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Departure

A song to see me off
from the high windows

of the maternity hospital

Walking in the motherland,

getting wet in a downpour

Oh! My dear!
A trolley stopping and going

in the rain

Today
Those who may be the survivors!

They are wet with the rain
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L DOEFGERE O ITIFEN I can see my father’s face
getting wet in the rain
amongst all the people

saying goodbye

NZY) % L lZER D H & Cutting my nails,
the moon and the wind over the Sea of Xuan Hai

in the midnight

VOLWNENONEXE IR Swaying the souls and bodies of soldiers
on the ship

the black heaving seas

IV E A Z NI ILOE Reading an old postcard,
the lightning over the Changjiang River

AR R DR RICIFEE Port Town in the early evening

crows floating in the haze of the heavens

P Landing
TEEBHLVEDDODOED S Landed from the ship
one by one

with a heavy knapsack on the back

HURAT BRI fe 2k 2 Hearing the voice scolding the soldiers
in a hot wind

in the town with bullet marks

KB DR X 5 & ki The bats of Asia
blue

for the soldiers

WERERLZ HICHTIRS In the darkness

the soldiers sleep
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with bridges of their noses facing the moon

Bleak Continent 1

Skinny soldiers
taller and shorter

in the autumn wind

Polishing bullets at night
get on my nerves

autumn winds

Autumn wind
lying on the earth

feeling its unevenness

In the wind
flowing a red river

tired out

Enduring my pain

looking at the shadows in the clouds

It’s a cold day
As we sail down the river

looking at those who have breakfast on the water

A cold day
on the water
I’'m leaving the front

It’s getting dark

My scar !
So far away from home

the season of the wind and dust
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Exhausted from thinking

facing the wind from the lake

Warm and red earth
darkening

A day of carnage

Want to take a bath;
geese crossing

a blue sky in the afternoon

The light in the daytime;

thinking gloomily of my dear sea

Loving clouds
day by day

my nails grow in vain

My newly shaven-head

my iron helmet cannot be put on

Being injured

the barraged flags being hung

Walking with crutches

stopping the sunset between the trees

The dusk is long

the stupid cries of the water birds

Woke up in the midnight

vibrating the sound of the crutches

Cannot go to sleep
lonely for the sea

at the ultimate limits of the yellow earth
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The music vigorously being played
it’s time to relieve

a sentry has gone off duty

A soldier who binds a cloth called “ senninbari”

up his body

rejoins the front with a few words

Ascending the Changjiang River
a good old muddy river;

I haven’t seen it for a long time

A chasing soldier
dropped down

after getting over the sunflower’s shadow

Calm eyes of a man who is injured

reflects a summer river

Sunset clouds never move
an artillerist

pulling a cannon

Hot and blue skies
clear

the sound of shooting bullets and Kkites

Death next to me
without thinking of literature

in a cotton field

Cotton on my palm
never have I seen again
the face of a man

who had escaped from the front

A shooting bullet
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gets in a trunk of cotton flowers

dsa moonlit night

NOEA

REPRKEDODTEEVZEN Fire in the battlefield
An evening

like an ancient evening

WAL L DIVHETF OB ED & Hardtacks!
The name of my dear sniper

has become old

H OB T 50 Bl 2 55 2 The sight of the moonlight
hazing

a formation came back

passing me
KB 2 Bleak Continent 2
5% fii 2 KR O U i 2 IR Trenching;

the wind of autumn night

blowing on my back

B2 4 2 R O 1 E Eia Trenching;
white clouds floating

in the midnight

e LT UTBIRE L3 So sad;

trenching deeper and deeper

TR & RED TR0 13 ) 2 L My mother’s letter
has nothing to do

with a shooting bullet

Pt R SR RS T e oD

&

The point where we are about to cross the river

dawn wind is blowing
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the flags of the pioneers

Autumn rainbow
these days

he faces line up which haven’t been washed

Crickets in the daytime
take back the dead

to the trenches

Crickets chirping
the only thing to do is

to sleep with our backs to each other

Lying and looking at the Galaxy

someone escaped from here

The wind from the river
deepens the darkness

where a bloody nature is eased

The wind litters
cigarette butts

in the occupied area
Evening sunlight
sometimes
[ polish my number plate
The moon is red

a crow is croaking

on a big dead tree

Bleak Continent 3

Closing my eyes



HAXY 757 @ &7

FEDNE 2 T < E DIt

KOMEZIIEDHITH B

KIRADE D 57 LTS

RO R

BEDHG & & CFRDFHPK

B

FEBOF
U IcBD ORIk D 59 <

WS

BT
PRESDHICEEN TIZED D) B

ROHHEE LTI Z 5235

D AL DFAR LT H iU

KD JIMEHER L TIRIZGRI

8,18

feeling the rolling of the earth

where bullets scattered

An emissary disappearing

into the cloudy horizon

On autumn river

a catfish is in the shadow of a cloud

Late autumn
soldiers escaped

one by one

Autumn Troops

At an autumn sunrise

the rooster’s cries reach the troops

The whiskers of an artillerist
is growing

It has been raining

As often as I fall down on the ground
where crickets are chirping

my mustache is growing

In the rain
an army surgeon was shot,

his body rolling around the earth

Autumn wind

looking at a foot soldiers’ grudge fight

The Galaxy
quarreled and broke with him

and I’ve never seen him
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HARY 757 L B EH
because of his death

Both a sentry and an injured soldier

W &G D O B o7 DR
are awake
at the night of a typhoon

BRLIEZDPNTRZBEZI2TS Cold fog in the dusk
going to burn my friend’s dead body
Burning my friend’s dead body

there’s a cold evening fog

KRB Y EHEEZ DB
over the uneven hill

. VIR 2RO TS S B H Tired out
awake in the midnight
a donkey is close to me

AL EMEL RS T 5 A cold and new battlefield
sharpening a pencil

Marching in the mud
standing in the mud

JeiEE 2 W X JeiE T B MRS
eating

Snow in the evening

a bugle sounds
to announce someone’s escape

HDOERLE DOBIWE D W £

FEADIIE X DOEFEO>ULE Slumbering
the sound of snow falling
on the 5th battlefield
At Loneliness
Far away my love
going

Eim LBDZnNz2igZ W<
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in the snowy dusk

Eating rice in a dixie
almost silently

in the cold darkness

Stars look cold

left some rice for tomorrow

December
received a letter

in the back of Hubei Province

Far away from Mother and Father
listening to the wind

this year is passing away

Write down it’s snowing

in the back of Hubei Province

Drinking beer
blue winter sky

my beard is growing

A piano melody from a radio

I saw a river

over the shoulders of a girl in red

Hello and good bye
we are in an occupied city

hailstones fall at night

Looking at a gunboat leaving

enjoying a cup of hot coffee

on the higher floor of a building

Turn and turn;

10718
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at last sit down

in the cold rainy town

Finished eating a mandarin

before a general

The cannon has rusted up

the view is getting rainy and dark

Grave markers are scattered like dots
the grass has died off

crows croaking

The trenches have dried up

my brothers may be on this adjoining land

|| B X YA BY 111 |

A map with no seas on it
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Farewell to the Continent

Departing from the continent

a bugle blasting snow

A coolie
under a tree in the cold day

I’m going away

A troop of sweating soldiers
all day long
going on the blue sea

where sharks are swimming

A fleet on the rolling ocean
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looking at the setting sun

in a daze
L ODPRANDOMEIKE S H D The ocean is calm
on this day

it’s been a long time

since I have written my family

BRSO EBIF S 2 E4 D LE The fleet engines are vibrating
look at the soldier’s face

who is singing a folk song

DOMWBLABHDOEELE L HITwL Safely going along
with my mother’s photo

EHR % 13 5eE Bk Bk Waving their caps
some soldiers go ahead

woods of palm trees

BB+ 2 W S HEIIE & & D 1iF D Sucking a palm

my battle cap has become older

Rl The front
5955 LRGP KTH 2 Gloomily

the daytime has come

with the sounds of shots

LR WIFEEDHIC /] LERT A new soldier sweating and boiling

I saw a mark on his back

52 % WHlGHOE KIS e & 4] 5 Lizards making love
flying bullets blooming and smelling

over my head
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I’'m thirsty

aerial bombing far away from here

affects me

My memory in the wind

brushing my teeth

13,718

A record of death and boredom 1

When shall I die?

I’'m dried up in the sea of trees

looking at the moon

Moonlight

his farewell is short

[ answer it, lying

An iron helmet of a sentry!

The heavens

it never rains

A sniper was shot

and fell down

together with yellow mangos

Sunset

it’s calm
green bananas are boiling

as food

Tired from shooting,

share and chew quinine

The wounded are laughing

prisoners are laughing

studying the flying bullets
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In the midnight
the sound of cannons
a soldier is eating,

saying that he is going to scout

A relic-
it’s a pocket book “Abe Family”
published by Iwanami

Dawn
a cannon sounds

the routine begins

Boredom!
A fly chirping
in the battle field

A break
soldiers are sleeping

that’s the sad nature of soldiers

Thirsty
we finished shooting

at the clouds in the twilight

Dusk

Listening to the wind

the golden sunset bathes my skin

Foot soldiers are laughing

because something feels funny

Brushing my teeth
tilting up my neck

to a great sunset

14,18
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The wind has begun blowing

let’s cook rice for the dead soldiers of war

In the wind

the squad is eating rice

A soldier came out of a dark corner

and disappeared to an evening glow

Darkness

In a whisper they said
a wounded soldier is coming

make way for him

At night
in the jungle

I saw the wounded coming back

The deeper the darkness
the whiter the bandage

Stretchers on the ground

dud weapons in the darkness of the jungle
The wounded have gone

lonely darkness left in the dark
Elegy
Marching in the heat

in a line like a snake

clouds can be seen from far away
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Tanks passing
work horses passing

foot soldiers sleeping

A hot afternoon
my ears are dirty

holding my knees as I sleep

The rolling sound of cannons
foot soldiers

with their mouths open

I want to be one of them
who never feels hungry

in the shade of a tank

I got up slowly
marching , gurgling

in the yellow dust

Sunset
set up a grave post

[ will never sweat again

It's dismal
each face!
Separately

eating rise

Drawing a map with no seas on it

[ want to have something sweet
Whispering
a bullet passing over my head

in the intense heat

An air cooled Czech machine gun

16 /18
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makes the leaves fall
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A record of death and boredom 2

Standing as an individual

the sunset shines red on me

The sound!
A bullet aimed at me

has chipped a tree trunk

Lizards are chirping

I’m in such a hopeless situation

Running to his own position
the afterglow on the soldier’s back
in the battlefield

Finding the water, he drank
finding an enemy, he shot

and was killed in the war

Shooting at what cannot be seen

[ feel empty in the evening

In a blind spot

I’'m trembling because of the bombing

let an ant play on my palm

On the black soil
blood running

from the joint of my right arm

I was shot!

I can see my bones



18,718

HARXY 57 BT
Bandage!

UHPHB I K2 TDOT
[ may be dying
under a mango tree

IR LENEL2 2O THS Sad grave markers
[ write in blue pencil

as I lick it
ft i Return
EIUEARAUM DR E 2 & Closing my eyes
the scene of a mountain stream
and red blood

WREYOLNF R EEDWE Swaying on a ship
with the spirits of the dead killed in the war
sharks are swimming in a dazzling sea
( Translated by Akiko TAKAZAWA)

Suzuki Murio
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