It wouldn't be wrong to say that traditional Japanese poetry,
such as these waka, is properly untranslatable. The
characters are ideograms, and the poet can choose from
among many of near meaning, allowing the graphics to sing
the poem in another dimension, a challenge to Western
poetic form. The speech is rarified, oblique, elliptical. A flat
translation would read like a string of obscure declarations,
making the poems seem rough and experimental, unlike the
assiduously polished works of art they are. We'll try instead
to convey the keenly universal emotions with which they still
. succeed in stirring the heart.
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distractedly at the rainy view, a
“my beauty fade like those pale blossoms. - Onono/Ke
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