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Translating into English

ML B
KORIYAMA Naoshi

Abstract: During and after my long years of teaching English at university, I have had
experiences in translating an 11th century book, Hojo-kiby Kamono Choumei, a mid-10th
century collection of tales, Ise Monogatari, a part of a 12th century collection of tales,
Konjaku Monogatari Shu, some contemporary poems of Japan and a book of two modern
dramatic poems, The Angel of Suffering and Zeami by Moriguchi Saburo (2017). I was
also a member of the translators’ team of Against Nuclear Weapons (2007) and Farewell
to Nuclear, Welcome to Renewable Energy(2012). I also immensely enjoyed reading and
translating the poetry of Li Bai (701-762), the great poet in the Tang period of China
and some other great Chinese poets. And, for materials for discussion in this paper, I
have taken up “Akashia no Amega Yamutoki,” a song sung by Nishida Sachiko, “Chants”
of Zeami’s ghost, two famous passages from Hojoki. As for the chants chanted by Zeam1i’s
ghost in the poetic drama by Moriguchi Saburo, I selected 9 verses for comparison
between the Japanese original and my English translation. I have also included some of
my favorite poems by Li Bai. By the way, it has been widely said that no translation is
without mistranslation. So, please try to spot any mistakes in my translations. And it
has been my New Year’s Day custom to announce the New Year’s Day Poem as sung by
the Animal of the Year in the Oriental calendar ever since the Horse first sang its New
Year’s Day poem back in 1990, the Year of the Horse. In this paper, some of the Animals
will sing their New Year’s Day poems. The year 2021 happens to be the Year of the Cow.
But she is not ready to send her New Year’s Day poem for this paper.

Keywords: [Y]7s ], TOCH Lo ML, TLISFo AMHOH, | KO I, [PE77H
T TR Lb ool || [ TXofFEodk]. [4H]

”

The Japanese word, “setsunai,” “the woods where evening cicadas were singing,”
“the evening bell of the mountain temple,” “the Mid-autumn Full Moon,” “the Pure
Land in the West,” “the glow of every perished thing,” “the New Year Poem by the

Animal of the Year,” “Li Bai”
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When the Rain Stops in the Acacia Woods  Words by MIZUKI Kaoru
I only wish to die, drenched in the rain
In the acacia woods, just as I am now.
Day breaks, the sun rises
And when he finds me cold
In the light of the morning sun,

Would he ever shed any tears for me?

He would not understand my pain-filled heart
That is crying in the rain of the acacia woods.
While I am sadly warming the memorable pendant
With these white pearl-like breasts even today,

He has gone away somewhere

With his eyes so cold.

When the rain of the acacia woods stops,
A dove flies up toward the blue sky.

The purple of its feathers is

Nothing but the cast-off skin of mine
That is cold in the corner of the bench,

An image of mine looking for the man who has gone far away.
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“Would he be kind enough to shed any tears for me?”

“Would he be kind-hearted enough to shed any tears for me?”

“Would he be gentle enough to shed any tears for me?
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He would not understand my pain-filled heart

That is crying in the rain of the acacia woods
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On a beautiful spring day I went to the seaside, stood by the rocky seashore,
Upon which white waves were sweeping, and looking over the rapid current
full of fishes,
I danced to the roaring sounds of the Sea, considering them the chanting
of the Dragon God,
Dancing to the drum of the furious waves beating on the rocks,
Looking toward the Light shining brightly from the end of the Sea,
Dedicating my dance to the gods and Buddha who mercifully give us groupers,

Praying for safe fishing in the Sea, praying for calming down the winds.
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When clouds of cherry blossoms covered distant mountains,
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I was tempted by cherry blossoms, and quickly set out with a merry heart,
And going along the mountain trails, I saw the spirits of all things
In the bright cherry blossoms falling and fluttering in the wind
And enjoyed looking at the wild flowers blooming and falling in the fields.
But I realized that the image of the Flower of Light appearing

in each and every heart
Is none other than the Eternal, Immortal Flower.
And I turned into the spirit of cherry blossoms in the Sky, and I danced
To the flute music of the stormy winds gong over the mountains,
Blowing down the cherry blossoms, the dances of “Peace in Transience,”
“Joy in Transformation,” and “Flowers scattering in Buddha’s World,”

not knowing whither I was going,
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Assuming that it might be my last chance to savor the departing spring,
I went out to the fields where flowers were abundantly blooming
In the gentle winds to talk with the flowers of various colors,
And when I got into the woods of green young leaves lit in the Sun,
I danced at the fresh-aired shrine to the flutes and drums of the mountain birds
Which were freely singing, and to the chanting of the loud sound of the stream.
I stood by planted rice paddies in gentle breezes, praying for a rich crop
of golden rice.
I danced to the loud chanting of the frogs in the distant paddies
as far as Heaven

In praise of all the green mountains as far as I could see.
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When the wind was chilly in early autumn and I felt pensive,

I went through the woods where evening cicadas were singing

And visited the deserted tomb of the ancient emperor.

By the light of the weak, flickering flame of a watch fire in the evening,
I dedicated a dance as a memorial service to the flute of the voice

Of a woodpecker hidden in the backwoods of the dark shrine

And to the drum of the evening bell of the mountain temple.
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In an evening when the Sky was clear in high Heaven,

I went out as far as the shore of Misaki Point

To view the Mid-autumn Full Moon, and danced to the faint Light

Of the Sun setting on the other side of the Sea,

Worshiping the Pure Land in the West.

When night came, the Full Moon hanging high in Heaven shone
Brightly over the peaceful Sea,

And to the rhythmic beat of all the waves coming in and drawing back,

I dedicated dances of “All-Pervading Light” and “Religious Ecstasy.”
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When autumn deepened, I saw off the birds sailing in the Sky,

And fondly praised the light of the dayflowers in the fields.

I went into the mountains, where tree leaves were changing their colors.

When the bright, flaming red leaves fell silently and shone on the ground
covered with fallen leaves,

I saw the moving shadows of the gods and Buddha in the constant transfiguration
of all things.

In the singing of the birds and in the sound of the mountain streams,

I heard sermons of the mountain and water and I danced the dance:

“The Praise for the Marvelous Law of Buddha.”
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When winter came, and on a day after a stormy wind, I went into woods
of withered trees

And caught winter’s deep light in the red nuts of a thorn.

In the stillness of the dead valley, where the dimly-lit image

Of a mountain bird moved and rotten tree leaves piled up,

The glow of every perished thing increased, and I was enveloped
in a blinding Light,

And I dedicated dances of “Nirvana’s Light” and “Aspiration for Rebirth.”
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At the beginning of the New Year, I got up at dawn, drew fresh water,
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And in the fresh morning, I visited the shrine brightly covered
with white snow and I danced,
Praying for “Peace of the World” and “Happiness for All Human Beings.”
Like a flower blooming on the rock enduring winds and frost,
I still had a flower of my heart in my old body, and so it was my real wish

To celebrate everything with all my life and praise the gods and Buddha.
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On an extremely cold night in the quiet World in severe winter
I got away from things, from human beings, even from myself,
And stood in the frozen field in the light of snow, looking up

at the clear Milky Way.
I walked forth onto the grand Stage of Silent Heaven to the accompaniment
Of the chanting voices of the countless stars dimly blinking and the Music
Of Heaven’s exquisite melody, and danced the dance of “The Realization

of the Exquisite State” and “Bliss of Light.”
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The water of the river flows ceaselessly, but the water isn’t the same.
Bubbles floating on the edge of the river, now disappearing, now appearing,

have never remained long.
Human beings and their houses in the world too are like them.
In the beautiful capital city, the houses built by people high and low
stand side by side, competing with each other in height,
and they look long-lasting, standing from generation to generation,
but if we look at them carefully, those which existed in the past are few.
Some were burned down last year and built up this year. Some large houses
perished, replaced by small ones. People living in the houses too are like them.
I see many people in the same place, but there are only one or two that I have seen
in the past among the twenty or thirty people there. Some die in the morning, while
others are born in the evening, just like the bubbles in the water. We neither
know where the people who are born and die come from nor whither they go. Nor
do we know for whom we worry so much about building a temporal residence in this
world, nor how we delight our own eyes with what we build. Which is more temporal,
the master or his dwelling? They are just like a morning glory and a dewdrop on it.
The dewdrop may fall, while the flower remains. Even if the flower remains, it fades
in the morning sun. Or, the flower may wither, while the dewdrop remains. Even if

it remains, it can’t last till evening.
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In spring, I see clusters of wisterias, which look like purple clouds,

blooming beautifully to the west.
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In summer, I hear the cuckoo. As if in talking, I ask the bird to be my guide
on the road of Death.

In autumn, my ears are filled with evening cicadas’ voices.

They sound as if they are wailing over this ephemeral world.

In winter, I am touched by snow.

The way it piles up and melts away can be compared to the sins of human beings.
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A NEW YEAR SONG OF THE HORSE
Written on the first day of the Year of the Horse, 1990——

Long before the car was invented,
I carried man from Mongolia to Spain,

from Alaska as far down to Cape Horn.

The dog has been only his pet,
waggling his tale, asking for a pat on the head,

or a bone of a lamb.

Of course, he is of some help,
retrieving a pheasant in a hunt,

or barking at a sneaking thief.

I am man’ s greatest helper,
plowing his fields,

carrying his sacks of grain, or anything heavy.
I was his comrade—in—arms,

pulling the cannon, or charging at his enemy.

I even died by his side.
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Long before the plane was invented,
I could even fly over the prairie,

madly dashing with all my might,

kicking the ground with my powerful hoofs,
making him feel the thrill of speed,

he clinging to my back.

Nothing makes him so wild
as the excitement at my race,

huge crowds roaring louder than in the ballpark.

A NEW YEAR SONG OF THE ROOSTER
—Written on the first day of the Year of the Rooster, 1993——

Since long before the clock was invented
In the history of human civilization,

I've been a living clock for human beings,
faithfully heralding

the arrival of a new day

every morning,

telling them to wake up

and get up

and get busy gathering food.

And now this morning

I crow my loudest

in superb tenor,

telling human beings

in every corner of the world

of the arrival of my year.
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A 14-Line Poem of the Wild Boar
—Written on the 3rd day of the Year of the Wild Boar, 1995—

My teeth I gnash

And I clash

Against my foe. I swear

Even a bear I don’t fear.

With an object in my mind,

I dash, not looking behind.

With my stout snout I dig up a yam
By the side of a dam.

I leap before I look,

Jumping over a brook.

I don’t care even if my enemy’s build is large.
Baring my tusks sharp, I charge.
With the jet of my fart

I dart.
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A NEW YEAR SONG OF THE MONKEY
—Written on the first day of the Year of the Monkey, 2004—

You might have seen how we wild monkeys fight.
You say we look fierce and agile and bright.
When we fight, we bite the foe with our jaws,
And scratch the other fellow’s fur with claws.

We know not how to use a stone or a stick.

We don’t hit with a piece of a broken brick.

But look how shrewdly human beings fight.

They are smart, clever, crafty, wise and bright.
At the beginning of their history,

They would just fight with their fists only.

Then they learned how to use a stone and a stick.
Then they made vicious weapons that make us sick,

Weapons that fly and pierce and explode and kill.
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Just look how they beat their foes to their fill.
They even devised something horrendous.

Its destructive power is tremendous.
Hundreds of thousands of their own species,
In a flash, could be turned into charred pieces
With their most, violent, destructive device.
“Don’t be arrogant!” is my keen advice

To the smartest creature on the Planet.

“Your arrogance will catch you in the net.”
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DRINKING BY MYSELF UNDER THE MOON
Li Bai (701-762)
Surrounded by flowers, I sit with a jar of rice wine by my side.
I drink alone with no company around.
Raising my cup, I welcome the bright moon.
With my shadow joining us, we are three.
The moon doesn’t understand drinking.
My shadow only follows me.
Keeping company with the moon and my shadow for a while,
I should enjoy the spring outing.
When I sing, the moon wanders around.
When I dance, my shadow moves wildly.

When we are sober, we entertain each other.
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When we get drunk, we break up.
We promise to keep our friendship,

Hoping to meet again in the distant Milky Way.

ERMIL KLz %2E ZFEH (701-762)
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Looking at Mt. Tianmen LiBai (701-762)

Mt. Tianmen breaks in the middle and the Chu River flows.
Blue water flows east and then turns north.
Green mountains on either side tower, facing each other.

Out of the setting sun a single sail comes forth.

MAREN 211(701-762)
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Reminiscing about the Ancient Times at the Su Palace  Li Bai (701-762)
At the ancient garden and ruined Palace, willows have buds new.
Maidens gathering water chestnuts sing of spring most touchingly.

Now I only see the moon above the Xi River.

It once shone on the lady in the King’s Palace of Wu.
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A Fresh Loaf of Poetry from Japan, (BookWay, 2018)
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Poesie, (Forfum/Quinta Generazione, Italy, 1990)
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REELE
Another Bridge over The Pacific, (Vantage, 1993)
ZAVUEKE RO B H & B Tz SR
WIRE
Like Underground Water-The Poetry of Mid-Twentieth Century Japan—
co—translated with Edward Lueders, (Copper Canyon Press, 1995)
Japanese Tales from Times Past co—translated with Bruce Allen, (Tuttle, 2015)
L T4 EWEEED 725 9 0 ROWEEZ IR
SOUL SFEDS-Revelations & Drawings by Carolyn Mary Kleefeld, (Coalsack, 2014)
The Divine Kiss—Poems and Drawings—by Carolyn Mary Kleefeld, (Coal Sack, 2017)
Two Dramatic Poems: THE ANGEL OF SUFFERING - ZEAMI, (Coal Sack, 2020)
Doronkono Uta—Poems by Children Working with Clay-(Godo Shuppan, 2016)
Pains of East Asia Poems by Suzuki Hisao (Coalsack, 2019)
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