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      As I climbed the mountain path, I found myself thinking:

      
      Use your reason, and you grow sharp-edged. Follow your feelings, and they sweep you away. Insist on having your own way, and the world becomes cramped. However you look at it, this human world is hard to live in.

      
      When its discomfort becomes unbearable, you long to move somewhere easier. The moment you realize that every place would be equally hard to live in, poetry is born and painting comes into being.

      
      The human world was made neither by gods nor by demons. It was made by ordinary people, the very neighbors whose faces appear here and there across the street. Yet because a world made by ordinary people is difficult to inhabit, there is nowhere else to move. The only alternative would be a country without human beings, and such a country would surely be harder to live in than this one.

      
      If the world we cannot leave is uncomfortable, then we must do what we can to make it more spacious, and render our brief lives, if only briefly, more pleasant. Hence the poet's vocation; hence the painter's mission. Those who practice any art are worthy of honor because they make the human world gentler and enrich the human heart.

      
      Poetry and painting draw the pains of an unlivable world out of it and set a blessed world before our eyes. Music and sculpture do the same. Strictly speaking, nothing need be represented at all. Merely to behold the world in this way is enough for poetry to live and song to well up. Even if an idea is never put on paper, the ring of jade and metal may sound within the breast; even if no pigments are spread before an easel, the splendor of five colors may appear of itself to the inward eye. It is enough to feel the world one inhabits in such a fashion, and to receive the muddied vulgarity of a decadent age, cleansed and sunlit, in the camera of one's own small heart. Thus the silent poet, though he possesses not a single verse, and the colorless painter, though he owns not a scrap of silk, is happier than the heir to a thousand pieces of gold, happier than a sovereign of ten thousand chariots, happier than any darling of the worldly realm: for he can see human life in this way, escape the bondage of desire, pass freely into a world of purity, establish a universe beyond division, and sweep away the fetters of selfish appetite.

      
      At twenty I discovered that the world was worth living in. At twenty-five I understood that light and darkness were two sides of one thing, and that wherever the sun shone, a shadow must fall. Now, at thirty, I think this: the deeper the joy, the deeper the sorrow; the greater the pleasure, the greater the pain. Try to separate them and the self cannot endure; try to put them in order and the world cannot stand. Money is precious, but the more precious things one owns, the more one lies awake worrying. Love is delightful, but when delights of love accumulate, one may even begin to miss the days before one loved. The shoulders of a minister support the feet of millions; the whole heavy nation rides upon his back. It is a shame not to eat something delicious. Eat too little and you are unsatisfied; eat your fill and afterward you suffer. . . .

      
      Just as my thoughts had drifted this far, my right foot missed the edge of an ill-set angular stone. My left shot forward to save my balance and make amends for the right, while my hips came down neatly upon a rock some three feet square. My paint box merely leapt from beneath my arm; fortunately, nothing else happened.

      
      When I rose and looked ahead, I saw, to the left of the path, a peak shaped like an upturned bucket. Whether the trees were cedar or cypress I could not tell, but the mountain was blue-black from base to summit. Pale crimson bands of wild cherry lay across it, their edges almost lost in the thick haze. A little nearer, a bald mountain thrust itself before my eyes, standing apart from the rest. Its naked flank, as though hacked away by a giant's axe, plunged a sheer plane violently into the valley floor. The single tree visible at the crown was probably a red pine; even the spaces between its branches were distinct. The road ahead disappeared after some two hundred yards, but a red blanket was moving high above, so I supposed the climb would bring me out there. The going was exceedingly hard.

      
      If the work had consisted only of leveling earth, it might not have taken much trouble, but large stones lay in the soil. Earth may be flattened; stones cannot. Stones may be broken up; solid rock cannot be managed at all. It stood serenely upon the excavated ground, showing no inclination to make way for us. Since it would not listen to reason, one had to climb over it or go around. Even where there was no rock the road was not easy. The sides rose high and the middle sank low, as though a strip six feet wide had been cut into a triangle with its point running down the center. One might more properly say that one was wading along a riverbed than walking a road. I was in no hurry, so I entered the Seven Bends at a leisurely pace.

      
      Suddenly a skylark began singing beneath my feet. I looked down into the valley, but could see neither shape nor shadow of the bird. Only its voice came clearly, busy and breathless, without a pause. It seemed as though the air for miles around had been bitten all over by fleas and could not keep still. There was not a moment's leisure in that cry. The bird appeared determined to sing through the mild spring day, to sing from dawn, and to sing on until dusk. All the while it climbed and climbed, forever upward. Surely the skylark must die in the clouds. Perhaps, after reaching the utmost height, it drifts into them; perhaps its shape dissolves as it floats there, leaving only its voice behind in the sky.

      
      I turned sharply around the corner of a crag, at a place where a blind masseur would have pitched headfirst into the abyss, and just managed to cut to the right. Looking sideways and down, I saw a whole plain of rape blossoms. At first I thought the skylark must be falling toward it. Then I thought, no, it must be rising from that golden field. Next I imagined the falling bird and the rising bird crossing in midair. At last I decided that whether it fell, rose, or crossed another bird in flight, it would go on singing with undiminished vigor.

      
      Spring makes one drowsy. Cats forget to catch mice, and men forget their debts. At times one forgets even where one's soul is lodged and loses all sense of oneself. Yet the distant sight of rape blossoms wakes the eyes. The skylark's voice makes the soul's whereabouts unmistakable. A skylark does not sing with its mouth; its whole soul sings. Of all the ways in which the soul's activity becomes sound, none is so full of life. Ah, what delight! To think so, and to be delighted by the thought, is poetry.

      
      At once I remembered Shelley's poem to the skylark and murmured what I could recall. Only a few lines remained in my memory, among them these:

      
      We look before and after

      
      And pine for what is not:

      
      Our sincerest laughter

      
      With some pain is fraught;

      
      Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought.

      
      "Before us we look, behind us we look, yearning always for what is not. Even laughter from the heart must hold pain at its root. The loveliest song contains the saddest thought."

      
      Indeed, however happy a poet may be, he cannot abandon himself like that skylark and sing his joy with perfect concentration, forgetting both before and after. Western poetry is full of sorrow; Chinese poetry too often speaks of ten thousand measures of grief. A poet needs ten thousand measures, perhaps, where an amateur could make do with one cup. It may be that poets worry more than ordinary men, and possess nerves twice as sensitive as those of common clay. They may know joys beyond the world, but their sorrows must be boundless as well. If so, one should think twice before becoming a poet.

      
      For a while the road grew level. A wooded slope ran along the right, and rape blossoms continued on the left. From time to time I trod on a dandelion. Its saw-toothed leaves thrust out without reserve in every direction, protecting a yellow jewel at their center. Distracted by the rape flowers, I would step on one and then, feeling sorry, turn back. The yellow jewel still sat enthroned among its saws, as unconcerned as ever. What an easygoing thing. I resumed my thoughts.

      
      Sorrow may be the poet's companion, but when one listens to that skylark there is not a speck of suffering. The sight of rape blossoms only gladdens the heart and makes it leap. The dandelions do the same, and the cherries--though the cherries had vanished without my noticing. Here in the mountains, among the sights and sounds of nature, everything is interesting. It is merely interesting and gives rise to no particular pain. The worst that can happen is that one's feet grow tired and one cannot find anything tasty to eat.

      
      But why is there no suffering? Because I regard this landscape as a single painting and read it as a scroll of verse. So long as it is painting and poetry, I feel no urge to claim the land and cultivate it, nor to lay a railway and turn a profit. The landscape--which will neither fill my stomach nor supplement my salary--delights my heart simply as landscape; and therefore it brings neither trouble nor anxiety. Here lies the majesty of nature. Nature can refine our temperament in an instant and lead us into the purest realm of poetry.

      
      Love may be beautiful, filial devotion may be beautiful, loyalty to sovereign and country may be admirable. Yet when one is personally caught up in such affairs, one is swept into a whirlwind of gain and loss, and one's eyes are blinded to their beauty and worth. One can no longer tell where the poetry lies.

      
      To perceive it, one must stand apart as a third person, with leisure enough to understand. A play is enjoyable because we watch it from the third person's position. A novel is enjoyable for the same reason. Those who enjoy a play or a novel set their own interests upon a shelf. While they watch or read, they are poets.

      
      Even then, ordinary plays and novels cannot escape human feeling. Their people suffer, rage, clamor, and weep; and sooner or later the audience joins them, suffering, raging, clamoring, and weeping in turn. It may be a virtue that self-interest is absent, but precisely because it is absent the other emotions are likely to work more strongly than usual. That is what I dislike.

      
      Suffering, anger, uproar, and tears are part of human life. I have spent thirty years doing my share of them and am thoroughly weary. To repeat the same excitements in plays and novels after growing sick of them in life would be intolerable. The poetry I want is not poetry that stirs worldly passions. It is poetry that lets one cast off vulgar thoughts and feel, if only for a time, that one has left the dusty world. However great the masterpiece, no play is free of human feeling, and few novels can rise beyond right and wrong. Their defining feature is that they can never escape society. Western poetry in particular is rooted in human affairs, so that even what is called pure poetry knows no release from this realm. It makes do with sympathy, love, justice, liberty--nothing but wares displayed in the bazaar of the floating world. However poetic it becomes, it still runs upon the ground and never has a moment to forget the reckoning of money. No wonder Shelley sighed when he heard the skylark.

      
      Fortunately, some poetry of the East has escaped. "I pluck chrysanthemums beneath the eastern hedge, and serenely behold the southern mountain." In those lines alone appears a scene that makes one forget the sweltering human world entirely. No neighbor's daughter peers from beyond the fence, and no intimate friend holds office on the southern mountain. One rises above the world and feels the sweat of profit and loss washed clean away. "Alone I sit within the secluded bamboo, playing my lute and whistling long. Deep in the forest no one knows me; the bright moon comes and shines upon me." In a mere twenty characters, a whole separate universe has been established. Its blessing is not the blessing of The Cuckoo or The Golden Demon. It is the blessing of falling into deep sleep and forgetting everything after one has been exhausted by steamships, trains, rights, duties, morality, and etiquette.

      
      If the twentieth century requires sleep, it also requires this unworldly savor of poetry. Regrettably, both those who write poems today and those who read them are infatuated with the West, and no one seems willing to set a carefree little boat afloat and row upstream to this Peach-Blossom Spring. I am not a professional poet, of course, and have no intention of preaching the realms of Wang Wei and Tao Yuanming to the modern age. I merely find such inspiration more medicinal than a concert or a ball. It seems to me more precious than Faust or Hamlet. That is why I am plodding alone along this spring mountain road, carrying a paint box and folding stool. I want to absorb the poetic worlds of Tao Yuanming and Wang Wei directly from nature and wander, if only for a while, through a realm detached from human passions. It is a whim, nothing more.

      
      Naturally, since I am one particle of humanity, I cannot sustain such detachment for long, however much I may like it. Tao Yuanming cannot have spent the entire year staring at the southern mountain, nor can Wang Wei have been a man who willingly slept in a bamboo thicket without a mosquito net. I imagine Tao sold his surplus chrysanthemums to a florist and Wang disposed of his sprouting bamboo shoots through a greengrocer. So it is with me. However fond I may be of skylarks and rape blossoms, my detachment has not advanced so far that I would sleep out in the mountains. Even here one meets people: men with their hems tucked up and towels wrapped over their heads, women with red underskirts, and sometimes horses whose faces are longer than any human's. Surrounded by a million cypresses, breathing air hundreds of feet above sea level, one still cannot easily rid oneself of the human smell. Indeed, tonight's lodging, on the far side of the mountain, is the hot-spring village of Nakoi.

      
      Still, all things change according to how one looks at them. Leonardo da Vinci is said to have told a pupil: listen to that bell; there is only one bell, but its sound may be heard in any number of ways. A man or a woman may likewise appear in any guise, depending on how one chooses to see them. Since I have set out on a journey in search of detachment, people viewed in that spirit ought to seem different from those I knew while living cramped in some narrow lane of the floating world. Even if I cannot wholly free myself from human feeling, I should at least be able to assume the pale, composed state of mind in which one watches a Noh play. Noh too contains human feeling. I cannot promise not to weep at The Flight of the Seven Warriors or The Sumida River. Yet Noh presents three parts emotion to seven parts art. Its blessing does not arise from skillfully copying the passions of the lower world just as they are. It clothes them in layer after layer of art, then lets them move with a stately leisure impossible in ordinary life.

      
      What if, during this journey, I were to regard every incident and every person I met as part of the structure of a Noh play, their gestures those of Noh actors? I cannot cast off human feeling altogether, but since the journey is poetic by nature, I should economize on passion and carry my detachment as far as I can. Human beings are certainly of a different order from the southern mountain and secluded bamboo, and cannot be grouped with skylarks and rape blossoms. Yet I want to bring them as near to those things as possible and observe them, so far as I can, from the same point of view. Basho found elegance even in a horse urinating beside his pillow and made a haiku of it. I too shall suppose that everyone I meet--farmer, townsman, village clerk, old man, old woman--has been placed there as a figure in the vast landscape of nature. Unlike figures in a painting, they will of course behave as they please. But if, like an ordinary novelist, I investigate the roots of that behavior, pry into their psychology, and examine the conflicts of human affairs, everything will grow vulgar. Let them move. There is no harm if I regard them as painted figures in motion. However they move, figures in a painting cannot leave the flat surface. Trouble begins only when I imagine them springing from that plane, acting in three dimensions, colliding with me, and entering into negotiations of interest. The more troublesome they become, the less possible it is to see them aesthetically. I shall watch those I meet from a lofty distance, allowing as little current of human passion as possible to pass between us. Then, however busily they act, they will not easily leap into my bosom. It will be like standing before a picture and watching its people bustle here and there within the frame. With three feet between us, I can look calmly and without danger. In other words, because gain and loss will not distract me, I can devote my whole attention to their actions as art, judging without reserve whether they are beautiful or not.

      
      Just as I reached this resolution, the sky grew ominous. Indecisive clouds had been sagging over my head; now, before I knew it, they began to collapse, and from what seemed a sea of cloud on every side a fine spring rain started to fall. The rape blossoms were long behind me, and I was walking between mountains. The threads of rain were so dense they nearly passed for mist, and I could not tell how far apart the slopes lay. Whenever a gust came and swept away the higher cloud, the dark ridge of a mountain appeared on my right. Apparently the main range ran there beyond a single valley. On the left, the foot of the mountain seemed close at hand. From deep within the curtain of rain, something like a pine would show its face and then disappear. Was the rain moving, or the tree, or a dream? The sensation was strangely mysterious.

      
      The road had become unexpectedly broad and level, so walking itself was easy, but I hurried because I had brought no rain gear. By the time drops were falling one after another from my hat, I heard a bell five or six yards ahead, and a horse driver emerged softly from the darkness.

      
      "Is there anywhere near here to rest?"

      
      "There's a teahouse about fifteen cho farther on. You're soaked through."

      
      Fifteen cho still to go! While I turned to look back, the driver's figure was wrapped in the rain like a shadow picture and softly vanished again.

      
      The grains that had looked like rice bran grew steadily longer and thicker, until I could see each strand of rain twisting in the wind. My haori was drenched, and the water seeping into my underclothes felt lukewarm from the heat of my body. The sensation was unpleasant, so I tilted my hat and strode on.

      
      If I imagined the figure trudging, drenched, through a boundless world of pale ink while silver arrows slanted across it--if I imagined that figure as someone other than myself--it could become poetry, even a haiku. Only when I forget my actual self completely and fix my eyes on pure objectivity do I become a figure in a painting, beautifully harmonized with the landscape of nature. The instant I fret over the misery of the rain or the weariness
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