REFLECTIONS ON TURNING SIXTY
(literal translation)

Looking in the mirror, I see this white-haired gentleman

And I wonder about my achievements through this sixty-year period…and I’m lonely and older,
Like the unpredictability of Life for the short-lived flower and butterfly,

And always during the sundown in late Autumn,

the memory of these things becomes more distant and vague.

Where is this young man who worked hard every night,

studying books like the usual person,

staining his sleeves with the work of his Calligraphy?
Everything passes and returns to dust,

Even our dreams silently fade away.

Once I used to drink and carouse with 

not-so-famous friends, who are now mutually missed,

Once I had an old and rare book of poems,

Once I drank tea, and had fond recollections of these times,

Ah! But the essence of my Calligraphy was soft and tender,

Now, in the twilight of my life,

In the lone shop in the wilderness,

Does someone hang a lamp for me?
Now, at Sixty, like a tree that wasn’t prepared for its growth rings to occur,

Nor for the shedding of its leaves,

This morning, standing in the drizzling rain, waiting silently,

I am aging, but can’t stop this,

Waiting for the future rebirth,

Of the Fire of Spring.
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REFLECTIONS ON TURNING SIXTY

(colloquial translation)

Looking in the mirror, I see this white-haired gentleman

And I wonder about my achievements through sixty years of life …and I feel old and  lonely 

Like the unpredictability of Life for the short-lived flower and the ephemeral butterfly,

And at sundown in late Autumn,

My memories  become more capricious and vague.

Where is this young man who worked hard every night,

Studying books in the usual way, like the common man,
Staining his sleeves with the dross of his Calligraphy ?

Yet Everything passes and returns to dust,

Even our dreams silently fade away.

Once I drank and caroused with not-so-famous friends,
 The friendship now mutually missed,

Once I possessed an old and rare book of poems,

Once I imbibed tea, and had fond recollections of those times,

Ah!  But the essence of my Calligraphy was soft and tender,

At the last, in the twilight of my life,

At the lone shop in the desolate wilderness on the final road,

Does someone hang a lamp for me?
Now, at Sixty, like a tree that wasn’t prepared for its natural growth, Nor for the shedding of its leaves,

This morning, standing in the drizzling rain, waiting silently,

I am helpless to control my aging, 

Waiting only for the future rebirth,

Of the Fire of Spring.
