
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
evening autumn clouds writing weeping letters of departure 
where is the happiness in this 
                                           a hard winter is coming 
                                           the geese passing overhead  
                                                                            without bothering to stop… 
 
                                                                            for me it is in knowing 
                                                                                                that the clock in nature 
                                                                                                                          is still working 
                                                                                                                                      and i do not have to respond. 
 
 
                                                                                                                                            without bothering to stop. 
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