana tree
blown by winds pours raindrops
into the bucket

The butterfly is perfuming
Its wings in the scent
Of the orchid.

The clouds come and go,
providing a rest for all
the moon viewers

The dragonfly
can't quite land
on that blade of grass.

The first snow
the leaves of the daffodil
bending together

The morning glories
bloom, securing the gate
in the old fence

The morning glory also
turns out
not to be my friend.

The oak tree:
not interested
in cherry blossoms.

The passing spring
Birds mourn,
Fishes weep

With tearful eyes.

The petals tremble
on the yellow mountain rose —
roar of the rapids

The shallows —
a crane’s thighs splashed
in cool waves

The she cat -
Grown thin
From love and barley.

The squid seller's call
mingles with the voice
of the cuckoo.

the warbler sings
among new shoots of bamboo
of coming old age

the whole family
all with white hair and canes
visiting graves

The winter leeks
Have been washed white --
How cold it is!

The winter storm
Hid in the bamboo grove
And quieted away.

This first fallen snow
is barely enough to bend
the jonquil leaves

This old village-
not a single house
without persimmon trees.

Tremble, oh my gravemound,
in time my cries will be
only this autumn wind

under my tree-roof
slanting lines of april rain
separate to drops

Ungraciously, under
a great soldier's empty helmet,
a cricket sings



The summer grasses
All that remains
Of brave soldiers dreams

What fish feel,
birds feel, | don't know--
the year ending.

When the winter chrysanthemums go,
there's nothing to write about
but radishes.

Winter garden,
the moon thinned to a thread,
insects singing.

Winter seclusion —
sitting propped against
the same worn post

Winter solitude--
in a world of one color
the sound of wind.

With a warbler for
a soul, it sleeps peacefully,
this mountain willow

With every gust of wind,
the butterfly changes its place
on the willow.

Won't you come and see
loneliness? Just one leaf
from the Kkiri tree.

Wrapping dumplings in
bamboo leaves, with one finger
she tidies her hair

Year's end, all
corners of this
floating world, swept.
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The old pond

Following are several translations of the 'Old Pond' poem, which may be the most famous of all haiku:
Furuike ya

kawazu tobikomu

mizu no oto

-- Basho

Literal Translation
Fu-ru (old) i-ke (pond) ya,

ka-wa-zu (frog) to-bi-ko-mu (jumping into)
mi-zu (water) no o-to (sound)

Translated by Fumiko Saisho

The old pond--
a frog jumps in,
sound of water.

Translated by Robert Hass

Old pond...
a frog jumps in
water's sound.

Translated by William J. Higginson



An old silent pond...
A frog jumps into the pond,
splash! Silence again.

Translated by Harry Behn

There is the old pond!
Lo, into it jumps a frog:
hark, water's music!

Translated by John Bryan

The silent old pond
a mirror of ancient calm,
a frog-leaps-in splash.

Translated by Dion O'Donnol

old pond
frog leaping
splash

Translated by Cid Corman

Antic pond--
frantic frog jumps in--
gigantic sound.

Translated by Bernard Lionel Einbond

MAFIA HIT MAN POET: NOTE FOUND PINNED TO LAPEL
OF DROWNED VICTIM'S DOUBLE-BREASTED SUIT!!!

'‘Dere wasa dis frogg
Gone jumpa offa da logg
Now he inna bogg.'

-- Anonymous

Translated by George M. Young, Jr.



Old pond
leap -- splash
a frog.

Translated by Lucien Stryck

The old pond,
A frog jumps in:.
Plop!

Translated by Allan Watts

The old pond, yes, and
A frog is jumping into
The water, and splash.

Translated by G.S. Fraser



