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INTRODUCTION
Abmad Karimi-Hakkak and Michael Beard

It is easy to believe that the Abbas Kiarostami who wrote this volume of poetry is the same Kiarostami who has created
such extraordinary films as Close-Up and Taste of Cherry; it is harder to place the artist within his native aesthetic
tradition. The cinematic moments in Walking with the Wind are what we notice first. At times the vignettes it
contains recall the camera shots in his films that last just long enough to establish our identification before moving
on. At times there is a complex interplay between points of view, established so Tq:nckly that our impulse is to reach
tor the pause button. One of the building blocks of Kiarostami’s films, a scene in which two characters see themselves
ditterently, is depicted in the poem on page 44. Here, three vantage points, each emerging naturally, are expressed in

such a nonchalant way that the presentation belies the poem’s complexity:

How merciful
that the turtle doesn't see
the little bird’s effortless flight.



The three vantage points—turtle’s, bird’s, human observer’s (or camera’s)—may leave us wondering where we stand,
both literally and metaphorically. Somewhere beyond the three viewpoints (ours as well as theirs) we sense a vision

that lights the flame of an impossible desire.

The preface to the Persian edition of these poems compares them to flashes of lightning between stretches of
darkness. We like the image not so much for its grandeur or magnificence but for its speed. The illumination cast by
these poems manifests itself suddenly, and the subjects are in constant motion. A collection of Japanese haiku, which
in some ways Walking with the Wind resembles, may meander from one vignette to another, but rarely with the same

feeling of restlessness and acceleration.

And yet even a restless eye can observe closely. These poems are deliberate and gradual enough to present lessons in
how to perceive nuances. Take the opening poem. If we read it against the backdrop of the contrasting opposites that

create the struts and beams of classical Persian poetry, the comparison makes us aware of more delicate shades:

A white foal
emerges through the fog
and disappears

in the fog.



At first the poem may seem to privilege a contrast between black and white. In the end we find ourselves faced with
subtler distinctions. The poem alerts us that we will be shown a world of slight differences. Or, consider the poem on

page 98:

Snow descends
from the black clouds

with the whiteness of snow.

The reiterated whiteness seems to make it necessary to compare the snow to itself.

Even when the poems shift, careen, and slide subtly from one scene to the next—presenting images in motion, like
the horse in the opening poem, alerting us to a world in which things will show up briefly and disappear, or the snow
in the next, or the clouds a few poems later—the glimpse is in sharp focus. Although the scenes themselves may elude
us—the footprints in snow in the poem on page 19, the pigeon three poems later, or the various animals and passersby

whose motives, habits, and trajectories extend outside the frame—the elusive can also be exact.

The aesthetic of close observation is akin to the aesthetic of familiar objects: the imperative to pause and look more
closely at daily experience. And yet it is not necessarily Kiarostami’s cinematic instincts that we experience in these
poems. Film celebrates the specific landscape—and this may be eminently true of Kiarostami’s filmmaking, where the

layout of a village, the landscape of the abrasive and irregular or textured and grainy, take precedence over the expected



or the generic. Language, without the resources of detail allowed by the camera, can rarely achieve the same visual
density. The poems of Walking with the Wind don’t even seem to evoke particular landscapes. There are poems here

in which the act of perception can be the whole point, as in the poem on page 57:

Autumn afternoon:
a sycamore leaf
falls softly

and rests

on its own shadow.

Strictly speaking, it is obvious that a leaf falls on its shadow. It is a process so logical it should bear no comment,
except, of course, that the observer can forget the logical conclusion that shadow and leaf are connected. Observation

corrects consciousness. It is our unscientific selves who are capable of surprise at how exactly the two match up.

Where does Kiarostami’s leaf fall in relation to the long and imposing shadow of Persian poetry? Stylistically, no poet
in the last half century or so has gone as far as Kiarostami to signal a break with the formal features of poetry in that
glorious, millennium-old aesthetic tradition. Even Nima Yushij (1897-1960), the poet most often cited as the
modernizer of Persian poetry, did not break entirely free of rhyme and meter. In that sense, at least, Kiarostami may
be called the most radical Iranian poet of his generation, perhaps of the century. Thematically, Kiarostami the poet

relies more substantively on the conventions that define poetry in his culture. He certainly uses the basic conceptual



clements of the Persian lyrical tradition, often with philosophical or meditative underpinnings. The technique of
developing poetic discourse through pairs of corresponding or oppositional images, concepts, or modes of existence
informs both the ghazals of Rumi (1207-73) and Hafez (1320-88) and shapes a great number of the poems in this
volume. Thus the white of snow, while it contrasts with the color of coal or of the raven’s wings, coincides aestheti-

cally with the white of the pigeon or the cloud.

This play of correspondences and contrasts—of age and youth or of smooth surfaces versus craggy ones—appears
more stark in those compositions, like the poem on page 69, that simply record observations without explicitly or

implicitly commenting upon them:

An old villager
on the mountain path —

a young man's call from afar.

Or the poem on page 74, where the contrast between the moon and the mountain peak generates a mood of buoyancy

and escape:

The round moon
rises gingerly

above the volcanic peak.



At times, the principle of contrasts turns into a transtormative power that stretches from the observed scene to the
desire within the poem. The contrast between the roaring train and the butterfly sleeping on the rail, and the halting
of one before the other in the poem on page 167, conveys not just an observed event but a colossal will to change the
way of the world. Similarly, the visible correspondence and conceptual opposition between the crescent “new” moon
and the “worn-out” sickles on page 192, a direct borrowing from Hafez, the greatest Persian lyricist of all, opens a
conceptual space far beyond the image at hand. In a famous poem by Hafez, the crescent “blade” of the new moon
against the backdrop of the blue-green evening sky calls the speaker inward to regret how little he has cultivated, how
little he can expect to reap at harvest time. Kiarostami’s variation makes the pale moon seem to overpower the

emblems of physical work.

There is something in the scope of our poet’s project that resembles another tradition of Persian aesthetics. Like Rumi,
the poet of the largest questions in all of Persian poetry, he reaches out to the world rather than focusing on any local
topic. His thinking is cosmopolitan, humane, and global. This may explain the simultaneous presence of the nun, the
soldier, the villager, and the many other characters that populate these poems. The simplest classification would
include humans and animals; but there are objects impersonating them as well, as with the gullible bee fooled by the
floral pattern on a Persian rug in the poem on page 87. Then there is the strong sense of seasonal change, of the falling

of the leaves or the snow, or of the enveloping fog—a constant reminder of a fundamental mystery.

~ 10 ~



The most central personage of all is the wind. Doubtless there are traditions in every culture that relate the imagination
directly to the elements, and the idea could easily extend to modern Persian poetry, where poets often inhabit one or
another of the four elements. The great nature poet Sohrab Sepehri (1930-80), for example, is by and large a poet of
earth and soil. Forugh Farrokhzad (1935-67), the voice best known abroad, who takes in the view outside her
window with an eye to the skyline or the space between buildings, strikes us as a poet of air. There is a poem by

Farrokhzad, “The Wind Will Carry Us,” which opens with a memorably personalized landscape:

Alas, in this small night of mine
the wind keeps its appointment with the leaves of the trees.

In this small night of mine is the fear of ruin.

Kiarostami, whose use of this poem’s title for a recent film suggests his appreciation for it, evokes the wind to a

]

comparable effect. Even though he is unlikely to evince a mood so personally—with an “alas™ or with a trope that
absorbs the scene into self, as we see in the phrase “this small night of mine™—he, too, is primarily and ultimately a
first-person observer who frequently personifies the forces of nature. While Kiarostami rarely expresses or induces
feelings of anguish or melancholy, in both poets personal perception works to justify the figurative language as the
figurative language defines the poetic voice. In other words, the similarities, though considerable, are thematic, not

emotive.

~ 11 ~



At the same time, in Farrokhzad awareness of the spaces between characters—both the emotional distance and the
physical space, the air between images that gives her vignettes their shape—colors the mood of the lyric vision.
Kiarostami’s sensibility, too, makes us aware of the space between things, the texture of the air, the space in which
invisible forces play around us. Yet his is ultimately a more serene and benevolent, perhaps a more ennobling, space.

«

This subtle difference is made concrete in Kiarostami’s more rural and less citified variation of Farrokhzad’s “air.”
Nevertheless, his vision, too, is largely philosophical or at least meditative, as distinct from social. In some of these
poems, the consciousness contemplating an ordinary scene comes away with the kernel of a thought, distilled from
the scene, that seems to stand above it ever so tentatively yet in a genuine philosophical relation to it. Such, for example,
is the thought of release that arises from the contemplation of a pair of trembling hands tightly drawing the arrow in
the poem on page 38; the momentary hesitation thus concretized leads to a final question: “for the bird . . .2” It is as
if the human eye, simply by observing, bestows a meaning on the workings of the world that the mind quickly
questions. Conversely, the absence of the human agent is cause not just for regret but for angst. Kiarostami’s poems,
always placing the human inside the natural, often pointing to hints of a grand design just outside the human reach,
share the heritage of Persian mysticism as it is manifested in much modernist poetry, where nature is not only

animate but animating.

There is a question that emerges from time to time in the study of the great innovative voices who developed
contemporary writing in Persian throughout the twentieth century: did that movement signal a break with tradition
or was it a continuation and extension of that tradition? The two translators of this collection have argued on opposite

sides of this issue, but we both agree that Kiarostami has developed a unique personal voice capable of synthesizing

~ 12~



the two. To say, for instance, that speed is his dominant style is merely to say that Kiarostami has attended to the
classical ghazal with its leaps from one image to another, but only to the extent that images and motifs contribute to
a coherent mood. The thematics of the Persian ghazal—the parrot in love with sugar, harvests set ablaze, breczes that
carry news of the beloved, weeping narcissuses—provide not only a characteristic zigzag motion but a lexicon. While
the image of the waxing moon makes sense floating there alone, the reader familiar with Persian may well hear in it
a passing echo of the Hafezian ghazal. A close reader of these poems, that is, may see not only the image on the screen

but a distinct color in the light passing through the film.

Habitually, nonchalantly, Kiarostami combines the supple lexicon of the Persian language with the vast aesthetic
potential of Persian poetry to make that august tradition new. Characteristically, he throws the spotlight on the object
of observation rather than on the perceiving mind to keep our attention fixed on the poetic nature of our world. In
this way, his poctry embodies and exhibits the most abiding concerns of the entire tradition: the structure of the
ineffable, those relations that cannot be reduced to human logic—like the enigma of a dog’s fidclity, the bitterness of
truth, the puzzle of poverty in the midst of plenty. The poems in this book often acknowledge and celebrate the
presence of mystery in our midst. Whether explicitly, such as in the cycle of poems that open with the phrase “the
more I think,” or more subtly, as in many other instances in the following pages, they place the human within a world
of nature, but nature widened to emphasize the mundane and the quotidian as well as the supernatural. Kiarostami
has thus grafted the most abiding aspirations of the best of Persian poets, both classical and modern, to contemporary
concerns. If he can be said as a filmmaker to have led the art form of the twentieth century to new aesthetic heights,

these restless, airy walks with the wind may guide us step by step to a new verbal kinetic.



Walking with the Wind

Poems by Abbas Kiarostami



A white foal
emerges through the fog
and disappears

in the fog.



3l go Sy Snow falls

3yl o Sy snow falls

3yl ge Sy snow falls.
Sy oo O 4 G g, The day ends.

3 go Sy Snow falls.

g_u.ﬁ Night.

~ 18 ~
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A passerby’s footprints in the snow —
gone on an ervand?
Is he coming back?

This way?



Obiw, ¢S The graveyard

gy gem is covered over
oS s 5 ouad g with snow.
o Qf Only on three tombstones
S S d Sy g is the snow melting —

Ol du 4a all three young.



s 5 The snow

O gy o0 S S s A melts so rapidly —
g oo Shsa954 g soon those footprints
ol ple L will be gone,

S)p 9SSy large and small.



PSSt
e 5Ll 430 9 g0 05
79

White of a pigeon
erased in white clouds —

a snowy day.



Jab slae The beating of drums
S oo Glaal y2 frightens
dyoala S bl sl il the roadside poppies.
oS waal e L L Will they show themselves again?



Ol y8 du yu gS :)LtJ.«.u o One bundred obedient soldiers
B9 ool 4 enter the barracks

U (g HLET o early on a moonlit night.

Ole 8L slabs g Rebellious dreams!

24~



S2 98 (58 g 4SS
- Y ob Sl ) lSabm
eyl ol g

A little patch of snow —
souvenir of a long winter

in early spring . . .



3y sladddn
:..i..L;Lﬁ :.~~.

o Sl

Yellow violets
violet violets
together

and apart.



S 9o () White-haired woman
£0 550 o0 udS (sladd o<l d eyeing the cherry blossoms:
¢ Sl ouaia 5148 al (s yaa g U “Has the spring of my old age arrived?”



el
Lol sladal,
ouds A yu plas o

The old nun
dispenses advice
to the young nuns

amid cherry trees.



059y S0 slada g Day-old chicks
20 yS A pad experiencing

Iy ol Of L (e their first spring shower.

~29 ~



S D (g0 9D 93 da il gy Aimlessly
Sad o in mild spring sunshine

.

S ol aadle QLT the butterfly circling round itself.

~ 30 ~



Sl abs yo In the spring wind

Lo yiS03,9 £0. 9,9 a school notebook’s pages turn over —
did SogS a child sleeping
el 93 S oS AWy on bis little bands . . .

~ 3 ~



o sl Whistle of the boiling kettle:
U L0 o ilaas the old nun
Ol 9§ AS slae is having breakfast alone.



gl The wild cockscomb
W3S o0 ($Hbea 2 bides bis time
Sl sladidiy aldis pan jo in the cultivated company of spring pansies.



Sl (o8 93 g3 o0 It flies and settles
393 (50 § i oo settles and flies away again —

le the grasshopper
“‘:""6“ 39> ki as 6"‘“‘“" “ in the direction it alone knows.

~ 34 ~



ol 9S (sl y yud Six short nuns
a0 g0 pud stroll
ab sl jlba Gl amid tall sycamores.

oleds s The shriek of crows.

~ 35~



I o yes <y From a crack in the ashen sky
433 o0 98 a drop of light
SAwsa lawi SIS falls
Sl ‘54.1335..&/@:djl P onto the spring’s first blossom.

~ 36 ~



Amid thousands of cherry blossoms
the honeybee

besitates.



ol ‘;nl.\.u.m Trembling bands,
ouadS (ylas S an arrow drawn tight:
=y sl moment of release
€003 (sl ys for the bird . . .2

<38~



Sa S (soud iy Hhds sl The dream of a thousand little birds slaughtered
J;s ol s on a downy pillow.



T S S A red apple

A.'.sju.o C ol makes a thousand turns
Iga j0 in the air
233l oo 9 and falls

o 950 )L (S0 S s o into the hands of a playful child.

~ 40 ~



Law Gl o Among hundreds of rocks

SHp 9SS S small and large
(341 o8 dawdles

Sy S S Lgas a single turtle.

~ 4] ~



O gasie Before sunrise —
Sl 00,8 HLET1 a9 LS the spider
Slisi g ol 5 S already gone to work.



Sddad Wellsprings
WCawd 99 sLao oS Ju o in the heart of faraway mountains.
(i g3 gD O S Nobody to drink the water,
$loas s lin not even a bird.

<43 -



R e ke LT T S EN How merciful
o Cdn S that the turtle doesn’t see
Iy S 9S sou y jLsaw Hig the little bird’s effortless flight.

- 44 ~



2 dal g It sprouted

Rt blossomed
3 5052 withered
NEERSE and fell to the ground.

ad |y Of s So i Not a soul to see it.

45 -



O gasie The spider
S oo IS G Sawn stops
ladaal and takes a moment’s break
Sy 9o £ gdb (liilal @ to watch the sun rise.

- 46 ~



S sla,yea) Spring noon:
2S00 (5 lsas the worker bees

Sl e slow down.



al i aa How calmly
oSl da gloriously
ols "‘:’iu‘“ Yo the moon rises
Olosla b on the eastern horizon.

- 48 ~



Caas y "‘:"3:'0"‘ 4.3313 How can
o Gl S the old turtle live
Jlws sy three hundred years

Olasi ) s o unaware of the sky?

49 -



Jaadlig go 4w One black night

olaws o yo WISl o 9,8 a comet
al gl (548 43 Jo 4o pierces the pond’s heart —
EWEN KUY Y Ip K- the bhiss of hot steel

<y in the water.

~ 50 ~



PSP gl S,y It grew large and still larger.

s Jols It grew full
PSS g S gS and turned small and smaller.
ol Tonight

ols o gait a moonless night.

~ 50 -



Sa,06 0L Sea all black

<o, Jalw shore black —
il aads y 9 LIS do should 1 expect the sun

tola L or the moon?

~ 52~



clige 90 Moonlight
338 o0 9d thaws
oS agysS)br thin ice on the old river.

~ 53~



e &) Woman lying awake
U5l e Heuasa beside a sleeping man —
4383 (g0 ye Hlis o no hope of a caressing hand.

54 ~



O (O o Five pregnant women
JUASS! QLI & gSw o in the silence of the waiting room —
Ailipziy pas last day before the weekend.

~ 55~



LS gl gl ga The wild rbubarb and the mountain clover
A L ‘..\I:SGA S guss converse

Bl o0 50158 9 and bask
o b olisiasde Lisls in the mild sunshine of autumn.

~ 56 ~



badyn

elﬂ 435|°.a 98
SSse )IA 9
ol 9> sl p
Sl H9 e 0

Autumn afternoon:
a sycamore leaf
falls softly

and rests

on its own shadow.



Olyb o ks s A drop of rain
sliiads S o Gl 9alE o rolls off the box-tree leaf
39S (o yu 238l oo and falls into the muddy water.

~ 58 ~



J9Las NTENR V) A hundred stout trees

Al o (Cas have broken in the wind —
Sa 98 Jlg from the little sapling
Sy galgs only two leaves

&850l g blown away.

~ 59~



e ab b As the wind rises
Sl S 43 alas Cas 93 which leaf’s turn is it
¢uisl 9,8 ds to fall down?

~ 60 ~



> yslajle This time
ool Ol 9 g0 3 948 the wild geese land
ous y sla o on cut reeds.

~61 ~



Ol &) A pregnant woman
o o3 2 S o0 weeps silently
A3 (60 0 yiias j in a sleeping man’s bed.

~ 62 ~



abs The wind

Iydags yo opens

s o0 Hb the old door

343 8 9 and closes 1t
fao L noisily

JL} XY ten times.

~ 63~



ol y 3 i (53 40 An exhausted traveler
PR on his way alone —
Shw S S one parasang

ado U from bis destination.

- 64 ~



oles A moment after the rain
26 po puad slauliiad 4 the moon
Olyb ) g Idaad shines on wet box trees.

~ 65 ~



olige Moonlight
BN popls oy shines on the pine tree

OIS Sy 43 ) under beavy snow.

~ 66 ~



b msSags S A little nameless flower
S Aosmg, blossoming alone
aslis oA oS SIS o in the crack of a huge mountain.

~ 67 ~



as ) slawe The roar of thunder
3,l8S oo alails over the village
Iy Sw g ge interrupts
09 3l 8 4 the dog’s bark.

~ 68 ~



&IM}SO‘JGJ}SJQ
O‘JJA@LLUJ’JJJAJ—E\
2993 le2 syl

~ 69 ~

An old villager
on the mountain path —

a young man’s call from afar.



WS o The sagging bridge
Sl yAa ooy o o scratches the water’s surface
ols 490 warping

S 90 R the moonlight.

~70 ~



QNS 7t Sawd Nobody
Gy ddd b (g5l can do anything
Olawl i3 g when the sky
3yla O )L suas means to shed rain.



ol S

LS (g0 58 56

oelidls (a5l 9o 55 (51 s
"JL"""'G-.' %ul B

Starless night:
black dog
barking

at the newcomer.



Sl ab Spring breeze
Wl 5 o0 Su yio gu Gl NS steals the hat off the scarecrow’s head —

e Jls 59509 first day of spring . . .



ole 4o 8 The round moon
Ll oo YU bluial b rises gingerly
Olddany gads ) above the volcanic peak.

- T4 -



Sads 93 g0 8
o.\.aJ.“_\SBJ

Ologs Sk

The sun’s disk
pale
in the east

as fog settles.



Sals aish oo g 53
|Mtﬁ

Ll (S5 098 )
Ol 9> s S

G il Jlal

- 76 ~

The key banging

from a woman’s neck

in a rice paddy

falls off without a sound —

a kettle boils on the kitchen stove.



Sl alS Glds g Suads Sixty-six long steps
gLl to the orchard’s other end —
ol s (slaual, srals L in short nuns’ steps.



O (s 918 A pregnant cow —
e o s g0 two empty milk pails
olS 435 ju (59 y0 Caws o in the bands of a passerby.

~ 78 ~



S oS A loaf of bread
3 gl g0 Caausd gets distributed
S So S s lae among five hungry boys —

sboau by GJJ a woman in labor.



Sobsula, ) Worker bees
s o byl Hls leave work

O OM (98 9 LdS (5l for a pleasant chat
aslo 435Skl a around the queen bee.

~ 80 ~



ou s glS The milk cow
39y 00l oba walks
WS jo b gy yoas just like the villager bebind ber
s Jlaw g L with two pails of milk.

~ 81 ~



sladu by u“J A woman in labor
e awake

Q8D 0 yo S0 g piA0 s pad ya surrounded by five girls and a sleeping man.



aaal y 99 Two nuns

CRSain pu heavy-headed
25 )35 oo ad s cross paths
Jb ol yu Glas among the sycamores.

~ 83 ~



wlige Moonlight

ddads S ) oasls shining through the glass
OV 9> sl y Slige S0 4 on the pale face
<lgd 4o of the young nun asleep.

-84 ~



S b oLl Autumn sunshine —
oS (s ¢ a lizard alert
Jladigd Slgsle on the mud-brick wall.

~ 85 ~



S yio At summer noon

6“':":.' oMUS 1) 3y Qe the scarecrow
O bl ?JSJ‘”.A.\.: 9 sweats under its woolen hat.

~ 86 ~



S b olsi The autumn sun
0 o duinds Sady shines through the window

B J% > on the flowers of a carpet.
39S o0 duiais Al yu 9 (593 A bee beats its bead against the glass.



T slro g Pine cones

aid) oo 9,8 fall
<A Sy one by one

Symbobiaas in strong autumn winds.

~ 88 ~



L uss Sunset —

03 y0 (5 93bs yuw y9aduuan o oo flies circling
LS o g 4 alsha around the dead nag’s head.

~ 89 ~



O gasiic This time
33y g0 0 g the spider
QLo brings together
Iy oudss g s sladall the branches of the cherry and the mulberry.

~ 90 ~



Ol e,y The pouring rain
SAA GEA o on dried-up trees —
SCRIPCRTGE from afar the shriek of a crow.

- 9] -



abs The wind

43S o0 Ay 9o slices a little cloud
1) S 95 (5l ash into two halves:
Qi gy o one for the west, one for the east

LSl 9 paan jo at noon on a day of drought.



2w gy sladas
Lilgo g 23 9 550 Ly
) S yis Gl o

~93 ~

Fearlessly
the village kids target

the scarecrow’s tin bead.



Ao Luld s The thick fog of dawn
Qi iy 598 over a cotton field —
999 Yasy sl the sound of thunder from afar.

-~ 94



Ola Salasi sla s On the fifth day of clouds
3338 oo ) 9an 603S8) s sunflowers
S 59, (e o whisper with lowered heads.

~ 95 ~



O gashe The spider
3,50 50 i 93 IS Jola ubo, b eyes its handiwork with satisfaction
oS g g (s between the cherry and the mulberry tree.

~ 96 ~



&AL}L’SGA 4-"‘7“)33 The sun beams

o o ..

lyasa oMbyl g3l (i its first golden rays
O gashe U6 9 43 (500 y3 on the majestic mantle that is the spider’s web.



3o Sy
OL:\.uu (5):" :J|
S (S 4y

~ 98 ~

Snow descends
from the black clouds

with the whiteness of snow.



olS5 Ly o Inside the shrine
pasdiadl a5 da I thought a thousand thoughts
el AS (y g 4 and when I left
399 adiy S 4 it had snowed.

~ 99 ~



g9 el Y Sasls From far away a dandelion
201 dS 43 lasa do deigned to settle on the pond
3,83 Ol ol Hl ol without rippling the water.

~ 100 ~



O gasie Gently
3 guls g0 0031 the spider
SR L is shooed away
g s daaly oS ) from the old nun’s hat.

~ 101 ~



Ladaal ) (s 95 gossS The nuns’ discussion
3 s ol daol, concludes nothing.
alad yu Eventually

IV U ' E I it is time to sleep.

~ 102 ~



.Y The snow
Lo 5l a3 gl o0 diBa 59 8 shoveled right off the roof
bl with a snow shovel —
Jlade how undignified.

~ 103 ~



TENg ng.b S 90 On the clothesline

23100 4S (4 Sy snowflake linen hangs.
3y (5194 (al o In this cold air
S 3l gad Sdd Lasa gy ()l 4o snow doesn’t dry up

8 4 so fast.

~ 104 ~



olaw £3s In a snow-covered field
IS o0l ual the black-hooded crow
S g ) o g Sy o looks at itself dazed.

~ 105 ~



ST
ST

oL’.i‘gs

290

~ 106 ~

Nights

days

life

long

long

short.



a8 g S The stray dog
A gl g0 (9 wasbhes its body
Sl Olybs Yo in spring rain.

~ 107 ~



aaal The nun
IS oo S caresses the silk fabric:
radas yal (gda Hb would it do
TR 9y 8! Sl Gunlie for a gown?

~ 108 ~



Aaddy (paaS j3 Sy The dog lies in ambush
da oS slgasl o at the end of the alley
3,1 9056 (51aS (5l for the new beggar.

~ 109 ~



A S The sleeping dog
I o0 9 33S oo Hh adia S keeps opening an eye and closing it again
Al yo (s iy Hasa (gl to watch the pesky mosquito.

~ 110 ~



S 88 oyl Hail lands

f.:;i (SIS add on the sparrow’s egg —
S §S Sload 3 H gy the flight of a tiny bird.



rs
JjJ.u‘JGuLA.‘;J.L&uJ:\“m
) et Wi *"Tgtﬁ")‘ﬁf‘}ljxelﬁm

Flying over a volcanic peak
the dove

composed its first epic song.



Sy ol Azure rain
oS (slads 9S4 on cherry blossoms.
ORSS ) sladd ¢S Tinted blossoms
Solr gy at spring sunset.

~ 113~



Bas (503 99 Soot from the candle
S o0 ol blackens

Iy dal gy omSa, JL the butterfly’s colorful wing.

~ 114 -~



iy oo 43l g 4 In the community of cherry trees
SA o So gl one does not blossom

oudaS LA j3 gan o by itself, alone.

~ 1S ~



Ola Sulasi sla s As the rain comes down

ad LS y3 yuu sunflowers
Ok s iy alshn put their beads togetbher.

~ 116 ~



Sy yio The scarecrow

3 5 o0 (5 yLal getting irrigated
e gl jo in the middle of the field.

~ 117~



Ladaal,y o o One of the nuns
8 (5 e said something.
KYRERVENEET The rest broke

Bl glaw L into loud laughter.

~ 118 ~



P goule SSlaiu g0 Two dragonflies, one male one female
33,535 o0 a las pass in the air
b o A o Hlee o among the oak trees.

~ 119~



diuald ga juel 980,93 Angry confrontation between two prostitutes
Luwals iz 953 alSha leaving the church

WIS, pas on Sunday afternoon.



ST A beap of

03 g 8 (sla S discarded tires:
05y S a decrepit dog
383 oo LS standing watch

NV free of charge.

~ 121 ~



03 Oe)
Laussolag
Ol 90 sads HLul

The earthquake
destroyed

even the ants’ grain silo.



S Dy ) Out of a hundred apples

$0)S w0 ten have worms —

p S Al ten apples

A OJ to a worm.



S 98 The little apple

4D D (S0 9Dy 99 A floats spinning
S 98 (5 linl (B 9,8 ) at the base of a little waterfall.



3 s g S The stray dog
Silua oo 0 wags its tail
29S ple sl for the blind passerby.



OS5 slas gas Colorful fruits
ol grolaw ol 41 98 g O S yu in the silence of black-clad mourners.

~ 126 ~



ol 9ol () 5) S guu paa 5o In the assembly of black-clad mourners
Sags the child

3,55 o0 glleya duo 0 gazes boldly at a persimmon.



ST

S oo IS G S
slaadl gay5a ¢l 0
r 90k

The grave digger
stops work
to take a bite

of bread and cheese.



39y 9 Sl The spider’s barvest
O gasae s of two days

ST TSI Y is left in ruins
B C VRN R E by the old housekeeper’s broom.



-\-:SS‘SA el This time

O gashe the spider
s begins
Iy Ouas s to weave

Oads pil (510d 0 ya on the silk drape.

~ 130 ~



sl oo ole The moon breaks
o ols o against the window frame —

3590 S99S S0 S Sl sound of a newborn crying.

~ 131 ~



63&94643541_}
ﬁ‘odﬁu:bjs
53}:.4@&71:5‘).}

A few schoolchildren
have put their ears

on the deserted train track.



Lo S yio A lone scarecrow

Al ga o3 giioy ) in an idle field
Ol J.fljl as winter sets in.

<133~



oS 52
S (g0 b
S o O gD § Sud (S 9y

<134~

Birds
are playing

on the scarecrow’s hands and face.

Work must be over.



S oo ;ida g9 Two hundred-sheet notebooks

BEYIEFYRIRVILE one sharpened pencil

Sl s bad oS one backpack full of advice —
ol y 3 S88S a child well on bhis way.

~ 135 ~



Ls"’l""'“'” Sa s The schoolchild

dags Juy a9yl walks on the old rail
WLl aas oo aalis g clumsily mimicking
Iy s slaw the sound of the train.

~ 136 ~



ab The wind
I el guad moves the scarecrow’s tattered robe
Iy S yio (gous 5 (548 A to dance —
P Jla j9, 0 first day of the new year.

~ 137 ~



S0 £ (5 988 ) In the dim light of the switchman’s lamp
Sags the child

S oo olds is drawing

<l 9 Ha a9 while the father sleeps.

~ 138 ~



e Sags The child with a fever

ddindy Sadiy ) 23S, o0 0150 looks longingly
Oy b through the windowpane

u.% Y Soul y at the snowman.

~ 139 ~



Sags The child
ala Ob e sy on her best behavior
Swg e b with the doll.

Ol & ... ale The mother, well . . .

~ 140 ~



Oyl o ylad < A drop of rain

Al (S 9y 2 3 ) 9D (g0 slides over the windowpane.
S5 S §S S A little ink-stained hand
Iyl ass oo Sb wipes the dew

ddndi (594 ) off the window’s face.

~ 141 ~



o35 (s 99 S Liswe Hundreds of fresh walnuts
4;& 5995 Sl bl around a small child
oliw § Sags i b with little stained bhands.



do 3ladie (guasme o In a temple
o Jlw waaw g 454 one thousand three hundred years old
Saelw the clock

Ca8) du d8aSy a8 reads seven minutes to seven.

~ 143 ~



> RalY The watch
.\lélu’.c sl on the blind man’s wrist
Ll g po Saws (5 9 has stopped.

~ 144 ~



Ll oy The blind man
R NatY S P asks the schoolchild
(e Sa s for the time.

~ 145 -



2B 9, The villager
33,5 ol ugd (e returns to bis land
Syl s (g for spring seeding —
S yio 4 u.mlS; Al () gas not even a half-glance at the scarecrow.

~ 146 ~



Sdle y ol S,ls Coal miners:
KYRERY eL\S (oY) not one has seen

Iy o liass 5 Sy Oiaud (4 5l the first winter snow.



S e ) Gamo (yo Collapse of the coal mine —
Sl (s40l gy Laas 5l g flight of bundreds of white butterflies.

~ 148 ~



Sy (S The snow’s whiteness
351y Sawdle y ol S yls adis strikes the eyes of the coal miners
Oaxo Sl 9o alson emerging from the mine.

~ 149 ~



AS o0 SSAS L g The more I think
aagd gad the less I understand

Iy Sy (S daa (il July the reason for all the whiteness of the snow.

~ 150 ~



Ladaal In the end

Lo 5 gad 330 93 A the nuns
aladl s could not agree
Solas QLIS y gy on the color of their dining room.

~ 151 ~



piS oSS aS i gd
pagd oo
dad Cpl Jalo
\'.‘49-\3-\&~ s JLSJ‘-‘

The more I think

the less 1 understand

the reason

for all this order and majesty

in the spider’s work.



AlS o0 ySSAS L ga The more 1 think
pags o the less I understand

1y Ol gale yge daa (il Jado the reason for a mother’s love
Ol ,8 4 for ber children.

~ 153 ~



AlS oo ySSAS L g The more I think
aags g the less I understand

Iy S (L8 g dana (pf July the reason for the dog to be so faithful.

~ 154 ~



AlS o0 ySSdS LA The morve I think
aagd gan the less 1 understand the reason

Iy Oliaus o= Oleun (s Jada for calluses on the hands of the empty handed.

~ 155 ~



pIS o0 ySSAS LD The more I think
pags gad the less I understand

Iy odada Al Jala why the truth should be so bitter.

~ 156 ~



AlS o0 ySSdS L g The more 1 think
aags gad the less I understand

dad Ol Jado why the Milky Way
Iy Hleusgs (gaaly is so distant.



e.‘.\so.o SSas EYEN The more I think
‘u.gsb.u the less I understand

dad ol Jada the reason
Iy Syl puss to fear death so much.

~ 158 ~



Hbaaid ol ga aslayi oS L Will my ears ever hear again
Iy y9loe slan g, (bbb sl the sound of the nearby river’s rebellious tide
A o s f alSaa as the snows thaw?

~ 159 ~



odrriun dALL As dS (S 53 (s AT The last leaf stuck to the branch
SAI 0 3 g3 3 9D A clings to the promise
Iy syl sLadal g slislas of glimpsing spring buds.

~ 160 ~



pus pds Ll g ) When I started up out of sleep
99yl J gl Sy it was just the beginning of spring
as 4 no more

g 4 g no less.

~ 16l ~



G Sl o..\:\.d“as s
& Olawl y
P dlw 59,04l

The jet bas sketched a line
across the blue sky

on the first day of the new year.



Jus j9as) The honeybee
3 g g0yl §A0 is amazed
Galial JS yac ) by the fragrance of an unknown flower.

~ 163 ~



Sk olub Spring rain
S o o J; fills the pigeon’s nest
Iy ygaS sy with water.

Caewl 48 Hlgs (sLiolald du 4 gas The pigeon is out watching the spring.

~ 164 -



LA §icw o Won’t the swallows
33058 g3 5l Jlual ever come back

¢Ohwas sl this year?

~ 165 ~



Jbe The snake
Iy obbad (12 ye walaws oo crosses the street
ol y 9 o do QAISS without a glance to left or right.

~ 166 ~



.\.iasu.a 059 JUes The train shrieks

Sl o0 9 and comes to a balt.

AT Jay y3 4383 (glaal g 5o A butterfly sleeps on the rail.

~ 167 ~



Iy Sags S The cry of the child —
2S oo oA yad 043 53 ) gf a bird song accompanies it

ale o 45 until the mother returns.
J (Gl rana®)

~ 168 ~



dads Soole S A crescent moon of the first night

3 g g0 338l yo is being pampered
Sl plasi b by a cottony piece of cloud.

~ 169 ~



SIS goly (e Sl The plowshare digs the earth
IS Wl gan a9 and the ox bhas no idea
Iy ool g Crwa g e Julo what caused the pain in bis limbs.

~ 170 ~



Ol pass o The scattering of a few withered autumn leaves
S by SA S o aaa Gl g o in the spring breeze.



sige Yhole jo 8 59
alhss )

3438 oo 7 ol plulidle Gubuwal
S

As the moon’s disk rises
in the east
my feelings of love

wax just a little.



33 9 o0 (g sl yids My shoes get soaked
o5s alsaa as I cross
g oS )l the clover field.

173~



auiS sladd ga Sheaves of wheat
Sy 003 9D A twist
Sl obians ) in the spring thunderstorm.



Iyoale JLads 5059 slee A dog responds
3B oo Tl Suw from afar
g8 0ly ) to a she-jackal’s howls
olige g yo in the moonlit night.

~ 175 ~



WS oo Al The mirror breaks
Lo b o) Sama o in a plain woman’s hand —
3940 g0 Ol g dadi o a bundred streams welling up

olaws oids Jo o in the dead of a dark night.

~ 176 ~



alaab My shadow

IS oo B ot (o s keeps me company
olige e o this moonlit evening.

~ 177 ~



“":’TLF“ P FREVRTEN @53 As the sun rises

Olygs ) in the east
alaalidle ulwal my feelings of love
°~9"i'6° Awls wane

S just a little.

~ 178 ~



3598 o El > The lamp stays lit
PRI L pue- X in the night of storm.
Gule i yo! The lover’s pleas
I PR ol ol come to naught.

~ 179 -



S 9S sl g The little bud
Iy ) goabs,8 announces itself loudly
RS O g Al SUE lae ) from inside its hard sheath of cherry wood.

~ 180 ~



Sogds JS The bowl of the bignonia

394 g0 5 fills up
Sl OIuL ) with spring rain.

~ 181 ~



ol Ok

S L0 959
o slaolias

E iy

1y ool 43S oo SLiA
5 2 shela s

Spring rain
pours in a rush
onto dirty dishes.
A young girl
dries ber hands

with ber floral skirt.



393 o asloa S lgas La jaad Within their folds, the clover buds have bidden
) S2Bae slaaiad many morning dewdrops.

~ 183 ~



2313 g3 (S 7 Nobody knows
> 95 Hluga that the little stream
4;’; Sldadia Ju Hlugd oo syl as gushing from the beart of a small fountain
ayla b o aas is beaded for the sea.

~ 184 ~



Ol 9 3 9f Jabs The singing nightingale
3 g g0 ol is driven away
IHIC) 82 (59 50 uba 48 ) by the shrill cry of a man balf asleep
Syl poaiw 4o at spring dawn.

~ 185 ~



s Al 93 (gddnds The broken soda-pop bottle

e fills up
Sole oL Y with spring rain.

~ 186 ~



33 §S 0 pus al The horse stamps his hoof
bl IS on an unknown flower
oS g JS () yl b pa o among thousands of flowers and weeds.

~ 187 ~



S sddgle o ol 4L The rain on dried fodder
Sl y g0 00 yuds glS aliss au brings the scent of spring
ol sy to the milk cow’s nostrils.

~ 188 ~



oas b (s b The fully loaded nag
WS o0 S by slows down

sus alsan as it passes
g Hl yoads ) by the clover field.

~ 189 ~



IS o0 £ Lo 09 yads 9IS The milk cow moos
Iyelga wil s o0 9 and shoos sleep away
W 9 g0 Gladia ) from the weary laborer’s eyes
Olusls ,g15 Ylaay o in the summer afternoon.

~ 190



The wind howls
in deserted alleys —
not a passerby,

not even a single dog.



ole 3L S The slender crescent
Iyoea Swil g0 wilidl oo scatters its pale light
Qs gulo Lo 4 on bundreds of worn-out sickles
Obuwsls ol S o on a midsummer night.



S 5 J g gl
X e XSTEE
sl e s »
dids (il g

~ 194 ~

A whole year’s barvest
is gathered in one day
and loaded on the back of a tottering beast

in a tived village.



6 5yl The dark cloud
39y g0 obe o ,8 JLsiwl ag moves forth to welcome the moon’s disk
2o s o on a moonlit night.

~ 195 ~



oo sladdiw Ripening stalks
A (s 98Ty in each other’s arms —
abs yu y3 ) is it the wind they fear
oL or the sickle?

~ 196 ~



A yuls The tired sickle
So 6 L) Gl hangs on the wall
3 gl 0 Al g of a dark storebouse
Yok (Fue sl for a long rest.

~ 197 ~



b Haro uds Gatbhered together
3338 o0 590 0 s in a field of rattan
Iy 3l abindd O AT g0 bla six bamboo chairs review

Ol &udiy jo the memory of the last autumnal storm.

~ 198 ~



O 40 au Weeping willow,
by g gy towering cypress,
OuSad (sldalivar a dejected neighbor —

u_ﬂ‘,.; u‘gJ.é autumn sunset.

~ 199 ~



S b s The first autumn of solitude,

olo o3 glawsi a moonless sky,
gl sy a9 a bundred strands of song
NERY) in the beart.

~ 200 ~



dads g1 The thirsty raven
Sy adls oo jl0e rubs its beak in the dust —
ol yo s ! a cloud on its way.



L ..w&nso' :.‘:

olo 559 oy 4
OLunli o g ¢

The eyes of the thirsty crow
fixed on the moon’s distant harvest —

summer sumnset.



ol The wind
IR YL Suels lifts the dandelion ball
glel i to the beight of a pine tree —
SL Yol g P ees sy a pigeon’s nest, dismantled by the wind.

~203 ~



Iybe Ly molL Rain falling on the sea —
SdA (5l youds the fields parched.

~ 204 ~



$ols A2 The new crescent moon
Salads o0 A travels the sky’s expanse faster

Iy Olawdl (56 yiusS on the wings
o as y ubaads 5o of a winter storm.

~ 205 ~



Oliss Sass ,l5a
.d‘,-.i BL

(b ) s g guls

A thousand naked children

in the snow.

Midwinter nightmare.



3990 B )l 4s subauas A blast sweeping from the east
338 o0 W13 speeds along
Iy OLeds 3l gy the ravens’ flight
QS S g westward.

~ 207 ~



YW sl ool The trout
Iyalaa gy sals .ﬁluu.al bhave no idea where the river leads them —

23 9550 (1 o) 402 9 they accompany it
I8l il to salty waters.

~ 208 ~



oLt By night

Sa oS ok the little fish wiggles out
Ol ppSaals 5 jlsailela of the fishermen’s net
Jalw y onto the shore.

~ 209 ~



ol Wind

S 0059 roaring
S S wolf
SS 2009 roaring —
olo moon
3 94 g0 Ol bides
6y (5 3 (s o bebind a dark cloud.

~210 ~



ols auun 4o The question in the moon’s eye:
ol S5 o0 g 0l 4S ol are those who watch her today
2351 ol the same ones

Cois Jluw O Yo as who watched her thousands of years ago?



palae Jy

Sladaad 3 g oo pbo
Iyole yo9u s
O9Spw 39y 2

For a moment
the great bridge
stops the moonlight

from shining on the silver river.



0520y by, The limping villager
T byl abal in step with a wounded beast
aass slasyes S, b L under its bulging load of cotton bolls.



Ohls Hla sla il 5 Songs of the rice farmers:

(RSas guld some happy, some sad
99,8 Saaj their melodies
Olwsa exactly alike.

~ 214 ~



olS5 )l o9

pasduasl jia i 58 4
paol 45 (9 3

silad aybla ju S0

Inside the shrine
I thought a thousand thoughts.
When I stepped outside

not one was left in my mind.



KTt She said:

2l 80 33 (SIS (0 Saasn “I just can’t.”
39 ddS yuls I wish she bad said:
ada )l “My heart won’t let me.”

~216 ~



.ALSGA L, asS The worm exits
Iy 0uy9a S caw the worm-eaten apple

0 ) gt (51 52 for a fresh one.



ols 40,8 The moon’s disk
A2 g9 g3 2Ll oo 590 shines its light unconditionally
ol sdia S g on the glowworm.



ol i yS The glowworm
o g9 g3 Lisl o0 590 shines its light unconditionally

olo o3 s yo on the moonless night.



Sy pmbe gsags slag il o In games between the child and her grandmother
35l o0 ddiisan 4s the grandmother
Sl S 538 yube keeps losing.



Saes The child
0,4l 945 H 90 inside a crib
Sulads gas |y 9 g Sl alayl in a three-by-four room
sl e dw QU does not know the dimensions of the bed.



polse R plS
T 9 905glsel 2
Sl og,s

I stroll
at autumn sunset

along gold and reddish waves.



s I don’t trust anything
a a3 lasabs! 4u3 (f as much as the end
ol bl das of the night
ad 39,9 and of the day.



¢owlas ) gas| Where is he now,
fuiS oo da doing what,
plog )S (sl 9ol 48 4SS cuuS the one I have forgotten already?



‘alo..\oi 3L of yaa I have come, along with the wind,

Ol § 9 (iwdd o on the first day of summer.
d el aga Ly abls The wind will carry me along

b 59, eyl e on the last day of the fall.



2l
sl 4
2l @
2l
el

ity
ety
P
MRS
*os?

I arrive
I drink
I laugh

I cry
I'm leaving

alone
alone
alone
alone

alone.



Y =W Not east

J:nLa a0 not west
Jlads 4 not north
YR not south

aloabivasl (o dS Lo (a0l only this spot I am standing on now.



as oo abs )8 I cry out
Baas 51650 J 8 4 across a deep valley
S g5 HUaS o expecting the echo of my voice.



383 gai alol ds S I can’t stop crying
635 3 when there’s no room

Sty (yieaas oS (5 43 il for crying any more.



S b ddan I always seem to have an appointment

?J"‘ SLEMs ) S with someone
...A:ai‘;d as who will not come . . .
Caouany p JbL:. »y \aL’a can’t remember the name.

~ 230 ~



Sl Jlw For years now

ols ,3 Jis I have been suspended
Jgas s ju between the seasons

aala Sy like a blade of straw.



S8

I~
-
N

I cross a six-furlong field
on the moonlit night —
my feet sink into the mud

up to my ankles.



Sl s Jlasa 4 Following the mirage
B y il A here I am at the water’s edge

S ulal o without the feeling of thirst.

~233 ~



p IS oo i Cas |y yas S0 I leave behind a whole lifetime
s sa o in a single moment

A S (o0 (i 92 and I cry for myself.



pleas Out of a hundred passersby

Sl oo (SO one stops
O bluw Jul8s in front of my stall.



Silo o0 alails ddisan My words
e slad to myself
epagd b never seem quite finished .



435S (s 9ol 3 g ddiss

Iy aslals

98 () 4 Lo

pas (Ll gol B (S e as

N~
v
~1

Forgive my sins.
Forget them —
but not so much

that I forget them completely.
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