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Rien que du blanc à songer
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Yuko Akita had two passions.


Haiku.


And snow.


A haiku is a Japanese poem. It has three lines. And only seventeen syllables. No more, no less.


Snow is a poem. A poem that falls from the clouds in delicate white flakes.


A poem that comes from the sky.


It has a name. A name of dazzling whiteness.


Snow.
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Winter wind
—a monk, walking
in the wood


ISSA


Yuko’s father was a Shinto monk. He lived on the island of Hokkaido, in the north of Japan, where the winter was long and hard. He had taught his son the importance of faith, respect for the power of the elements, and a love of nature. He also taught him the art of writing haiku.


One day, in the month of April 1884, Yuko reached his seventeenth birthday. In Kyushu, in the south of Japan, the first cherry trees were beginning to bloom. In the north, the sea was still frozen.


His boyhood was nearing its end. The time had come for him to choose a vocation. For generations now, the Akita family had either entered the religious life or the army. But Yuko had no desire for either.


On the morning of his birthday, Yuko and his father were walking along by the river, “Father,” he said, “I want to become a poet.”


The monk wrinkled his brow in a way that was barely perceptible and yet revealed a deep disappointment. The sun was reflected in the ripples of the water. A moon-fish glided past the birch trees and disappeared under the wooden bridge.


“Poetry is not a profession. It is a way of passing the time. Poems are like water. Like this river.”


Yuko lowered his gaze to the quiet, flowing water. Then he turned towards his father and said:


“That is just what I want to do. To learn to watch the passing of time.”
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Frozen in the night
the water-jar cracks
wakes me


BASHÔ


“What is poetry?” asked the monk.


“It is a mystery,” answered Yuko.


One morning, a water-jar cracks. A drop of poetry forms in the mind. Its beauty touches the soul. It is the moment of saying what cannot be said, of making a journey without taking a step. It is the moment of becoming a poet.


Do not break the silence. Just watch, and write. A few words. Seventeen syllables. A haiku.


One morning, something wakes us. It is time. Time to withdraw from the world. Time to look afresh at this life, passing.
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The first cicada!
he said,
and pissed


ISSA


Months passed. In the summer of 1884, Yuko wrote seventy-seven haiku. Each as beautiful as the one before.


One morning of pale sun, a butterfly alighted on his shoulder and left a tracery of stars that the rain of June washed away.


Sometimes, during the hours of the siesta, he went to listen to the singing of the girls picking tea.


Another day he found the dried skin of a lizard in front of his door.


The rest of the time nothing happened.


When the first days of winter returned, the time had come again to decide on Yuko’s future. His father took him to the foot of the Japanese Alps, deep in the heart of Honshu province. He pointed out one of the peaks, its crest covered in eternal snow. He gave him a knapsack of food and a silk parchment, and said to him:


“Come back when you have made up your mind. Monk or warrior. It is for you to decide.”


The boy climbed the mountain, heedless of the dangers it held and of his own tiredness. When he arrived at the top he found shelter beneath a rock. He sat down contemplating the splendor of the world.


He remained like this for seven days, sitting where the sky begins, marvelling at the beauty before him. On the silk parchment he wrote just one word, a word of dazzling whiteness.


When he returned, his father asked him:


“Yuko, have you found your way?”


The boy knelt down and said:


“I have found even more, father. I have found snow.”
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On this snow covered moor
if I die here, I, too will become
a Buddha of snow


CHÔSUI


Snow is a poem. A poem of a dazzling whiteness.


In January it covers the North of Japan.


There, where Yuko lived, snow was the poem of winter.


In the first days of January 1885, despite the wishes of his father, Yuko began his career as a poet. He wrote with only one purpose in mind. To celebrate the beauty of snow. He had found his way. And its beauty would never cease to enchant him.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  







OEBPS/images/9780743463201.jpg
Snon

A NoOVEL

Maxence Fermine

Translation by Chris Mulhern

ATRIA BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney Singapore







OEBPS/images/copy.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
S e e s e





