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welcome

 

to all my old supporters, welcome back and to all 

my newcomers, i’d like to personally thank you for 

joining us.

 

i’ve been meaning to start this off a long time ago 

but ended up sticking to long form poetry. i figured 

out that i have a knack for creative writing and short 

stories.

 

“the inner workings of a madman” is a collection of 

stories that are connected in subtle ways, each one 

building on themes of thought, emotion, and 

reflection. you may notice threads linking them 

together, or you may not — 

 

the journey is yours to explore. all the reader is 

given is a title, which adds to the beauty and 

ambiguity behind my writing. in this book, you 

should judge it by its cover.
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the haze experience

this book isn’t meant to be read once and set aside. 

every poem, every line break, every kanji carries 

meaning that shifts with attention, perception, and 

time.

haze isn’t a story to follow — it’s a mind to enter, a 

landscape to explore. nothing here arrives neatly. 

what you see is only part of what exists.

some threads are visible on the first read; others 

only reveal themselves the second, third, or fourth 

time through. poems can be experienced however 

the reader chooses to interpret it. 

haze is written with intention, but to be read without 

instruction.

read. reflect. return. let the work live inside you.

let the space between words speak.

This work relies on visual rhythm, silence, and 

spacing, hence why it is in a fixed format

 

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ようこそ、友人

intro

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




These feelings are divine.

 

I don't want to go back to who I once was.

The depressing man that was 

lost —

 

eager for someone to 

find him.

 

The man wanted affection,

or at least for someone to 

smile in his direction.

 

He just needed someone 

to give him the time of day.

 




A chance to prove that 

he has an enchanting heart too —

 

How is he supposed to show that

side of himself

if he gets shunned away by 

those who are strayed?

 

It's time for a change.

 

To break out of his old skin 

like a snake shedding its wrinkly remains.

 

To —

 

bust out of his cocoon;




spread his wings like a 

vibrant colored butterfly.

Don't be shy. 

Be Confident.

Dry your eyes.

 

Don't get distressed,

I know it's hard to digest.

 

For all you have to do

is simply —

 

confess.

 

It's easy to spew this out 

when speaking to oneself,
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