The Last 20 Tanka Poems by KONDO Yoshimi

MORITA Takeshi

One of the greatest modern tanka poets and my mentor, KONDO
Yoshimi (3T J# 7 3% ) passed away some four years ago at the age
of 93. He has 24 collections of his tanka poems published in his
lifetime, in which his 11,911 tankas are included in all.

The following are the last 20 tankas of KONDO Yoshimi's from his
last 24th collection (posthumous) of his tankas, After A Forked Road
Mz #% LLf%]  (2007). Translations are all mine.
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Ry FEINDTEE)SFREZR SO REEZZMAEZLEELT
Getting up from bed
I had my foot broken,
I realized a sudden

decline in my health.

FT A5 5B EEITEROT TR L_XTEWANDIE 1725 7437
I was treated with my foot
put in plaster, during which
all the graybeards around

remained completely silent.



7% XSRS HIRIROBET Ot ) KHIORTOIRY FFo> T L
A far-off wailing fades out,
my sleep at dawn sick in bed,
it seems to me to wait for a sleep
at the farthest corner of the Earth.

LT ORTOFORL ) NZZENENDEEFITDD
A wailing dies away,
a usual sleep at the end
of the Earth ; every one has

his own portion of life.

DBV HS ELFHBIIE S ZEZREDS LITL
Even in the daytime with prayers
and religious raptures around
completely foreign to me,

a dry wind is weaker awhile.

OEREDOREL ) BEDOSLPERYV RV IEIAZENRLLDDD
One night sleep or
one hundred year deep sleep ;
every sleep makes one forget

one person after another.



DL Y EIFRDLR LB Z EIZBWEL AfTERHEL L
One day I finally realized
there was, from the beginning,
no life, nor death ;

I must go to cling to the day.

EEEDLELN R LEMAZ L DECDIRADIFHNH: 5
There is originally no life, nor death ;
it becomes clear to me now :
Here comes a relief

for the ultimate old age.

FTICLT ] & LHSTHFEDENDRTL LF T 5D
A relief would have already
belonged to God :
a calm, the end of the old age,

is now waiting for me.

TS L [ ORFIZEIE [T#] 22000 [#] (12
A calm and a relief,
be in the help of God,
or in the absolute
“Nothing” of God.



faxtoo [ ] 2 fFICES & L—to AR ORFRIZD
Considering the absolute “Nothing”
as a salvation, I now stand
on the bounds

of all human beings.

HENFRZ L E LTHE)ELSOEEDMOIEAE LT
Carrying the weight on my back
as inevitable ; it is
the fate of the pursuit
of life and death.

B WEL VO LDfEGIC ORI A LB E D
Living a life crawling on the earth ;
it is my destiny, which has made
me fear into bearing a burden
of life and death.

ANOED ) BITH D & LR ) REE R &7 S LD FFED
Inquiring into one person
in myself, I have come upon
life and death waiting for me

without any answers returned.



HEEFEMH L LTAE)E LAOEHDOM VO S F IwE LT
An investigation of life and death
has ever distressed me
and made me roaming about

in spiritual darkness.

ZOEMEREME LT HAMELTHLRE (AL DL S
Lacking the gate is not having the gate ;
accepting the fact throws us into despair ;
which I have already found

myself knowing very early.

CHBIHOEZHLDOBNE LEICBE2ZLZEODD
Repeated abstraction of yours is
an innocent thinking, so I feel :
the infancy is now coming

back to you again and again.

R E R ERCDIZERQDDOEFE L W) STV EFEH
A long, long time has
accumulated my thought
after thought; advanced age,

that is a desolate time!



FICLIILE T 0808 LEBIIHTATIHRD VB
My thought lingering on you
awhile ; a state of nonattachment :

the sunset glow remained
hazy in the sky.

YA ZEHMZEOWT SIZEBISEEEH ) it & X
“The St. Matthew Passion”;
the richness and huge harvest
have pervaded at our midnight :

a purified time, itis, indeed.

3k
These 20 pieces added, my English translations of KONDO's tankas

have now reached 182 in number.

An in memoriam tanka that I dedicated to my late mentor ;
EMORE KIE AR EAL D I0R &
A dirge ! I will never make
such for you, my mentor ;
I will never : I only

remain standing, dazed.



