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From “Corona Elegy”

My poetry
Maybe areliquiae
Of white rose
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A leaf of aword
My life currents
In veins
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Shining mud
L otus flowers wake up
In the wheel of life
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After therain
Also droplets of rose
Are fragrant
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The vineyard
at night
full of sweetness
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The fruit of poetry
When it ripens
It gives off adlight fever
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Poetry isaliving tree
when it decays
time givesit its fragrance
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The lightness and rustling sound
of withered flowers
my love!
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L etters written
with heart and brood
transcribe my soul
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( translation by the author)
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