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THE MOON

There will be the time

for my heart to be pure and tender;
Once a year, or just once in ten years.
But I've missed those chances to die,

Until now after 40 years.
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THE SKY

There is nothing,
So it's soundless.
No lives, no deads.

Just like it's soundless.
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MOUNTAIN

The earth and the sands.
The stone and the rock.
And the cracks, as they are;

Soundless as they are.



HARXY 757 @ &1 3/6

1661

DI LIFRAD X ) ITEZDD T
R ThHHrORIC

Rp& LTk LSIREE L TilfRRIC

7 LIED X5 IZABNTH D 72n»

COLOR

I wish I live on like the wind.
For I've ever been a colorless one.
Sometimes rude.sometimes calm;

I wish to be human like the wind.
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LETTER

Something I'd have never written;
Something I'd have never posted.
And so it would never turn up

At someone who is nowhere to read.
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BUDDHA

Your eyes;
Why so tender and pure.
As I look in your eyes,

I'm eager to do wrong, yes, I'm sure.
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DREAM

is like

A head of my pillow,

Never regarding to the breast
of my bedding.

Helping itself to turn over

for another day.
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TRUTH

I found a pigeon.
They say it is a stone.
So it must be a stone;

A pigeon made of stone.
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HOLINESS

Cosmic Life that we look

Through the window of each individual;
Dark in the distance, lucid nearby.

We shall keep the window

polished up in every moment.
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TOMORROW

Soon no more one-story houses,
Then, no more walkers.
Each face from the higher places

Will tell the priority of aircrafts.
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