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A bat flits

A bat flits
in moonlight
above the plum blossoms.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Before the white chrysanthemum

Before the white chrysanthemum
the scissors hesitate
a moment.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Blow of an ax

Blow of an ax,
pine scent,
the winter woods.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Blown from the west

Blown from the west,
fallen leaves gather
in the east.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Buying leeks

Buying leeks
and walking home
under the bare trees.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Calligraphy of geese

Calligraphy of geese
against the sky--
the moon seals it.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Coolness

Coolness--
the sound of the bell
as it leaves the bell.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Dawn

Dawn--
fish the cormorants haven't caught
swimming in the shallows.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Early summer rain

Early summer rain--
houses facing the river,
two of them.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Elegy to the Old Man Hokuju

You left in the morning, at evening my heart is in a
thousand pieces.
Why is it so far away?

Thinking of you, I go up on the hill and wander.
Around the hill, why is it such a sadness?

Dandelions yellow and shepherds-purse blooming white --
not anyone to look at them.

I hear a pheasant, calling and calling fervently.
Once a friend was there across the river, living.

Ghostly smoke rises and fades away with a west wind
strong in fields of small bamboo grasses and reedy fields.
Nowhere to leave for.

Once a friend was there across the river, living, but today
not even a bird sings a song.

You left in the morning, at evening my heart is in a
thousand pieces.

Why is it so far away?

In my grass hut by the Amida image I light no candle,
offer no flowers, and only sit here alone.

This evening, how invaluable it is.

Priest Buson
with a thousand bowings

Yosa Buson
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Evening wind

Evening wind:
water laps
the heron's legs.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Harvest moon

Harvest moon--
called at his house,
he was digging potatoes.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

13



http://www.PoemHunter.com

He's on the porch

He's on the porch,
to escape the wife and kids--
how hot it is!

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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His Holiness the Abbot

His Holiness the Abbot
is shitting
in the withered fields.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Hokku Poems in Four Seasons

Spring

The year's first poem done,
with smug self confidence
a haikai poet.

Longer has become the daytime;
a pheasant is fluttering
down onto the bridge.

Yearning for the Bygones

Lengthening days,
accumulating, and recalling
the days of distant past.

Slowly passing days,
with an echo heard here in a
corner of Kyoto.

The white elbow
of a priest, dozing,
in the dusk of spring.

Into a nobleman,
a fox has changed himself
early evening of spring.

The light on a candle stand
is transferred to another candle
spring twilight.

A short nap,
then awakening
this spring day has darkened.

Who is it for,
this pillow on the floor,
in the twilight of spring?

The big gateway's heavy doors,
standing in the dusk of spring.

Hazy moonlight --
someone is standing
among the pear trees.

Blossoms on the pear tree,
lighten by the moonlight, and there
a woman is reading a letter.

Springtime rain -- almost dark,
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and yet today still lingers.

Springtime rain --
a little shell on a small beach,
enough to moisten it.

Springtime rain is falling,
as a child's rag ball is soaking
wet on the house roof.

O@Summer

Within the quietness
of a lull in visitors' absence,
appears the peony flower!

Peony having scattered, two
or three petals lie on one another.

The rain of May --
facing toward the big river, houses,
just two of them.

At a Place Called Kaya in Tanba

A summer river being crossed,
how pleasing,
with sandals in my hands!

The mountain stonecutter's chisel;
being cooled in the clear water.

Grasses wet in the rain,
just after the festival cart passed by.

To my eyes how delightful
the fan of my beloved is,
in complete white.

A flying cuckoo,
over the Heian capital,
goes diagonally across the city.

Evening breeze --
water is slapping against
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the legs of a blue heron.

An old well --
jumping at a mosquito,
the fish's sound is dark.

Young bamboo trees --
at Hashimoto, the courtesan,
is she still there or not?

After having been fallen,
its image still stands --
the peony flower.

Stepping on the Eastern Slope

Wild roses in bloom --
so like a pathway in,
or toward, my home village.

With sorrow while coming upon the hill
--flowering wild roses.

Summer night ending so soon, _
with on th_e river shallows still remains
the moon in a sliver.

O@Autumn

It penetrates into me;
stepping on the comb of my gone wife,
in the bedroom.

More than last year,
I now feel solitude;
this autumn twilight.

This being alone may even be a kind of happy
-- in the autumn dusk.

Moon in the sky's top,
clearly passes through this
poor town street.

This feeling of sadness --
a fishing string being blown by the autumn wind.
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O@Winter

Let myself go to bed;
New Year's Day is only a matter
for tomorrow.

Camphor tree roots are quietly getting wet,
in the winter rainy air.

A handsaw is sounding,
as if from a poor one,
at midnight in this winter.

Old man's love affair;

in trying to forget it,

a winter rainfall.

In an old pond,

a straw sandal is sinking
-- it is sleeting.

Yosa Buson
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Lighting one candle

Lighting one candle
with another candle--
spring evening.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Listening to the moon

Listening to the moon,
gazing at the croaking of frogs
in a field of ripe rice.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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My arm for a pillow

My arm for a pillow,
I really like myself
under the hazy moon.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Not quite dark yet

Not quite dark yet
and the stars shining
above the withered fields.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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old well

Old well,
a fish leaps--
dark sound.
Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Ploughing the land

Ploughing the land--
not even a bird singing
in the mountain's shadow.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Sparrow singing

Sparrow singing--
its tiny mouth
open.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Straw sandal half sunk

Straw sandal half sunk
in an old pond
in the sleety snow.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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The behavior of the pigeon

The behavior of the pigeon
is beyond reproach,
but the mountain cuckoo?

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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The end of spring

The end of spring--
the poet is brooding
about editors.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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The old man

The old man
cutting barley--
bent like a sickle.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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The spring sea rising

The spring sea rising
and falling, rising
and falling all day.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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The willow leaves fallen

The willow leaves fallen,
the spring gone dry,
rocks here and there.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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They end their flight

They end their flight
one by one---
crows at dusk.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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Variations on 'The short night--'

Below are eleven Buson haiku
beginning with the phrase
'The short night--'

The short night--
on the hairy caterpillar
beads of dew.

The short night--
patrolmen
washing in the river.

The short night--
bubbles of crab froth
among the river reeds.

The short night--
a broom thrown away
on the beach.

The short night--
the Oi River
has sunk two feet.

The short night--
on the outskirts of the village
a small shop opening.

The short night--
broken, in the shallows,
a crescent moon.

The short night--
the peony
has opened.

The short night--
waves beating in,
an abandoned fire.

The short night--
near the pillow
a screen turning silver.

The short night--

shallow footprints
on the beach at Yui.

Translated by Robert Hass
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User Submitted "The short night--" Haiku
Submit your own haiku beginning with the line
"The short night--"

and we'll post the best ones below!

Just dash off an e-mail to:

theshortnight@plagiarist.com

The short night-
a watery moon
stands alone over the hill

Maggie

The short night--

just as I'm falling asleep

my wife's waking up
Larry Bole

Yosa Buson
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Washing the hoe

Washing the hoe--
ripples on the water;
far off, wild ducks.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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White blossoms of the pear

White blossoms of the pear
and a woman in moonlight
reading a letter.

Translated by Robert Hass

Yosa Buson
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