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Luring Lamp

Shabby and regardless moths are flying. Crawling insects see them flying freely
enviously for they are facing to risk to be crushed out. Moths rush into the mercury
lamp lining on the parapet of the bridge and even to the reflection on the river.

Countless being are dancing disorderedly around the light and the reflection.

They can not wait next morning. They are to rush a shining boat with full speed only
to live.

Luring lamps are used as a trap, which alluring blue and green colors showing sad and
heartfelt pity. Who did invent this trap? Taking their gifted instinct, the lamp is
galvanized.

Excellent Science, insane attempt, and the users consent are well combined.

Pit!  Pit! Pit!

Pit! Pit!Pit!
pit!  Pit! Pit!
pit!  Pit! Pit!Pit!
Pit!  Pit!

Pit!



Pit! Pit!Pit!  Pit!Pit!

Pit!

Pit!  Pit!

Pit!  Pit!

The sounds lasts until the daybreak. I see the foggy ball of the swarm, each “Pit!” is
doubtlessly the sound of burning. I hear the sound of the death. Sometimes noisy
cars mute, but...

Under the sunlight, even lucky them which dodged the crisis all the night died to
fatigue for flying. Under the hanging lamp the dried moths lay thin like a donates ring
drawn with thin dust.

Endless dancing showing every night. Powerless being has to live seriously.

However, let’s reconsider as follows;

“They don’t take pity upon themselves.”
“They only enjoy dancing after doing all duties.”

“They completed their lives by their own way.”
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Dew

A drop of dew.

I see the essence of life

As the world is reflected

In this drop of dew which sits quietly
At the tip of the narrow leaf

Closed upon yourself
You have no doubt about
Your spherical shape
Drop of dew

You split the sunlight

Into seven colors

Of sparkling droplets
Always wary of falling off
But I will not touch you
Transparent as you are
You do not offend my eye.

I will not touch you

Gift given to the poor

Drop of dew

Sweet as the hope to find

The truth of our lives.

A round gap between dream and the real.

Dream within a dream
Memories fading away

Salty tears roll one after the other
But you cannot afford it
You are alone

Allow me to kiss you again
Dew drop

So I will have the strength
To carry on another day



(2010, Struga Poetry Evenings)
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Hiten

Look at the top of Mount Sumeru and feel sweet the smell of happiness. A celestial
maiden waited for a stream of air, which would bring her up to the sky. She wore a
fine translucent robe. A soft and suitable cloud came. She was to ride it and fly in
comfort.

When she arrived at Bamiyan Valley, the ceremony has just started. The Great Buddha
Statue appeared in this world. Humans will be delighted because the Buddha saved
their agonies. A lot of celestial people were offering dance and music with hand-drums
and flutes. The sound filled the sky and the ground. Celestial children were scattering
flowers merrily, and she was absorbed dancing with bright...

While she recovered herself it was 1500 years later.

It was a night with new moon. Buddha knew it all, he was aware of the danger in which
he found himself. And he left his image silently. As it was to be expected, the statue
was destroyed by the humans. The scene was a terrible shock to her. She was grieved so
much. The Celestial maiden lost the power to fly again and fell down on the ground.

Buddha, touched by her purity-told her: “Dear celestial maiden, turn your eyes to me in
the sky and hear my voice. Try to see the truth with clear perception. The body is only a
vessel of the soul. Do await me at the fragrant forest on Mount Sumeru.

“The time will come when pious people will call me and I shall be back.” And he
embraced her and disappeared in the sky.

(Co-translation with Michael Finkenthal)
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Tennyo-ga-hara

Tennyo-ga-hara - Beasts living there step stealthily.

Snow flakes flutter faintly. Celestial maiden loves there especially so that she leaves
poems in snow and send them to the ground, folklore tells.

The first particle get six needles, rarely two, amuses themself in making micro joints,

and they come down to the ground sharpening the point. Sometimes form like star,
flower, twig. There is also nothing with the same shape with the one adequacy.

A scholar possessed with the nature’s wonder, stays in a camp in the snow during one
winter. The snow letters of the heaven tend to go off soon. The sign is fragile even if he
received on the black velvet. To understand in the feelings seems to be his happiness. A
celestial maiden seems to scatter capriciously, too..., and she also seems to watch the
light of his hand lamp from heaven...

Tennyo-ga-hara - Spring is coming close, his footmarks are fading quietly and
quietly.
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Lotus

Oh what a noble figure you are
As you stand proudly coming out of mud.
Sturdy stalk comes stretching from the ground to reach the face of the water.

Wide leaves are supported by the water to float, swing in due to let drops pray on the
leaf.

And to let them be back into the water, larger.

Oh lotus, since I worship you I cannot say “I love you™.

You light up a moment before the dawn. The silence protects you.

Oh lotus, since I trust you I cannot say “Lonely flower*.

You smile the moment just before the sunset. The silence receives you.

In time you become lonely among flowers as you come to say, “That’s all. Enough.”
Then you begin to melt from both ends of your body, roots and petals... to fuse with the
mud and become mud itself.

I cannot say “Good by” as I keep watching the shining mud. I can just imagine the
depth of the pond.

“SA-MU-SA-RA”

As you prepare yourself to be reborn, I will be able to meet you again someday.

((2015, Europa in Versi, Como, Italy)
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Fire Works

Since going off with full determination, she does not draw a parabola. ~Aiming toward
the sky, it rises up straightly. At the moment the power runs out, a small fire reaches
to the heart. That’s all. Inorganic flowers are coming out next to each other and rise
higher and higher.

The gorgeous yellow sulfur is exploding. Joyful crimson splashes are drooping. The
blue arc is remaining reluctantly in the air. Scarlet petals are reviving an instant...

It was quite a spherical flower. Now the dangerous saltpeter has run out. Why does
they need this colorful dress to show palpitation exhibit a great emotion merely to end
up falling into the black sea.
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Marimo

Very dark-green, the velvety spherical moss Marimo lives in Lake Akan in the north
of Japan. People say that it was left as a gentle fold at the bottom, by God. He loved her
so much that he hid it there not to be touched by man’s oily hands. A life which was
loved by God, Marimo.

Marimo rises in daytime and sinks to the bottom at night. She doesn't sleep. She
dreams swayed by moving waters; even the faint sound of the rustling of leaves or the
shudder of an owl and moonlight shake Marimo. Chubby round creature...

Marimo can't breathe in impure waters and leave for other places. Therefore, God
encircled the lake by a virgin forest to kept forever her purity.
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Moonflower

It was a beautiful fight. You were eminently white and stood in the dark not turning
your face to attacking gust. You trusted a vein and leaned against it, and continued fight

with waving petals.

There were no colorful decoration in the sky. Only gray clouds crossed aslant busily.

Heart shaped leaves caught rain with whole body and flew away like tears

You showed such intensity but could not overcome with the time. You did not show up
with flowery mind, ended up before the dawn. You might let me into a secret of the
life.
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Bell Stone

You were sleeping calmly at the dry river bed, suddenly your loneliness was broken.

He gained you and has shaken at strange lightness. As expected, you raised a litteringly
dry sound.

In the hard stone, you ate your weakness intently but could not eat up all. And a pebble
called self-confidence was left inside.

He loves a stone. Arranged well with a shelf is a striped stone which kept being
polished. And shining black stones, more beautiful stones show their beauty.

You sit on side of them under pressed breath, being frightened in anxiety of when he
may break you to see inside...
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The Last Drops

-To the 1973 Wine-

Twenty years have passed since you were forbidden from giving off your fragrance.

What kind of age have you been expecting to see? Why did you come to my hands? In
any case, [ will open you. I don’t need to hesitate. Emit your rich fragrance as much as
you want. Volatilize the years you have spent fettered. How soft the cork has become!

Back then, when the grapevine was still a bit blue, you were stamped and squeezed
under people’s feet and you were said to have lamented in the barrel, longing for the
soil. Confined in a room without sunlight, you have decomposed your sweetness to

acquire a power of your own.

Now, show me your red brilliance, today. Let’s uncork to celebrate the fact that you did
not touch dirty air at all. I will hold up the glass to the sunshine outside. Let me taste
your bitterness that you hide with modesty.

And then, the last drops—I will leave the precious sorrowful lee in the bottom, for your

future and for our memory.
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Bon Fire
While firewood was thrown into an iron basket, the setting sun is close.
The fire which is added and rises. Resin makes a flame burning own selves

By the sounds, darkness moves backward.

Sparks aim at the sky and flutter
Burn disappearing

A profound and quiet elegance stage starts here.

More than one thousand year , all things bad avoided this deep mountains.
After the secret ceremony, a solemn lining aims at a mountain top slowly.

A flame is calmed down, and a balefire is going off.

Night is brightening.

As nothing was happened, the god mountain is relaxing.

-Mystic beauty - Exist or or not-

A red and conspicuous stage, down broad daylight, grouper and sandy soil

In addition to the charcoal and the ash left in an iron basket.

What means will you say there was?
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Sand Crab

You live in sand around shallow shore water almost loses the color.
You appear in the brief moment a wave pulls, and I hunt for food.

Who also fears an eye and cowers so much why?

Living of a pendulum. To depend on light and shadow, your distinctive eye is waiting
for an anteroom strangely in the rhythm of monotonous sound of waves.

You, a crab of a small square shell.

The rare timid hermit of the nature having no natural enemies
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Sailing Vessel —To Christian Radich-

The sun setting heavily is suitable for you. The mast is kept vertical in spite of
shaking waves.

Beautiful balance. The sail caught the wind. There is nothing to control your sailing.

At the stem, Artemis stands wearing blue clothes. She looks with gloom at the broken
waves. From awe of nature? Or Distrust of the human? We take an old man to tell
us a tragedy, repeatedly. He will say though only one word, “The ship has died once,

2

SO... .

You come closer to me. A legend rising from the war fought a half century ago
strengthens you much more. You become fearless. You receive the coming
hurricane with a smile. I, like a form which is breaking from inside, incline toward you
to touch the waves you made, or the splashed droplets.
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Fortune

Goddess Clotho of destiny was tired of spinning thread of the life. It must be so. So a
she has tied a man and a flower capriciously.

A plant hunter named as "Fortune" was looking for an Asian flower and was exploring.
He entered Kamakura in June, that made destiny of a simple lily. He took her amd bring
the root back to the England . That has achieved transformation to a queen of a lily
during two hundred years.

Fortune is play time of the Clotho. She just wanted to tie the courage and the gentleness.
She has no other intentions. Lily, don't be afraid. No one knows your origin. You, dear
flower, nevertheless you aren't supposed to feel with your mother. You aren't supposed
to bear a grudge against a father.

A queen lily has to bloom openly and squarely.

(Yamayuri)
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Cape Kamiwarizaki

Two precipitous cliffs face each other, marking the border between two villages.
And slanting through the rift between these cliffs, a deep, dark flow of black sea water.

“Miserable creatures! Do you so much want to divide the land?” The Heavens
raged, sending peals of thunder and lightning from above, like wedges driven into the
ground, its fury making the pale Earth shudder, and renting the cape in two.

A single teardrop had caused this anger. Shed by a girl mourning her lover killed
in the village strife. There she sat in the corner of her room, sobbing all day long. But
Heaven’s agonized pity lasted only a blink, and burst out into a terrible wrath.

Eons have passed since that time, and the legend wanes and rusts. Now only the
cliff daisies and soaring gulls vie for who is whiter, as when young lovers played there
innocently.

For after all is said and done, the land is not ours, but God’s.
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Silver Butterfly

In ultimate darkness, I showed silver wings to the fullest, that starts to sail so lightly.
Turning the head to the light, I felt slight power to be pushed. I am not inform on my
destination and it is not settled to return. Even the case that I dream isn't permitted. I just
go into the vacuum quietly. Luckily this silver wings does not decay nor die. That is
absorbed by darkness by changing the light into power. I should also be chased now at
that location of a pale star. As long as I keep sending the signal throughout my flight...
please don’t touch and break, stellar trash, even a shag of them on this wings.

I'm opening my arms and am advancing, this butterfly towards the universe, in where I
have nothing to stop me. As far as a little light is purchased and felt, I hold up my head
and, raise my jaw, and response to human palms whom wrapped me and send off.
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Sub Sun

At northern land, when the cold in midwinter peaks, The white hands of the devil freeze
everything, and it tries to take little moist further more the micro heat at last.

Fluttering and dancing diamond dust is assumed, sometimes to a huge pillar, sometimes
to transparent pillar, and project a sub sun on a tint screen.

Indeed who has seen that scenery? My power of imagination twists a body in order to
imagine something which I never seen. Oh, my words, the last moisture, you freeze, too

and scatter shine solitary in midwinter.
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River Source

River source- Every rivers, any long and abundant one it is, the long journey starts from
here. That should exist at deep inside in the mountain with secrecy keeping distance
from man’s search.

Evaporating fog, and continuous rain- Those are filtered by layers of mountain and
come out from a crack of rocks. It makes a shallow pool, the first water springs up
making sand dancing up with bubbles.

Clear and silent promises. You who found the river source should regret disclosing the
whereabouts to others. And when seeing the river, you will remember that you got
handful pure water on your palms, and sense something to bite softly a core of heart.
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Tourist

Scraped cars are left in the field. Craws gathered on them. Looking a river from the
window of train, but I missed now, yes, it is insight again, and gone.

Maybe it goes ahead to the sea, Setonaikai or Nippon sea, I don’t know. Anyway both
are facing in the way of unconscious nature.

I passed small stations. I looked the name of “Inabashiro”, 1 decided to get down and
sit down on the brown bench. Only to listen to the sound icy rain.

Then I heard local woman’s talk. “Colder is not in snowing but before snowing, Once
snow piled on the ground, the warmth gets up through the snow.”

Oh gentle woman, I have no words to response. Because I am a tourist, it is only a
breeze.”
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Frozen Tree

He was a king who knew some things about nature and therefore kept himself in perfect
isolation. But he hid a gash caused by a thunderbolt under his armor, a strip of hard skin.
Even so, green moss covered the wound thick and fast.

Rishiri island in Hokkaido--The weather was down to 25 degrees under zero. Watery
cells could not endure anymore the expansive force of ice. As a wedge driven deeply
into a crack.

It was at the limit of his patience. Ba-A-a-n-n. The sound stops only once.  All the
beings in the forest began to shiver by the roar of the living tree splitting itself. And
soon, the silence returned.

He was not a tree already. He turned into an object released from the wheel of life. He
became the objet standing forever.
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God’s Garden

The ways of streaming air are not seen by anyone. Nevertheless, many blooming
flowers release their seeds into the sky wishing them to reach Namaqua Land. This is
the southern limit of the continent.

Numberless seeds sleeping in the desert: TIME is sealed, HOPE has matured.

Sleeping seeds sharpen their senses to catch the arrival of water in the air. It has to come
someday. The spring of life has been wounded up and waits its chance.

The world is now filled with the prayer of human beings. The almighty god might be
too weary of them and inclined to send the rain only into the area populated by his
dearest disciple, the FLOWER. For his pleasure...

2016/2/6 Version up
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New Wave

When winds gather, ripples are made. They are playing like lots of blades, shaking the
grass each way. When the wind stopped, discontented, they said “Come on, more wind,
it cannot be over”’and then they fall quiet. When another wave was carried from a far
shore, waters could not play with it anymore because they had to lift the welter all
together. The momentum which is lifted and lowered becomes the power to make the
next welter. Each element did the same movement trying to show something beyond its
the ability, always chained together trying to collect the power and remained faceless.

Water moving there had a weak rhythm. The wave widened itself to relay to the next
one and resonated with it and it gradually got larger. They made a sound so that the
elements which do not have much experience could mix well. Thus new waves were
born. They didn't take however the latest wave. Therefore the wave embraced a wind,
breathed freely, and rose up. In the end it is also vanished, in order to give everything
away to the next welter.
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Big Faith of a Butterfly

Relaying the DNA in brief lives, the butterfly is keeping one of spacies. The butterfly
appears in a wall painting decorating coffins of ancient Egyptian Kings. They live in the
tropics even now. Their spotted design of wings is seen from far and appeal not to touch
with fluttering them.

The name is Tiger Plain Butterfly (Danaus chrysippus). Even if harmless butterfly

were extinct, only this poison butterfly was surviving. And the group which goes to
the east was also here. They went across a whirlpool of thick cloud, and stayed in the
eye of Typhoon, a quiet small circle, have come to the Eastern end of the Eurasian
Continent.

Imaging that both places are severe to live on for the butterfly is easy for all. From high
temperature drying weather to rainy and humid weather, they made adopted themselves
by thousands yearly scale with gentleness. To wanting better land, they flew until
wearing out. We have to learn the meaning of the travel with big faith of the small
butterfly now.
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Cape Roca

-Onde a terra acaba e o mar comeg¢a-

When walking to the top of a slope, you see the way is cut off suddenly. In front of you
the sky and a the ocean expand over a steep cliff. Human made road will be cut off here

leading from the easternmost tip cape Dezhnev to the westernmost tip cape Roca in the
Eurasian Continent.

Tourist’s foot cowers here but pauses for a while and returns to his place. But a poet has
a wing. She never retrogress like sailors in the great navigation era. She looks for the
new way as the life ends and the soul life may start.

In a meaning the poetry festival is like such one. Poets gather and please the Muse, and
separate? That isn't a destination. Poets with wings are diving from there into a new
continent of poetry. Poets are glad to be different each other and respect them, while
sympathizing with the poet who flying alone.
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Kyotoise

The lady always walked quietly. Crossing Marutamachi bridge, she pondered about two
old poetesses who lived around there more than a hundred years ago one, who was
waiting for her husband gone on a far long travel the other who was composing Chinese
poems in desperate love.

She enjoyed the panoramic view in her night walk: the orange lamps of Kojin Bridge
were trembling on the surface of the river. There were no momentary outbursts of
fireworks or religious bonfire, just a continuous gentle light.

During the morning walk, she enjoyed hydrangea. Green thick leaves and branches are
sustaining this ever-changing flower while dreaming its fantastic story. She assumed
that the odorless floral story was closed in a labyrinth without exit. She avoided it and
passed by.

Actually the lady saw nothing. What was projected onto the screen of her mind was
only a moving shadow, bunches of light gathered in a warped lens which projected a
shabby image onto a weakened retina. Therefore the illusion was also colorless and
shapeless.



=E:1 {229

ZOLIE, WOBFRNITHRNTW e, TTRZRN D IRITFZIES & &, ikd
HDROBFEFFOEDOLEEN, ZARKRDOHIZY 24:< & &1ZiE, LG & ot
b&g?&i %?%%#c:%;ééﬁo)lt‘%tﬁo f:o

WOBATIIRMEZPED Tz, BT 7 1%, BEWIIHEHIZW LS 7 bR
TW, Bk L9 ThRe, EV kDL H>THRL, WOTHECHRIEE
Bz T\,

ORISR CITEREEZE T W, BWRED L 5 B AWEEREO LR REE L
ARILDOFIN L Z Tz, BEEDOIEOWFEIZIISIHBAD U, HEZFA U7z KKK
ThhHH., LFOITEY T,

ZORIL, U RTWiRhole, MBS TWEDiE, EATEE R
LD DR BN T EEI R L8 HiE o7, T2 Ifs 7
<, bz EtDOTERWLTH- T,

* O QYIRCEE BIEROE
LA LG OB







Autumn of Imperial Palace

On a pine tree

I walk around in the palace garden as if I am looking for my lover, and I stop in front of
my favorite pine tree. The skin of the tree is cracked roughly and each of scales are
warped like a king snake. All moss around protects the tree or the moss is protected,
anyway they are assimilated.

A bough finishes falling by the weight at hundreds of vintage, and it is about to reach
the ground. Still every needle turned to the top to the top.

On a maple tree

I shift my eyes to maple trees nearby, it is also vintage one, one bough has several twigs.
Smaller leaves overlap each other and make green deep which saved in the summer.
While the procession of Jidai Matsuri festival is passed nearby, some leaves appear in
red. The red started to dye the leaf from the frame. One morning getting over a chilly
night, the whole tree shows in crimson red.

However who knows there is a nasty hollow in the root. The tree tries to suck water to
bring even to every tips of the leaves through damaged root. How the power is coming
to the root? The life is such a thing. Innocent twigs have no idea to care of her. Twigs
are taken with competition the beauty. Fine, that’s fine. In next spring, being just apart
from the tree, a fresh leaf might raise the head.
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Light mark

"Hayabusa (Falcon) 2" is flying vigorously. He doesn’t flapping nor breathing but
aiming quietly at one point of the purpose. The place is the Palace of the Dragon King
called C-type asteroid. The Hayabusa 2 takes 5 years travel from the earth. Being
maintained by the people who don't also take their eyes off with adequacy for one
second until he returns with the gift in the Palace of the Dragon King in his hand.

A linear mark of light in night sky. The Hayabusa 2 flies with his back to the mission is
warm. Solar light keeps giving him the heat. By turning that into power, the physique
swings and change the direction subtle. There are also no branches which take a rest in
darkness of the way. The dark isn't only the bottom in a sea.

We're luminous, too, and we live. Light as love. We leave the light sign and disappear
not longer than only 100 years. But a flash of light can stay in the poetry. And bearers
of the life can read light in the past. While looking up at beauty without the life which

flashes in a night sky.
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Lyrical Flowers

It was the thin trunk which I could grip in a loop of fingers. I never forget the year 1973
when the cherry tree planted at the riverside of Kamo-river. At the time, I had felt
sympathy with her. When a typhoon had come, I worried a lot, but she stood up
commendably.

In the next spring, she brought several flowers of the soft petals which can be scattered
immediately. She obtained leaves with thin greenery of a vein, also shallow colored
leaves every year and became a little big via the time. There were also half a century
between us. I spoke to her of my things even in sorrowful days, in a lot of lonely days.
Since wonderful days also came, of course, but they left very soon.

Already it became a strong tree as far as I embrace her with both arms. She blooms as
she wishes in the spring. She burns like a flame and shed leaves nobly in a late fall. Any
storm does not shake and harm anymore. Yes, my days soaked through into the annual
ring. Therefore she will bring lyrical flowers ever afterwards.
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