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Japanese Song Translations 

荒荒城城のの月月 (Kōjō no Tsuki) The Moon over the Ruined Castle                                                                                                             
In spring, a blossom-viewing party on a high tower.                                                                             
Casting light on circulating sake-cups, the moon rose, parting thousand-year-old pine boughs.         
Now, where is the light of the olden days?                                                                                                        

In autumn, the color of frost in the battle camp, the moon revealed the number of crying geese flying by. 
It shined on the broken swords stuck in the ground.                                                                                       
Now, where is the light of the olden days?                                                                                                    

Now, over the ruined castle, the moon at night, unchanging glow, for whom is it?                                     
Remaining on the hedge are climbing vines only.                                                                                              
What sings to the pines is only a storm.                                                                                               

Although the light in the sky never changes, the image of this world shifts from glory to ruin;                 
As if to reflect it even now, ah, over the ruined castle, the moon at 
night!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

浜浜辺辺のの歌歌 (Hamabe no Uta) Songs of the Beach                                                                                                                                                     
In the morning when I take a stroll on the beach, I recall things from the olden days:                                    
The sound of the wind!  The appearance of the clouds!                                                                                                                   
Also, the waves drawing up, and the colors of the seashells, too!   

In the evening when I wander around the beach, I recall people from the olden days:                              
Waves drawing up! Waves returning!                                                                                                       
Also, the color of the moon, and the light of the stars, too! 

  

初初恋恋 (Hatsukoi) First Love         
Lying on my stomach on a sand dune 
The pain of first love                                                                                                                                                                      
This day, I recall from a distance 

木木兎兎 (Mimizuki) A Horned Owl                                                                                                                                                                      
A horned owl is singing. Ah, again, a horned owl is singing.                                                                     
An old song, a familiar song from the olden days.    

In order to listen to your song have I returned to the capital?  So it is.  Now, so I answer my heart.                         
Ten years of months and dates have passed; during those times what have I done?                                                    
To say what I have done, well, what would it be?  One by one I lost hopes.  That’s all.     

A horned owl is singing.  Ah, again, a horned owl is singing.                                                                      
With a voice from the olden days it is singing a song from the olden days.                                                                                                                                                   
Well then, I too shall imitate you. Only a little aged, this horned owl, too!   



 

Chinese Song Translations 
 
思思郷郷 (Si Xiang) Longing for Home 
Leaves start to become green after the Tomb-sweeping day.   
I am alone, leaning on the wall, and silent.   
I hear birds warbling.   
Their voices seem to say, “Come home!”   
It makes me homesick and fills my heart with longing for home.   
I ask the falling flowers, “Are you falling down on the river and flow down to the south?  
If so, I want to go with you!” 
 
  
 
 
茉茉莉莉花花 (Mo Li Hua) Jasmine Flower  
How beautiful the Jasmine flower is, 
The tree is fully covered with your fragrance and beauty, and everyone loves you. 
Let me pluck you off as a gift to other people. 
Ah, a jasmine flower.  
 
 
 
 
大大江江東東去去 (Da Jiang Dong Qu)  The Great Yangtze Flows East  
The great Yangtze flows east, waves sweeping past valiant heroes of yore.   
The western side of the old fort was once, so people say,  
Known as the Red Cliff of Zhou of the Three Kingdoms.  
 
With piled-up rocks to stab the sky, and waves to shake them thunderously,  
Churning the frothy mass to mounds of snow, 
It’s like a masterpiece in paint.   
Those ages hide how many a hero!   
 
Think back to those old days;  
The first year when Zhou Yu had just married the Young Qiao.   
Then, what a hero he became!   
With waving fan and silken cap he talked and laughed at ease,  
While masts and oars were blotted out in smoke and flame!   
My wits that stray to realms of old deserve the scorn of all who feel.   
Years pass, and hair grows white so soon.   
 
Alas, life is like a dream.   
I shall empty my glass to the river and the moon. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Korean Song Translations 

 

님님이이 오오시시는는지지 (Nimi Osineunji) Will you draw near         
Along the river shore dreaming of forget-me-nots 
Are you drawing near on a distant moonlit path?       
Is the wind through the forest of reeds your footsteps? 
Is the sound of flowing water your song? My heart is alone, adrift endlessly. 
The wind is cold, will the dawn break. 
 
Passing through a field of dreaming lilies 
Are you drawing near, my beloved, on a distant moonlit path? 
The sound of your skirt dyed wet trailing through the grass 
Will you part the scent of flowers on your way? My heart trembles, roaming endlessly. 
The wind wafts, will the dawn break. The wind wafts.   
 
산산촌촌 (Sanchon) Mountain Village  
The sound of the cart turns round the mountain ridge 
The maiden drawing water appears gentle as a flower 
I push open the brushwood gate and look out over the field 
The various crops brim over in the brilliant morning sunlight. 
Ah, village wafting the aroma of gourd flowers, 
Innumerable years have been enjoyed here. What is there to dislike? 
 
The sound of the colt’s cry goes over the knoll 
Clouds say not a word among the flowing brook waters. 
Looking forward to a plentiful crop as the rice wine ferments 
Each sweat soaked face brims with a smile 
Ah, village wafting the aroma of gourd flowers, 
Innumerable years have been enjoyed here. What is there to dislike? 
 
산산아아 (Sana) The Mountain    
Mountain, my beloved hometown mountain 
I leave you departing at last 
The weight of my heart, the expansive wings of my soul 
Your two arms enfold my neck 
You make me cry in pity, my love 
Mountain, my hometown mountain, be well. 
Even in my death you are the resting place to which I’ll return 
Wherever I’m covered over, the place to where I’ll return to be buried in my grave 
 
Oh, summit, familiar summit 
Gorge, endearing gorge 
I leave you departing at last unable to promise when I’ll return. 
Be well, be well, be well. 
Mountain, Mountain, My beloved hometown mountain. 
 

 

Biography of Performers 



Mutsumi Moteki, D.M.A. 

“Hanns Eisler” in Berlin, Germany, a one
ummers teaching at the University of Miami’s Salzburg Summer Program.  In 2011 

she presented a lecture titled “Becoming a Vocal Coach” at the International Collaborative Piano 

Martin Katz’s book The Complete Collaborator: the pianist as partner

Japanese Art Song Anthology

JungWoo Kim D.M.A 

arbiere di Siviglia, Belcore in L’elisir 
d’amore, Marcello and Schaunard in La Bohème, Forester in Cunning Little Vixen, Yamadori in 

Brahms’s German Requiem, Faure’s Requiem, Mahler’s Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen, Handel’s 
Messiah, William’s Five Mystical Songs, Debois’s The Seven Last Words of Christ, Gounod’s Messe 
Solennelle de Sainte Cécile, Mozart’s Coronation Mass, to name a few. Furthermore, he has 
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