John と私の内緒ごと

室谷　洋三    
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January

Inland seagulls never cry

At ai, ai ai,

Humbly in cthe winter crail

Behind the plough cheir kite tail,

Or ride transparenc in che sky.
Winter white they pass me by
As pale as paper in che sky,
Silent birds who never cry
Arrogantly ai ai

February

Burly at dawn as che bace high

Arch of the beech tree is defined

When the grey sky is pale and raw

Wich no lasc star,

Some twenty rooks sit wich their cails aligned
Shaggy cheir old nescs in che blotched cree are
Chat-chat they cry and stay,

Then to work fly away,

Black in che reddened day,

Caw-caw, caw-cat

March
In dreadful light March evenings when the violets scain
And primrose pales che wood and crees are bare

And other happy birds do sing,

Our husky pairs of collared doves complain,

Never ac ease

Oh preccy lovers, does the spring

Now in your thougheless blood so soon declare

That love is pain?
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April
Moorhen shy and alerc walking on a grass path
Long-legged among daffodils before che swallows

Nothing to smell upon chis chill air.

Over che pearly grass you early shadow follows.

How timidly in the dew there you peer about and start.
Rosy and yellow the April willow. Pain in the heart.

11 SPRING TO SUMMER

May

Now in the park white cricketers and cuckoo calls.
How like confeti the wild cherry falls

Cool buds of May scill keep the rose concealed.
Hollow as a fluce chat cry across the field.

June
Black and whice magpie from a Chinese picture
Flies slowly like a helicopter

On our midsummer frieze.

Nighe scarcely dims che daylighc hours,

Long red transparenc scems of roses arch wich fowers
And with the curious clambering of bees.

July

Blackbird digging in the warm mown grass
Glancing about with an eye of glass,
Blackbird digging in the mown grass heap
How mechanical you look,

Flirting and glistening in agitation.

Quiet now yellow beak motionlessly listening
For tiny litcle chings cheir doomed crepiration.

August

By the bleached shoulder of the mocorway

The August craveller released o holiday

Sees suddenly a porcent perched in ait, p%s
In medicacion aloof near che lethal rarmac

The moveless fluccer of che fragile kescrel

Please turn quietly
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Il AUTUMN TO WINTER

September

Skies are a milder azure, night has a colder finger,

Bland che days linger but they are weary of summer,

And the warmch is quietly withdrawn from the long
evenings.

The up-tailed wren precious invisibly piping,

Then moving like a mouse in the dusty hedgerow

Somehow reminds us that aucuma has come already.

October

The Ocober water is like glass and scarcely flows.
Beside the red tree the swan spreads a long wing

Rose hips too ate reflected in che stream

Where the bird's sudden movement has made no sound

November

Liccle paws of shrewmice shudder

When flies che stooping owl over

Who shrieks to make his victim scir.

Soft wings beat up, sad tail hangs down,

In feachers sleeps the fur. I

December

When the dark hawberries hang down and drip like blood
And the old man's beard has climbed up high in the wood
And the golden bracken has been broken by the snows
And Jesus Christ has come again to heal and pardon,
Then the liccle robin follows me chrough the garden,

In the dark days his brease is like a rose.
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