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BLACKTAIL ROW

Grass has run wild now by the Bridge of Red-Birds;
And swallows' wings, at sunset in Blacktail Row
Where once they visited great homes,

Dip among doorways of the poor.
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How can a deep love seem a deep love,
How can it smile, at a farewell feast?
Even the candle,feeling our sadness,
Weeps, as we do,all night long.
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A SUGGESTION

There's a gleam of green in an old bottle,

There's a stir of red in the quiet stove,

There's a feeling of snow in the dusk outside --

What about a cup of wine inside?
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DANCING

Wide sleeves sway.
Scents,

Sweet Scents
Incessant coming.

Itis red lilies,
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Lotus lilies,

Floating up,

And up,

Out of autumn mist.

Thin clouds

Puffed,

Fluttered,

Blown on a rippling wind
Through a mountain pass,

Young willow shoots
Touching

Brushing,

The water

Of the garden pool.
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A SPRING MORNING

| awake light-hearted this morning of spring,
Everywhere round me the singing of birds--

But now I remember the night, the storm,

And I wonder how many blossoms were broken.
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CROSSING THE HAN RIVER
Away from home, | was longing for news,
Winter after winter, spring after spring.
Now, nearing my village, meeting people,

| dare not ask a single question.
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RIVER-SNOW

A hundred mountains and no bird,
A thousand paths without a footprint;

A little boat, a bamboo cloak,
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An old man fishing in the cold river-snow.
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DESERTED

Soaked is her kerchief through with tears,

yet slumber will not come;
In the deep dead od night she hears

the song and beat of drum,
Alas, although his love has gone,

her beauty lingers yet;
Sadly she sits till early dawn,

but never can forget.
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