
POETRY 517 

Forsythias 

When I got your letter telling me 
That the damson-flowers were gone, 
I wrote to say that never before 
Have my forsythias shone 
With quite so rich a yellow. 

Strange that we could not bring, 
Either of us, willing hands 
To write the word for spring. 

- Yi Un-sang 
(translated by Graeme Wilson) 


