






























I M L S   N W  T  H

When Autumn
leaves were scattered
And the fog lay thick
Like greying hair about my head,
I met Lee San in the Nether World.
He sat on the throne-like chair of jade
Drinking out of an emerald cup
Red wine, while maids in silver skirts
Played soft airs on stringed instruments.

“What news of home?” he said
Rising to greet me as in days of yore.
“Is the plum tree by the window still in

bloom?”
Does my lute still hang beside my bed,
The oriole in the twisted willow sing?”

“What boots it, Lee San, to think of
home

When home is dead? One lives
But only once,” I said to him. “No

ghost
Has ever returned to hear
The joys of passing bells and watch
The cavalcade of rejoicing friends.”

“Alas,” said he, “the white stork of
memory

Plies its way for ever winging
On towards the Bamboo Grove, the

grey
Smoke rising into the cloud-free sky.
Life’s search begins when life has come

to an end.”




































