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HARUE AOKI

Born in Tokyo in 1944. Published five Japanese Tanka collections. “Omoide”
(Memoris),“Nanaibashi”(Seven Springs Bridge);”Ishidatami michi”

(Stone Pavement); “Una Vida” (A Life) ; and “Suiko” (A WaterPot). A selection
from these has been translated into English to produce three collections;
“ Memories of a Woman”, “A Woman’s Life” and “White Petals” (“Best
Contemporary Tanka, 2008 Anthology” by "Modern English Tanka Press” )
The current “The Wind in the Woods” is a selection of 125 tanka from these

three English collections.

THE WIND IN THE WOODS
---MEMORIES OF A WOMAN----

HOBENTADMZ - 2L BLEETSDFRDADNAL

towards the evening

going through a field of flowers
people have disappeared

just the sound of my voice

and my two little boys
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a scorpion, a harp

an eagle and a swan

in the starry sky

the ancients drew at will

I envy their imagination

FRAIHEZHEICRIZEITITMFIEFAYDOEAEHDD

late at night

snow-capped lawn is white
looking up into the sky

a full moon is white

in the German sky
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thinking of far Japan
I play my Koto-harp
its traditional tone
makes me calm

soothing and gentle

T RHOMOL SBEDRIC B THET S 13NINHMITE» T

in the spring woods

the dandelion’s seeds are flying
my boys float

white paper-ships

on the small stream
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various ships

ply the River Elbe
my boys are guessing
their countries’names

from the ships’ flags

FEIELSEFEOHLTNPICEY ELEIZS

on a spring day

there are painful feelings
a lovely winter daphne
is faintly fragrant

I'm calm for a while

FHEDBGON O 2 E CEZ R E T 7% 2B 06

the sea glistens

under the ample sunshine
of the New Year

thinking of the boys

whose mother I am

BEFOOENZYDERICZTHEZNDOAIH L A2

I cut a flower

from a Cape Jasmine
putting it into a vase
just doing that

my hatred cools
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the morning sun reflects
on the Tama River-bed
the sand is still wet
retaining the winding

footprints of a bird

REDFEBCSTHHEDL & 75 5 2HEKHS T

Shunkan's hand
wiping away his tears
becomes a symbol

of a desperate heart

revealed by the bonfire light

(Noh Play*“ Shunkan’)
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confined in my room
I’'m lost in my thoughts
alone, vaguely

I expose my hands

to the February sun

MOFHIFT 2T EMSTET T A vk e THH I

all the scenes

of the film “Carmen”
are a vivid flamenco
imagery of a drop

of bright red-blood

(The filni* Carmen”)
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pressing my blouse

I am becoming genial
little by little

talking with my children

I feel satisfied this afternoon

EEORLZIZDZ 1T FTTHRICEDTENR S 5125

on the hill

I hear a faint sound
in the woods

is it the wind playing

among the trees?

BOBRDEFESHOMRY SNTELTSLHLWXT

a dreary feeling
in a spring night
it’s hard to shake off
I comb my long hair

until my heart’s content
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the front door

of the Tamon-in Temple
is closed firmly

I find the silky thread

of a cobweb
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a thickly painted
canvas of Rouault
glimmers faintly

it softens and comforts

my deep loneliness

(At the gallery in Ginza, Tokyo)

NEDOBANE SR Y 7 2 FEDHICTITMLOHY < %

looking up into

the cherry blossoms in the park
flowers fall on

my face and hands

I’'m just alone

IISFDZT 22250 & L— A7 5 2 LET <

in the temple
at the mountain
the air is dry
it’s comfortable

being alone

BRKDZT-ODPKRMRZE L MERICEHSERL D

two red bonfires

are blazing powerfully
in the garden

of the Enjouin Temple

it’s ull of village accents
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on a rainy night

in my room alone
feeling sorrow

for my fading youth

I listen to the tango

RLAZEI T E L CHIPESJEIR E HFKEE L

keeping at bay

my sorrow and bitterness
I wash the dishes

the water splashing loudly

the spring wind blows strongly

MOHICEZZY) D 2 hidhdaz2 L RSB XL &

on a rainy day

I have my hair cut
to cut off the days
of living in vain

my unappreciated days

FEHONBFICIFBOMEF L CObL DORE

early morning

at the Kouetsuji Temple
a Japanese nightingale
sings gracefully

later,there is a lonely silence
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A WOMANS LIFE
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a faint feeling

of intoxication,
still remember
talking with a man

in my dream

EZROPAEIZRFE FICH 2O ALIZ ORIt S

my ill-fitting hairstyle
puts me in a bad mood —
walking to town

I feel a sadness

stealing over me

HEMO WD L F D HATEOOE L EHTRT

a butterfly alights

on a yellow forsythia,
my small child

silent

for a while

MOEDHSIIHEF 20X LLBMDOLr B2 LED D

my little boy,

twisting his body

in my arms,

stretches out his hand

for a greengage
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does he hear
the sound of
his bare feet
as he jumps

on the stone slab?

HOENIZF DD L EROG 7 S [EH o F4 S

my boy comes home
early in the evening,
his cold earlobes
fragrant with the scent

of grass and herbs

KD DA TIIV)L 7 Ok & ) BT R C dUXE OIS D D

at dusk

from this old castle

I look out over

the town of Heidelberg —

an evening bell tolls

28 F—=NDDOVDOEEE Z DIFHEICK EHA X EIT 0 %

at the instant

of the last thrust
of the matador
the large bull

kneels and falls

(in Spain)
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the breeze

through pine trees
sounds lonely:

I walk to Heirinji Temple

on a day in May

0
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)

when the topic
is loneliness,
silence ensues;
white clouds

cross the August sky

JENE 5K HEN TR T B F ISR DO R L

I tidy my garden

this autumn evening,
my cold hands

red with scratches

from the roses

LD E RO BRI LW NTH X FI121AS

deep red autumn roses

at their best in this garden,
I look at the camera,

my elderly father

by my side
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night in this district
how dry and chilly —
the full moon

white

above the hill

HEIZEVWA R 2MOEIC OSSN E b ua R L

surface of the lake
leaden, monotonous:
I feel

my small ambition
fades little by little

OOBEROMOERIEEZEDH o I3 R L2

the old ume tree

in my parents’ garden
I'll ask it,

if it has a soul,

about my childhood days

Rk 2w b FREE2EPE L 2ofeu—F v Vif L

she overcomes

an unlucky marriage

and displays her ability —
this Laurencin painting

is wonderful, I adore it

(Marie Laurencin)
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a small moon-lyre
with four strings

on display,

[ imagine its sound,

its female player

HoEN T NEfFZ 585 & EHOET 20100

nightfall

I occupy a seat
alone:

how to hold

my summer hat

bOEaHARICT £ UREEE bP 2 D% Clll g

[ won‘t ignore

my existence, my life —
my blood flows

from my parents

into my small sons

JE & B Y 2 W < E RS TE O RS O RF o

a breezy day

I walk alone
along the river
carrying in secret

my divorce papers

(The River Tama)
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[ decide to
tidy my room
to change
the daily life

surrounding me

WDk 2 f1.5 2 LS

at the meal

my husband reads

W CHEZ 5t 2 oR RO

a newspaper in silence;

eating his vegetables,

he ignores my stare

MPESHHMIZ A TEDP B LW I RZELEH I TH L

relaxing as
I wash the dishes —

my tension escapes

and I burst into tears

in the twilight

LMo Z DA OGS LB LA~

ducks in a flock
on this winter pond

move together,

the February sunlight

shimmering in their

wake

13,733
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my left hand

holds the snow firmly
making a sound:
tight and strong

my inner heart too

HALE DN DD AR i 7 { Tl O TH - ZKICOZ L

this evening

irritation foams

in my heart —

at a loss, soak my hands

in cold water

EFLDOEDEL D HERDEUTSIIES %

more than words
of encouragement
the bright red

of these rose petals

soothes me now

Lo SEDOES LHARY OIS EDRRES

how blue the sky,
nothing to worry me:
I’'m walking,

my mind full of

spring sunshine
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my hand stops

on the document:
from today

[ use the number 5

in the space for age

By R B L ZOEDRDILERTOLICL £5

in a chest

I store my summer clothes;
in my heart

I store memories

of my late father

PEEL THDTABNRNTHEL S 2 — 2 AT DOidH D &

for the first time

since coming to England
I enter a pub —

the dim light reveals

a bust of Shakespeare

(at Stratford-upon-Avon)

7 2=V ADHRLCEE D) THIRAT 2 KDOZ0 7 ) HADHRZ

at a Welsh beach

I sunbathe side by side
with a friend

who asks me

for a Japanese song
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at the riverside

in Leamington Spa
leaves turn red,

[ talk of the beautiful

Japanese autumn

BEhk 7 % i S BB BED R FR D OKNEED <

an old abbey
lies in ruins:
the cold rain falls
on the remains of

this thick stone wall

S %5 2 K% L b IE L DI AT AT & 25

I envy my friend
her silver wedding:
but Harue,

she tells me,

you travel at will

H ALk < EMREDESR LKA RE L ERITE 072

white flowers

at their best next month,
a gardener says,
pointing to the buds

of an apple tree

(in the Cotswolds)
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her existence

is faint and gentle,
that woman

in a framed picture

by Marie Laurencin

HEND 74 Xy 78D HTFA VIR LA E HOBHED

[ walk round

placid Reinbek Castle
remembering the days
as a young mother

in West Germany

DB L SHES e 26800 24 B0 2.2 2 BiR S

I have heard

the sad wail of war

as a woman,

mother, grandmother —

I feel its grief

Tl b BERS b e N TEEIZ T T2 T E TAERL

a married life

a divorced life

both I accept —

for a woman over fifty

life is more profound
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WHITE PETALS
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closed

is Tafukuji Temple’s
black gate —

I lightly knock,

a hollow wooden sound

HDTNAESH CIEAND O TS ALi@E» % 5 H 4

petals

drifting white

on the pond

I want to scoop up

my long-passed days

1Z5135 ERAED < 2 TR0 2 HEHIZW  CARES T

cherry blossoms
fluttering down
to the bank —

I go by bicycle

with my two boys

KEZFEL HDBED T EALILETEEZT L ZDE

sunshine

in the pond’s depth
squirms deeply,

I live this spring

feeling uneasy
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I’m absorbed

in picking ume-fruit —
find a black butterfly
floating tenderly

in my silent space

WRDRIERL S LEOIMOREIZE D VO AT

having
an obscure, empty
feeling
in the green park,

where should I go?

DIPHEDKFFIE MOV SRCREZI DD IR IITHS

a water pot
in my mind —
shines indigo,
my solitude

in the deep blue

MO BEHRIELH D THOTH AL ADIKIZ

finding

by the lakeside
a black shell,

I pick it up —

a lone traveller

19,733
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heavy the rain

on the gray sea —
awhile, clear it away!
[ will drive

my sorrows away

ANHDEZHBEDM D & TAZMICHE D23

a hot day,

moist wind in June
over Shinobazu Pond,
the wild ducks

stationary

BERE—ANZZ ST WL E LIEE DAY K7D o

not here, one person

to share this moment —
I return alone

from the celebration,

a lovely bouquet in my arm

LB OES LESICLWBICASZEZIREH S

filled with

lovely memories —
a woman

combing her hair

before the mirror
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in my room

on this languid
summer day

[ extend my left hand

to paint my nails silver

BRICEODESD»NTZ DK OEBIC L £ LHROE ZH <

at midnight,
waking in silence
of autumn chill —
for a moment

I hear a cricket

Vo F T DORMABETTREDE FIZSLHDED

the flat earth

of vast Canada,
a deep red sun
sinking just now

as in ancient times

WE LD LAliZ2E o &Pl D5 & IFAHITEF D W <

I’'m packing

picked persimmons
with

red leaves

and letters
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end of the year
walking through town
feeling listless —

I caress my hair

with my red gloves

PSS ESEPRSLML ELHERSIEDODHITIZD

an illusion or
anxious dream?
I feel a while

a mood of love

in this spring dawn

B & HHR REEMTOEZ ) LHOET (2D

brilliant spring
bright, dazzling
at Hibiya park
how far the day

[ was a wife

MO GOFFICEZILERESL RBIZRLTEEHIOEA

how many years

have I lived singly?

I gather

the butterburs silently

in my garden
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swift walk along

the Tamagawa riverside —
ah, this unrestrained
single’s simple life

should be precious

HegZ KOFICTRZITEDOORIIBETO X EOTS L

I'll accept my fate
by filling a water pot
in my mind —

time is rapid,

memories manifold

O 2WENEZHE LHOEZ FA Y LETOHE

for a while

I heard the geese calling
in West Germany,

so cold that day,

so lovely my children

ALy P THAGEBANLHAE S EE GO LB OHD %)

how long ago

I taught Japanese
at a college —
England fills

my memories now

2333
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the calm park,

cherry blossoms gone —

in the rain

the trees full of leaves

so vigorous, so green

RELHDODED I Lk

as in that summer

& HHALE S FEDRLT S

my father left this world,

the red crepe-myrtle

in full bloom —

how silent our garden

EDWEH O 72 DINEIC 2 3P TR & Rt

a dead snake

on the mountain path —

still vivid
its colour

yellow and black

koD Z LMl Z L7 E

I talk
about tanka
and cinema,

in the end

D AOTRNED ZDbREET T ER 5

about my way of life

24 /33



HAXY 7 57 | &7

A7 1k Er 2 RGO V& 0 )1TH 2 H AT @ <

I pause

on Kachidoki Bridge,
a rough wind

over the winter river

whitens its surface

HBENINyNDaA—F7 AEE T2 VREBORZ K EMIL T

we listen

to a Bach chorale
at the church,
sharing

this last night

BT EHELVOEODHEH L EHOMICSEHITOES

an intention

hard to abandon —
this day in spring
the fountain sparkles

in Nanai Pond

EF S RLOFNZAUT T ERDIT LR BV

as if to cover

the flickering beat
of my fickle heart,
an old cherry tree

in faint bloom

25 /33
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I look up

at this May sky —
white clouds moving,
shaped

like Britannia

WA Z LD 2 REIZITSDb7: L OFHKOLKH

the park

looks attractive-green
yet chilly —

it is the space

of today’s letter

WE—EIRZHETALBIZTA % 2EBOMA DB WL P

again

I'll close my eyes —
will the fragments
of my faint dream

come together?

KiFDHFEED L LEHZ /NSNS XA L HE I DDA

large and blue

small and snow-white,
both flowers

are fine,

my hydrangea
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a bright future
may unfold for
my baby-grandson,
who dares say

he should go to war?

D - CORATHEHAIC O BMEAEREDITIZOTRE W

boiling

fresh bamboo shoots
in my kitchen —

the smell satisfies

my simple, silent life

B S TEICEEDOH A ThH THIDOM S FRIKE D

this vine in a vase

young leaves sprouting —
now I feel

it’s a sign of

my fulfilled desire

FEOGOLDRIZIE T X &R L TEME 70

spring sunlight,

oh, please penetrate
deep within me —
taking long breaths,
I look up at the sky
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one night

the garden becomes
much greener —

[ decide

to go on a journey

NBICAHE D £ 1320 0ATAN I F 73— FIcHlo L7 3

gliding together

a flock of swans —
willows veil

the river’s margin

at Stratford

MR OKE 2 EIRNDOEFFT S THARBANERCAHRL

in the rain

the River Shinano
undulating —

how rapid a black mass

runs into the Sea of Japan

WORIS FTHEERT GIRYD A THOPICEL 2T

unawares,
strands of white hair
just revealed

in the mirror —

I’m no longer young
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[ put

a fallen yuzu-orange
in my kitchen —

all day it smells dimly,
I'll forget my age

OOBEMAERED LS L EHEHEDICEHELEELS

feeling

I’'m sixty years old,
the age of rebirth —
I see my wishes

as bright, as flowery

The classical Eto-Calendar has a cycle of 60 years. The 60th birthday is called Kanreki, it is
the beginning of a second life in this Eto-Cycle.

WO DFFMRICFA N 2 /NS EOBEINTIZT EL

near the pond
at Benzaiten® —
what I pray

so small

I will not mention it

*the goddess of fortune

20> 6 BB 2 WO T L HRDRBEDE D Z 72D

my wavering,
I’'m no longer young —

as if to cut it off
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the spring gale

roaring violently
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in a dish

cherries are crimson —
the sorrows of spring
should be thrown away

just now, like this stone

JERSIZTE EHEDEEB OIS ) BB KIGZIBRATH S

blue buds

of hydrangea

in my garden,

one, two, three, four,

all basking in the sun

Bae L BiBER D < 2 REZ SR w (A E L E £

in the park

falling yellow leaves
reflect the sunlight,
looking up at them

an infant running

BIE7E OB S S 557 15 ¢ ORPHC B AD % FFRIC

illuminated
the ruins of Ayutthaya
in this pitch-dark night,

I feel now

30733
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human life and death

(in Thailand)
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my teacher's death,
[ tell my old mother
in a low voice —

trembling my heart,

faltering my voice

HAEDEZBIM2R I SMPDTEESHOFFTLED

the tanka poet
Shuji had no god —
still, still

he had a prayer

like a cry

(Shuji Shimada)

O D6 DEFROL ) BPIRICHED 2D b L XD

the whole surface
through this window
a snowscape garden,
is it nirvana?

is it the other world?

H2ED M2 XEED 7 ) B % 137K0E 7% % A fin

under a blue sky
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fragrant the soft breeze —
the eternal life
of a deceased person

is transparent

ENELEEOBRICFOREEL L (B ZWELED T

slow darkening

at Oume Village —
the gentle sounds
of a temple bell
through old cedars

FHOELZFOODOHIIND D EZHD  EDFHKL

I feel

compassion for a while
in the November garden,
youth fades away,

how low my voice

FREEICHES: & £ 7 RADH TSI S LHEED W7 L

a colony

of sea birds resting
on a wall of rocks,
how cold this wind

at Sagami

BERNOEPICHELIH ZOEDRFKITNS EHHZES

a day

spring rain falls calmly,
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I hope
a small sign

of my future

Written and translated by Harue Aoki

Aoki Harue
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