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            A HEARTFELT JOURNEY THROUGH KYOTO’S CRIMSON FOLIAGE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Whenever autumn arrives, the fiery hues of the maple leaves effortlessly capture the eye. Some say that autumn foliage is merely a marker of the season, but to me, it feels more like an invitation through time—a doorway that opens the past to the present. If you were to ask where in Japan one can truly experience this kind of timeless beauty, I would answer without hesitation: Kyoto. Nowhere else in Japan weaves historical architecture and natural landscapes so seamlessly. Ancient temples, serene gardens, winding paths—they all seem to whisper tales from the Muromachi period, through the Sengoku era, to the late Edo period. The crimson leaves act as the flames that illuminate these stories, making them vivid and passionate.

      

        

      
        I remember the first time I set foot in Kyoto during early autumn, in the afternoon. The streets were bustling with people, yet stepping into the hidden corners of lesser-known temples brought a sudden sense of calm. At Hōgon-in Temple in Arashiyama, the moss-covered stone paths glowed softly under the sunlight, massive rocks and small ponds arranged in perfect harmony, and the crimson leaves reflected in the water seemed to capture the entire autumn in a single glance. In that moment, I finally understood why, while many chase the light and shadow of Kinkaku-ji, Ginkaku-ji, or Kiyomizu-dera, I prefer these corners cherished by time—places where history and nature, past and present, quietly merge.

      

        

      
        This book is a heartfelt record of my journeys through Kyoto in autumn over the years, a reflection of my deep affection for the city. It is not merely travel essays, nor just reflections of a journey, but a guide to savoring Kyoto’s autumn at a leisurely pace. I have carefully cataloged nearly seventy autumn destinations, from Arashiyama’s ancient temple gardens to hidden spots in the city center, and to the faintly glowing trails of Nagaokakyo. Through these pages, you can follow my footsteps along garden paths, hear the rustling of fallen leaves, feel the breeze on your cheeks, and even sense the scent of wood shavings from a teahouse. Even if you cannot visit Kyoto in person, reading this book allows you to journey there in spirit—to feel the gentle warmth of autumn, the fiery passion of the foliage, and the serene sense of timelessness.

      

        

      
        Writing this book has been, in itself, a journey of dialogue with Kyoto. Each time I enter a temple or stroll along a stone path, I imagine the monks, samurai, and scholars from centuries ago gazing at the autumn leaves, sensing the cycles of the seasons. Their breaths and heartbeats seem to linger in every moss-covered stone and garden corner. Through words, I strive to convey the weight of time and the essence of history to my readers. Every description of leaf colors, winding stone paths, or the interplay of light and reflections on water aims to present Kyoto’s autumn in its entirety—not just the surface beauty, but the depth that invites one to pause, observe slowly, and reflect deeply.

      

        

      
        I hope this book can be your companion for travel. Whether you are planning a trip to Kyoto or unable to visit in person, these pages allow you to experience its autumn through words. From the gardens of Hōgon-in to Arashiyama’s winding paths, from night-time foliage to softly glowing alleyways, each passage is a journey of the spirit, and each location an opportunity to converse with history. You will traverse time, feel the beauty of the ancient capital bathed in autumn leaves, and discover rhythm and serenity in your travels.

      

        

      
        If you love autumn, the crimson of maple leaves, and Kyoto’s history and culture, this book is an invitation for you—to slowly step into the world of Kyoto’s autumn foliage, to observe, to feel, and to dialogue with the past, with nature, and with yourself. Every fallen leaf is a gift of time, every stone path an echo of history. Opening this book is the start of a heartful journey through the timeless autumn of Kyoto.

      

        

      
        For any suggestions, please send an email to：japantraveler1@gmail.com
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            MAPLE LEAVES LIKE FIRE, STONE STEPS IN SILENCE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Autumn in Kyoto always carries an indescribable blend of shyness and clarity, especially when I find myself once again walking up the mountain path to Jingo-ji in Takao. That familiar sense of anticipation slowly unfolds like morning mist. Even after visiting Kyoto many times, each trip is an attempt to capture its ever-changing charm, yet Jingo-ji always feels as though it holds a meaning beyond full comprehension—perhaps it is one of Kyoto’s secrets itself.

        That day, I took a bus from central Kyoto. Outside the window, the mountains gradually turned red, and the quiet houses along the road passed silently. The bus wound slowly along the mountainside of Takao, as if entering a space completely separated from the bustling city.

      

        

      
        The journey took nearly an hour, and along the way, the scenery grew rugged yet refreshing, the air carrying the fragrance of fallen leaves mixed with pine and cypress. Upon reaching the base of the mountain, I slowly ascended the long stone steps, each step feeling like entering a gap in history. Beside the stone steps, the clear waters of the Kiyotaki River flowed gently, their sound like an ancient whisper, reminding visitors that this was once an essential route to the Tanba Province. The treacherous paths imbue each fallen leaf and maple tree on the mountain with the weight of time.

      

        

      
        When the gate came into view, the main entrance of the Buddhist temple, its wooden structure exuded stability, contrasting sharply with the vivid autumn leaves around it. The gate itself felt like a barrier through time; crossing it meant entering another world. Inside, the temple buildings were arranged in sequence: the gate, the main hall (Kondō), the pagoda, lecture hall, bell tower, sutra repository, monks’ quarters, and dining hall, each structure imbued with profound religious and historical significance. Entering the temple, the first thing that caught my eye was the main hall, where the Yakushi Nyorai Buddha is enshrined, serene and deeply meditative. This statue is closely associated with the Kōyasan Shingon sect, symbolizing prayers for both physical and spiritual well-being. The surrounding maple leaves, illuminated by the autumn sun, blazed like flames, making one hold their breath, fearful of disturbing this tranquility.

      

        

      
        Ascending the stone steps, stories from the Heian period naturally filled my mind. Jingo-ji’s predecessors, Singan-ji and Takao-san Temple, were once private temples of the loyal official Wake no Kiyomaro. Kiyomaro was embroiled in a succession dispute at court and was later exiled to Usa Hachiman Shrine in Kyushu. Yet he returned with divine guidance, exposing Dōkyō’s conspiracy against Heaven’s will.

      

        

      
        That conspiracy, like a low river flowing beneath the surface of history, seems to reside beneath the autumn leaves and wooden structures, lending the temple an ineffable aura. With the accession of a new emperor, Dōkyō was exiled, and Kiyomaro’s grievances with his sister were finally cleared. He then established Jingō-ji on Takao-san as a fulfillment of his vow, leaving this spiritual sanctuary for posterity. Standing on the stone steps today, one can almost sense the echoes of that history, as if Kiyomaro’s spirit still watches over the mountain.

      

        

      
        Here, history is heavy, yet nature is lively. Jingo-ji is among the earliest sites in Kyoto where maple leaves turn, but the season is fleeting, making each visit feel like a race against time. As the leaves sway in the breeze, occasionally one falls, twirling down onto the stone steps or eaves like a gentle confession. I am accustomed to walking slowly, discovering new scenes at every glance: a path blanketed in red leaves, the distant bell tower partially hidden among maples, its chimes deep and resonant; in front of the lecture hall, a group of visitors quietly listens to a guide, though I prefer walking alone, letting my thoughts drift with the leaves.

      

        

      
        Every tree, every patch of moss, feels like a witness to history. Kiyomaro once held a memorial for his mother, Wake no Hirochū, inviting Saichō to chant the Lotus Sutra. Walking along the stone steps, one can almost hear the echoes of those prayers and monks’ chants. Later, the master Kūkai resided at Jingo-ji, laying the foundation for the Shingon sect, placing it alongside Tō-ji and Kongōbu-ji as a sacred mountain. Wandering the temple grounds, one occasionally spots stone monuments engraved with ancient characters or wooden pagodas, their surfaces glowing uniquely in the morning mist or slanting sunlight.

      

        

      
        I particularly love the bell tower. Every time I stand beneath it and look up, I feel a silent awe. When the bell tolls, it is not just the strike of metal—it is the echo of history and time, reminding every visitor that every blade of grass and tree has endured countless years. In the autumn wind, maple leaves whirl through dappled light and shadow like an ancient ukiyo-e, coloring the temple in a warm, profound red.

      

        

      
        The monks’ quarters and dining hall, though slightly modernized, retain a rustic charm. Monks continue their daily routines: morning chants, afternoon tea, and the rustling of leaves form an invisible symphony. On an autumn afternoon, I once sat on a stone bench beside the monks’ quarters, watching the stream wind around rocks, maple leaves occasionally drifting down, my thoughts floating with them. Below the mountain lies the clamor of the world, above is a temporal gap carved by history and nature—every moment feels sculpted.

      

        

      
        Walking past the lecture hall and ascending a path to the rear of the temple, one can overlook the northwestern mountains of Kyoto. The layers of maple leaves—red, orange, yellow—intertwine like a burning canvas. The Kiyotaki River winds through the mountains, reflecting the autumn leaves, its light shifting like a painter’s canvas unfolding over a thousand years. I lingered there, reluctant to leave, because though fleeting, the scene is profound; each leaf seems to whisper that while time flows, beauty and history remain entwined.

      

        

      
        Every visit to Jingo-ji is a spiritual cleansing. History provokes reflection on loyalty and injustice, the ephemeral autumn leaves remind one to cherish the present, and the temple’s serenity encourages introspection. For a frequent visitor to Kyoto, Jingo-ji feels like an old friend, quietly telling its story, never forcing understanding, slowly revealing itself with every breath.

      

        

      
        As the autumn sun tilts, the leaves sway gently in the wind, the temple bell tolls again, and I descend the stone steps, feeling that no matter how Kyoto changes, this calm and these autumn leaves will patiently await those who visit with attentive hearts.

      

        

      
        Each departure from Jingo-ji carries a bittersweet feeling. As the bus stop comes into view, I glance back at the temple nestled in the mountains: the gate, main hall, and pagoda peek through the red leaves like an unfinished dream. As the bus slowly descends to the streets of modern Kyoto, the whispers of history and the vision of red leaves linger in the mind, reminding travelers that Kyoto’s charm lies not only in what can be seen, but in each encounter with history, nature, and oneself.

      

        

      
        Autumn at Jingo-ji is fleeting yet intense, like rare moments in life. Each falling maple leaf tells of the steadfastness of loyal Wake no Kiyomaro, the wisdom of Kūkai, and the faith of generations protecting this mountain. It is not merely a tourist site, but a sacred space for the soul.

      

        

      
        For me, this temple is a witness to history, a natural wonder, and a sanctuary for the heart. No matter how many times I visit, each entry feels like a new journey—not just walking, but exploring the spirit. From the gate to the main hall, bell tower, lecture hall, and viewing platforms, every step traces the path of time; each glance reveals the interplay of autumn leaves and history. In Kyoto’s autumn, if there is one place where one can slowly grasp the city’s deeper meaning, Jingo-ji is undoubtedly among the most enchanting.

      

        

      
        The bell tolls,

        swaying in the autumn breeze,

        leaves dance.

      

        

      
        GoogleMap

        Blooming period: Mid-November

        Admission fee: ¥1,000

        Opening hours: 9:00 AM – 4:00 PM

        Access:

        Take the JR Bus Takao/Keihoku Line from Kyoto Station for about 50 minutes and get off at Takao (Jingo-ji). From there, it’s an 8-minute walk to the temple.
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            ABOVE THE AUTUMN LEAVES, BENEATH THE PASSAGE OF TIME.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Autumn in Kyoto always carries an ineffable mixture of shyness and clarity. Each time the bus winds slowly up the mountain road to Takao, my mind instinctively settles. The mountain path to Takao always feels like racing against time, yet gradually immersing oneself into a living historical painting—familiar, yet full of unknowns. Even after multiple visits to Kyoto, each trip tries to capture that elusive charm, and Kouzanji always leaves one with the sense that its true depth cannot be fully grasped in just one or two walks; in fact, the temple itself seems to be one of Kyoto’s hidden secrets.

      

        

      
        Outside the bus window, the mountain slopes gradually layer themselves in shades of red, orange, and yellow. The quiet, understated houses along the way seem to remind travelers not to disturb this sacred space belonging to nature and history. The air carries the crisp scent of fallen leaves and the aroma of pine and cedar; each breath feels like a cleansing of the heart.

      

        

      
        Upon reaching the foot of the mountain, I ascend the stone steps slowly, letting the surrounding scenery guide my pace. I pause to admire a single maple leaf, or bend down to see dew on moss-covered stones. The ancient trees beside the steps twist and knot their roots like the traces of history left on the earth; every step carries the atmosphere of the Kamakura period, and one can imagine the devotion and perseverance present when Kouzanji was founded in the fifth year of Hōki (774) at the end of the Nara period.

      

        

      
        Entering the courtyard of Sekisui-in, I am greeted by a calm and tranquil atmosphere. Sekisui-in is a Kamakura-era structure designated as a National Treasure of Japan, and requires an additional admission fee. Within the courtyard, water and stones are arranged naturally, moss glows green, and a few maple leaves drift down onto the stone slabs or water surface, twirling as if whispering. It is not only an architectural aesthetic but also a wisdom of living in harmony with nature; the air is full of phytoncides, and each breath feels like inhaling the essence of history.

      

        

      
        Kouzanji’s most remarkable treasures are the Chōjū-jinbutsu-giga (“Animal-Person Caricatures”). These illustrated scrolls depict animals’ daily lives and playful antics, with lively lines and a sense of humor as if the laughter of ancient people has traveled through time to the present. I study them carefully in the courtyard, sensing the creativity of Kamakura-era artists and the marvelous combination of nature and human culture. The Chōjū-giga are not just paintings but historical annotations, reminding viewers that even amid serious religious life and Zen practice, humor must be preserved.

      

        

      
        The originals are kept at the Tokyo National Museum and Kyoto National Museum; what is displayed here are reproductions. Sekisui-in is one of the most important buildings at Kouzanji. Originally, it was the residence of imperial family members who relocated to Kouzanji. Now designated as a National Treasure, it is one of the few preserved examples of Kamakura-era architecture.

      

        

      
        When Eisai returned from Song China, he brought tea seeds to Myoe, planting the roots of Japanese tea in Kouzanji’s tea gardens at Takao. In the early Kamakura period, the tea-tasting practice imported from China was promoted here. Tea connoisseurs would hold blind tastings to distinguish true tea from false tea. Only tea grown at Kouzanji could be called “true tea,” while all others were “non-tea.” This sense of ritual and precision allows one, while strolling the mountain paths, to imagine scenes of that era and heightens anticipation for tasting the matcha. Though small, Kouzanji’s tea gardens carry the weight of history and culture; tea leaves glimmer in the autumn sunlight as if telling a story spanning a thousand years.

      

        

      
        Ascending the stone steps toward the Kondo, the maple leaves layer themselves like a burning canvas of red, orange, and yellow. Each falling leaf seems to remind us of time: fleeting yet profoundly impactful. The Buddha enshrined in the Kondo sits serenely, and the surrounding maples cast dappled shadows on the wooden structure, creating a spectacular interplay of light and color. The distant bell tower stands solemnly; its deep, lingering chime resonates not only through metal but through history itself, reminding visitors that every tree and stone here has endured countless years.

      

        

      
        With prior reservation, visitors can access the rarely open tea room Ikō-an and waiting area at the bell tower, as well as the tea garden said to be the oldest in Japan. Sitting here, when matcha and exquisite wagashi are served, each sip carries the aroma and history of the tea, allowing one to sense the intentions of Myoe and Eisai across the centuries. The selection of souvenirs is equally rich, bringing back a piece of Kyoto’s autumn and tea culture.

      

        

      
        Walking up the stone paths, the entire mountainside is enveloped in maple reds. The trees are grand and solemn, branches swaying in the autumn breeze, occasionally letting a leaf twirl down as if playing with the visitor. Breathing in the fresh air and absorbing phytoncides, the mind gradually settles. Unlike the bustling center of Kyoto, the crowd is sparse here; every step resonates with the rhythm of nature and the pulse of history.

      

        

      
        After passing the lecture hall and arriving at the mountaintop Kondo, one can overlook the entire Takao valley. The layered maples blaze like fire, streams wind over stones, reflecting the leaves, and the shifting light resembles a millennia-old painting unfurling before the eyes. I often forget to breathe, simply wanting to gaze quietly upon this forest, letting time flow slowly. Clear mountain streams meander below, their surfaces reflecting the autumn foliage like nature’s mirror, freezing the season in a single moment.

      

        

      
        Every visit to Kouzanji is a spiritual cleansing. The fiery maples remind one to cherish the present; the temple’s quiet encourages reflection on a restless mind. Repeat visitors always discover subtle differences: a path blanketed with leaves, moss under an ancient tree, a stone tablet inscribed with old characters. Each glance upward becomes a dialogue with history, nature, and the self.

      

        

      
        The bell tower is my must-visit spot. Standing beneath it, I always feel a silent awe. When the bell tolls, its sound travels through treetops and valleys, resonating deep within. The mountain breeze carries the scent of fallen leaves, occasionally brushing the shoulder or hand, as if reminding one: Kyoto’s autumn is fleeting and precious, and each visit is a rendezvous with time.

      

        

      
        Leaving Sekisui-in, I imagine monks from the Heian and Kamakura periods practicing, chanting sutras, or enjoying tea competitions in the garden. Every tree and leaf at Kouzanji is both a witness of history and a natural marvel. The massive trees glow warmly in the autumn sunlight, and the fresh air nourishes both body and soul.

      

        

      
        Walking along Kouzanji’s mountain paths, I recall the figures of Myoe and Eisai, imagining them practicing, planting tea, and passing down culture in this forest. Tea competitions that began in the Kamakura period sprouted here; the tea plants bear the weight of a thousand years, a living continuation of history.

      

        

      
        Descending the stone steps, leaves drift down, light and shadow dapple the path, and the temple appears and disappears among the trees. Looking back at the Kondo and bell tower feels like bidding farewell to an old friend. Kouzanji is not in central Kyoto, yet its serenity and autumn foliage await those who return with a mindful heart. Each departure brings a bittersweet feeling, as the whispers of maple leaves and history linger: Kyoto’s charm is not only in its visual beauty but also in the dialogues with history, nature, and oneself.

      

        

      
        The temple is a testament to history, a natural wonder, and a sanctuary for the spirit. No matter how many times one visits, each step feels like beginning a new journey—not just a physical walk but a spiritual exploration. From Sekisui-in to the Kondo, the bell tower, and the mountain tea garden, each step traces the threads of time, and each breath reveals the interplay of autumn foliage and history.

      

        

      
        Autumn at Kouzanji is brief yet intense; every falling leaf tells a fleeting story, and every sip of tea tastes like a millennium of narrative. It is not just a tourist destination but a sacred place to reorder the spirit and converse with time. Whenever one visits, Kouzanji uniquely enables a deeper understanding of Kyoto’s essence.

      

        

      
        Stepping on fallen leaves,

        Amid the sound of my steps,

        Echoes of the past.

      

        

      
        GoogleMap

        Blooming period: Mid-November

        Admission fee: 500 yen

        Opening hours: 8:30–17:00

        Access:

        •	From JR Kyoto Station: Take the JR Bus Takao/Keihoku Line bound for "Tsuganoo/Shuzan" and get off at "Tsuganoo" (about 55 minutes)

        •	From Kyoto City Subway Shijo Station: Take City Bus Route 8 bound for "Takao/Tsuganoo" and get off at "Tsuganoo" (about 50 minutes)
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            ANCIENT TEMPLE, AUTUMN SOUNDS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Autumn in Kyoto always carries an ineffable shyness, like the gentle smile of a young maiden—warm yet understated. In this season, I once again follow the familiar mountain path up Mount Takao, guided by the memory in my heart. This time, my destination is Saimyji, the smallest of the three ancient temples in the Mikami region, yet one imbued with a millennium of spiritual aura.

      

        

      
        The bus winds slowly along the serpentine mountain road; outside the window, the mountain shadows are gradually dyed crimson by the autumn sun. Maple leaves blanket the slopes like flames, and when a gust of wind passes, the falling leaves spin and dance, as if laying a red carpet for travelers. The air is infused with the fresh scent of pine and cypress, mingled with the faint sweetness of fallen leaves; every breath feels like inhaling the essence of history and nature.

      

        

      
        After disembarking, I ascend the stone steps slowly and carefully. At the base, a stone monument carved with the inscription “Great Boundary” reminds visitors of the line between the mundane world and the sacred; stepping forward feels like crossing a river of time. Moss covers the stones, scattered leaves crunch lightly underfoot, echoing the footsteps of those who walked here centuries ago. The autumn breeze brushes against the skin, carrying the coolness of the mountains and a quiet sense of peace.

      

        

      
        At the top of the steps stands the Medicine Gate (Iyaku-mon) of Saimyji. Its roof tiles resemble vast waves of blue sea. From outside the gate, the valley unfolds, a tapestry of red leaves against the backdrop of the mountains. This viewpoint is perfect for silent contemplation, allowing both eyes and heart to be fully immersed. Inside, neatly arranged stone lanterns and a 700-year-old Koyamaki tree beside the bell tower seem to guard the temple, each leaf and stone quietly narrating history. Though small, every corner of the temple is steeped in the weight of time.

      

        

      
        Passing through the stone lantern area, I approach the Sacred Hall (Shōtendō). Built during the Edo period to enshrine the secret deity of joy, the white curtains are adorned with “Mitsutamamon” and radish motifs, symbols of marital harmony, family happiness, prosperity, and wealth. Autumn sunlight filters through the maple leaves onto the curtains, creating vivid yet gentle colors, a warm and stabilizing presence. Standing before the hall and closing my eyes, I feel as if I can hear the soft chanting of monks mingling with the rustle of fallen leaves, forming an invisible symphony.

      

        

      
        Entering the Main Hall (Hondō), the wooden doors and lattices are exquisitely detailed. Inside are the statues of Shakyamuni Buddha and the Thousand-Armed Kannon, both designated Important Cultural Properties. Shakyamuni, sculpted in the “Seiryoji style” by Unkei, sits serenely atop a lotus pedestal, exuding depth and calm. The Thousand-Armed Kannon spreads multiple hands, eyes in palm, embodying compassion and wisdom. My personal object of devotion, a statue of Aizen Myōō, quietly watches over the hall. Light filters through the lattices, casting dappled shadows of red leaves on the floor, as if glimpsing the Pure Land. Above the main entrance hangs a plaque inscribed “Reizan Jushin,” attributed to Kūkai himself, the bold yet soft strokes imbued with Zen spirit.

      

        

      
        Walking around the Main Hall, I pass corridors and moss gardens. I favor the elevated, narrow verandas, where the eye gradually descends from dense trees to the simplicity of the garden below, each layer calming the mind. The cleverly designed washstand roof allows a peek at temple life from one side while concealing it from the other, a subtle glimpse into the monks’ daily practice. Along the corridors, sunlight filters through the red leaves, creating a living painting.

      

        

      
        The Guest Hall (Kyaku-den), older than the Main Hall, was relocated during the early Edo period. Formerly used as a refectory, it served as the daily living and training space for monks. The front has two rooms, the rear three, modest yet rhythmically alive. In the south room hangs a plaque from Emperor Go-Uda naming it “Byōdōshin-ōin,” the wooden surface gleaming with age, each plank seeming to bear history. As the autumn wind sweeps leaves into the courtyard, walking along the veranda, the view transitions from thick trees to a low moss garden, orderly and simple, bringing serenity to the soul.

      

        

      
        Saimyji’s history is as solid as the mountain rocks. Founded in the Heian period by Senshi, revitalized in the Kamakura period by Iho Jishō, establishing the Main Hall, sutra repository, and treasure pagoda. In 1290, Emperor Uda granted the name Byōdōshin-ōin, making Saimyji independent from Jingo-ji. During the Sengoku period (1558–1570), the temple was destroyed by war; in 1602, Shunshō Myōnin rebuilt it. The Main Hall visible today was repaired in 1700 by Keishō-in, mother of the fifth shogun Tsunayoshi, and has withstood centuries of wind and rain. Walking among the buildings, every corner whispers stories; though small, the temple carries the faith and wisdom of Shingon esoteric Buddhism.

      

        

      
        Along the corridors, I observe the texture of wooden doors, gaze at the silhouette of the pagoda, watch the interplay of light and shadow across the sun-drenched floors—moments when it feels like seeing the Pure Land. Outside, autumn sunlight illuminates moss gardens and stone paths, leaves drifting down to land with a soft rustle. This quiet extends the daily practice of the monks and creates a fleeting convergence of history, nature, and spirit.

      

        

      
        Beside the bell tower, I touch the 700-year-old Koyamaki, its wood solid and imbued with centuries. When the bell tolls, its sound resonates through the valley—not just metal striking metal, but the echo of history, time, and faith. Each toll seems to remind visitors: autumn leaves are fleeting, yet they carry belief and serenity.

      

        

      
        In the gardens outside the Main Hall, leaves flutter in the wind, reflecting off ancient eaves and stone lanterns, light and shadow intertwining like a living painting. As the autumn sun slopes westward, red leaves mingle with golden light, evoking the original dedication of Senshi in the Heian period, the devotion of Iho Jishō, and the meticulous care of Shunshō Myōnin during reconstruction, unfolding gently among foliage and architecture.

      

        

      
        Walking along the Guest Hall veranda, one senses the rhythm of daily life: morning chants, afternoon tea aromas, the rustle of leaves in the breeze, forming an invisible symphony. This ordinary yet full rhythm brings an inexplicable sense of peace, even to repeat visitors. Each glance reveals new light, a different angle of red leaves, even the fleeting moment a leaf twirls onto the stone path, stirring the heart.

      

        

      
        Pausing before the Guest Hall, eyes drifting over the mountain of red leaves, thoughts drift with the wind. Though small, Saimyji offers a sanctuary through its delicate architecture, a thousand years of history, the simple life of monks, and seasonal changes. Autumn leaves are brief but brilliant; each one tells stories of the monks, devotees, and restorers who safeguarded the temple.

      

        

      
        In the afternoon sun, stone lanterns cast long shadows. Walking slowly along the corridor back to the Medicine Gate, red leaves like a brocade, mountain breeze brushing lightly—the temple seems to whisper: Kyoto’s autumn is more than the sight of red leaves; it is the brilliant interweaving of history, faith, and nature within the folds of time. Every return to Saimyji brings new feelings with each step and gaze, for the autumn leaves carry not only the season but also the soul.

      

        

      
        Standing outside the Medicine Gate, looking back at stone lanterns, the bell tower, Koyamaki, Sacred Hall, Main Hall, Guest Hall, moss garden, and Shigetsu Bridge, all quietly whisper in the breeze, reminding that history’s weight and the present’s brevity are intertwined. Descending the stone steps back to the mundane world, the heart remains among the red leaves, as if all of autumn in Kyoto is condensed in each brick, each leaf and branch of Saimyji. This impression becomes one of the most profound memories of traveling in Kyoto.

      

        

      
        Crossing Shigetsu Bridge, standing on it and gazing over the mountain blanketed in red, layers of leaves burn like flames in the valley, mountains and streams weaving a scene of deep autumn abundance. In that moment, the mind involuntarily recalls Heian-period poet Michizane composing waka on his journey, though the maple red aligns more with Ariwara’s verse, letting one immerse fully in the colors and light before the eyes.

      

        

      
        Descending the mountain path slowly, looking back at the red leaves, I silently think: the beauty of autumn leaves, like a thousand-year-old faith, endures, never needing to be pursued, never fully captured. Each visit is an intimate dialogue with history, nature, and the soul. Saimyji, the smallest of the three ancient Mikami temples, presents Kyoto’s autumnal spirit with the utmost delicacy. Each visit elicits wonder and whispers: returning in this lifetime is truly worth it.

      

        

      
        Beneath the ancient tree,

        the bell’s echo lingers

        autumn deepens.

      

        

      
        GoogleMap

        Blooming season: Mid-November

        Admission fee: 500 yen

        Opening hours: 09:00–17:00

        Access:

        Take the JR Bus – Takao/Keihoku Line and get off at Makinoo, then a 5-minute walk.
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            WHISPERS OF AUTUMN LEAVES AND STONE WALLS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Autumn in Kyoto always carries an indescribable atmosphere—maple leaves, cool breezes, and the distant contours of mountains come together to create the season’s most tender scenery. During this time, I feel drawn to journey toward Kameeyamajo. Located in Kameoka, this ancient castle may not rival the grandeur of Nijo or Osaka Castles, but for history enthusiasts, every stone and every falling leaf carries weighty stories.

      

        

      
        Stepping off at Kameoka Station on the JR Sanin Main Line, a densely wooded hill rises before you. From a distance, the faint outline of the former five-story tenshu (main keep) seems to float atop the hill. Under the autumn sun, the leaves blaze red and gold, draping the ancient fortress in a ceremonial cloak.

      

        

      
        The path leading to Kameeyamajo is carpeted with fallen leaves, crunching softly underfoot as if performing an autumn symphony just for you. Even after multiple visits to Kyoto, facing this castle always evokes a sense of first-time wonder.

      

        

      
        Kameeyamajo was constructed by Akechi Mitsuhide in 1577 on Mount Aratsuka as a forward base for Oda Nobunaga’s campaign in Tanba. The northern side overlooked the Hozu River; it is said that if the river were blocked, the rice fields would become a massive moat. The southern side, centered on the San’in Highway, was bustling, with multiple layers of fortifications—including inner, outer, and surrounding moats, as well as earthen embankments—while the north retained a single moat. Walking along the mountain path today, every fallen leaf, stone step, and remaining wall evokes visions of Mitsuhide leading his troops from the castle toward Honnoji.

      

        

      
        Afternoon sunlight stretches shadows and creates a dappled mosaic on the ground, synchronizing your steps with history itself. I try to imagine the night of June 1, 1582, when Akechi Mitsuhide departed from this castle, crossing Kosaka and Kutakabe, fording the Katsura River to launch the assault on Honnoji the following morning. Each step feels as though brushed by the dust of history, with the wind carrying not only the scent of autumn leaves but also the tension and decisiveness of the Sengoku era.

      

        

      
        Maples on either side blaze red, orange, and gold. Occasionally, a leaf spirals down, landing softly on the stones, its rustle whispering the castle’s tales. Stone walls and gates once safeguarded both the prosperity and military strategy of the castle. Walking among these remnants, it is impossible not to pause, examining the weathered stonework—worn but still straight and solid—standing proudly through centuries of storms.

      

        

      
        Along the path, traces of the castle town can still be glimpsed. Though much has faded, you can sense the bustling life of the past. The southern streets were once lively, protected by inner and outer moats and earthen embankments, safeguarding both residents and rice fields; the northern side retained simpler fortifications, likely for observing and defending the Katsura River. As you walk the old paths, the red maple shadows feel like layers of history covering the land, blending natural beauty with historical gravity.

      

        

      
        Entering the core of Kameeyamajo, the maple foliage becomes denser. Towering trees sway in the breeze, red and gold intertwining, complementing the remaining stone walls, giving the impression that the castle is regrowing in autumn light and shadow. Walking slowly up the stone steps, the thick carpet of leaves soft and slightly damp underfoot, one almost feels transported to the deep autumn of the Tenshō era, sensing the weight of Mitsuhide’s decisions, strategies, and campaigns.

      

        

      
        The Hozu River winds gently to the north, its surface glimmering in sunlight. The fields below, golden under the autumn sun, stretch to distant mountains dotted with red maples, as if the entire landscape were dressed in festival colors for the ancient castle. One can almost imagine Mitsuhide surveying the northern rivers and valleys, contemplating his strategy for the Tanba campaign; both his mindset and his view seem to cross the four centuries separating us.

      

        

      
        Following a narrow path beside the castle walls leads to the Ohomuhanae-yama Botanical Garden. Deeper within, the richness of autumn is palpable. Like a miniature forest, the garden’s arrangement is delicate yet unpretentious, with each plant seemingly telling a story. Visiting here is essential to experiencing Kameeyamajo, allowing one to appreciate the aesthetic coexistence of flora and ancient stone walls.

      

        

      
        During the Edo period, Kameeyamajo remained an important stronghold. Todo Takatora remodeled the tenshu into a five-story layered tower. After the Meiji government’s decree to dismantle castles, most buildings were removed, and portions of the stone walls were later reconstructed by religious institutions. Every step along the ruins evokes the grandeur of the original five-story keep overlooking the town below and the Katsura River. Though the structure is gone, the arrangement of stone walls, steps, and trees preserves the faint outline of history.

      

        

      
        Walking the castle grounds, one may notice wild grasses and small flowers growing from the stone walls, gently swaying in the breeze. Amid ancient walls and autumn maples, this delicate resilience reminds us that despite war and abandonment, life—both natural and human—finds a way to endure.

      

        

      
        Sitting by a stone wall, one can overlook the red leaves, rice fields, river, and distant mountains, composing a seamless, painterly vista. Reflecting on Mitsuhide building this castle, marching to Tanba, and plotting the Honnoji Incident, each decision carried profound historical impact. Today, Kameeyamajo is transformed into a tranquil and magnificent scene, allowing travelers to feel the weight of history while admiring the beauty of autumn.

      

        

      
        As afternoon sunlight slants lower, leaves twirl in the wind, casting dappled shadows on the stone walls. Slowly descending along the mountain path back toward Kameoka’s castle town, glancing upward at the summit, maples blaze like fire, stone walls stretch like dragons, and the Katsura River glints in the distance, as if the entire mountain softly whispers its history. Though small, Kameeyamajo condenses the decisiveness of the Sengoku era, Edo-period restructuring, Meiji demolition, and Taisho-era reconstruction into its walls and trees.

      

        

      
        In my heart, I silently vow to return—if only to sit quietly on the stone steps, watch leaves flutter, and witness the blend of history and nature. Kameeyamajo is not just Akechi Mitsuhide’s fortress; it is an autumn sanctuary in the traveler’s heart.

      

        

      
        Maple flames rise

        on Kameyama’s slopes,

        touched by autumn winds.

      

        

      
        GoogleMap

        Blooming period: Mid to late November

        Admission fee: 300 yen

        Opening hours: 9:30 AM – 4:00 PM

        Access: Take the JR Sagano Line to Kameoka Station, then a 10-minute walk.
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            PRAYERS OF FALLING LEAVES: THE AUTUMN COLORS OF KUWAYAMA JINJA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Autumn in Kyoto always tugs at the heart with its own rhythm, like a gentle breeze—silent yet penetrating to the bone. Kuwayama Jinja, located in the western outskirts of Kyoto, may not perch on a mountainside or soar into the clouds, yet it feels like a hidden pocket of time; every approach feels like lifting away layers of mist from the heart. It’s not my first time in Kyoto, nor the first time stepping onto this land, but walking along the path toward the shrine still makes my heart quiver, as if seeing it for the first time.

      

        

      
        The shrine, set on flat ground, is small in scale. Its main hall, administrative building, stone lanterns, and scattered ancient trees form a simple yet complete world, surrounded by low shrubs and the occasional maple. Each autumn, Kuwayama Jinja is among the earliest places in Kyoto to blush with crimson. The tips of the leaves turn a gentle flame-like red—soft, not glaring—echoing the fallen leaves on the stone path, creating a quiet, moving scene.

      

        

      
        Walking slowly along the narrow stone path, the dry leaves underfoot make a soft rustling, reminding one of the passage of time. Sunlight filters through sparse branches, dappling the ancient trees and vermilion torii gates, casting shifting shadows on the outline of the main hall. Kuwayama Jinja is said to have been built in Wadō 2 (709 CE). Legend holds that in ancient times, the gods dug the Hozu Gorge to channel water into the Kameoka Basin, creating fertile lands for human settlement. The mounds of earth piled by the iron spade gave rise to the name “Kuwayama.” The shrine honors both Kuwayama-no-miya, enshrining Ōkuninushi, and Hachiman-gu, enshrining Emperor Ōjin, and is registered as a cultural property of Kyoto Prefecture.

      

        

      
        Over the centuries, the shrine’s grounds have gradually shrunk. Even if one is neither a historian nor a devout believer, it is possible to sense the prayers, hopes, and aspirations of generations within this small shrine. Every breath carries the mingling scents of earth, fallen leaves, and faint incense, gently drawing the visitor into the past.

      

        

      
        I first visited Kuwayama Jinja in early autumn many years ago, when Kyoto was far less crowded. The shrine was so quiet that it almost erased the sense of time. I remember stepping under the torii, the red frame shimmering softly in the sunlight, the surrounding maple leaves just beginning to redden, as if flames quivered in the breeze. At the time, I was an ordinary traveler, my knowledge of history scattered and vague, yet this calm captured me, as if an old friend had taken my wrist and whispered: “Slow down, observe this place, listen to the voice of time.” Since then, I have always longed to return in autumn, even just to witness the subtle shift of the maple leaves and the fleeting interplay of past and present.

      

        

      
        Being on flat ground, the shrine is not hidden like mountain shrines, nor does it require climbing steep paths, yet its compact size allows every detail to be fully perceived. Moss around the stone lanterns glows softly in sunlight; the main hall’s roof tiles are gently weathered, eaves hanging low like ears listening to the wind and falling leaves. In the small courtyard, a few birds occasionally flit by, leaving fleeting shadows as if telling the land’s stories. Walking on the stone path, one treads carefully, afraid to disturb the silence. The faint rustle of leaves stirred by the breeze is like the whisper of time itself.

      

        

      
        Kuwayama Jinja’s most striking feature is its early autumn maple foliage. While most Kyoto maples turn red by mid-November, here the leaves begin to color in early October, tinged with gold and vermilion—the first flames of autumn. Observing the leaves’ gradual deepening, layer upon layer, and seeing sunlight filter through the branches, the entire courtyard seems suffused with warm light. Even on flat ground, the color’s intensity quickens the pulse, reminding visitors of autumn’s brevity and the preciousness of every fleeting encounter.

      

        

      
        I have crouched beside the stone path, watching leaves drift onto the water, ripple, pause, and drift away, a meditation on how travel can mirror the flow of life: brief, yet rich with stories. Here, history is not a grand narrative but hidden in each stone, each leaf, each gentle breeze. Though small, Kuwayama Jinja carries the weight of centuries, offering every visitor a dialogue with the past, nature, and self.

      

        

      
        In the softening afternoon light, the foliage shows depth and contrast. Deep reds hide in shadows, vermilions shimmer in sunlight, and golds tremble in the breeze. Together, they form a silent poem, whispering the secrets of time. Walking the shrine path slowly, one occasionally hears birdcalls or the rustle of leaves, creating a melody distinct from the city’s clamor. One feels like a leaf drifting, brief yet storied, silently vowing to carry the memory of these autumn colors into everyday life.

      

        

      
        The small courtyard in front of the main hall is simple and tranquil; moss-covered stone lanterns complement the gently reddening maple leaves. Time seems to pause here, each leaf an extension of centuries of human wishes. Closing one’s eyes and inhaling deeply, the air mixes earth, foliage, and faint incense, linking the present moment to Kyoto centuries ago. Each breath draws in the strength of forest and history, each blink captures fragments of time.

      

        

      
        At dusk, the sunset bathes the shrine in golden-red light. Leaves cover the stone path like scattered flames, swaying gently in the breeze. The courtyard stretches in light and shadow; the vermilion torii and orange leaves interweave, forming a quiet, weighty picture. Touching the moss-covered stone lanterns behind the shrine, one feels the passage of time etched into stone. Each stone, each leaf, a messenger of continuity: though the world changes, this place remains, preserving the fleeting moments of each visitor.

      

        

      
        Walking along the shrine’s paths, one pauses to watch leaves spin and descend like pages of time, turning, lingering, vanishing in midair. These fleeting moments are deeper than what any photograph or text can capture, closer to the essence of travel. Imagining the people who walked here centuries ago, separated by time yet sharing a strangely similar mindset, one senses the hidden, complete symphony of wind, birdcalls, and rustling leaves—heavy with history, yet light with life.

        Travel leaves footprints not only on the path but in each breath, gaze, and inner tremor. The maple leaves of Kuwayama Jinja burn like fire, yet in the heart, they resemble a faint light, reminding travelers to remain alert and gentle amidst the flow of time.

      

        

      
        Each visit brings new surprises: a deeper shade of red, a breeze carrying a different scent, a bird pausing in the courtyard. These details accumulate, forming a rich repository of travel memories. Though small, Kuwayama Jinja is among Kyoto’s earliest maple-viewing spots, a sacred autumn waypoint, and a must-visit for travelers seeking the season’s essence.

      

        

      
        As night falls, shadows lengthen. Faint light seeps from the administrative building, illuminating the stone path strewn with leaves. The wind carries the scent of pine and autumn leaves, mingling with distant city lights, creating a unique nocturnal atmosphere. Walking away from the shrine, I carry the color of the leaves, the texture of the lanterns, and the sound of passing time in my mind.

      

        

      
        Late at night, waiting for the sparse bus back, the leaves rustle underfoot, writing the final chapter of the journey. History, autumn foliage, stone lanterns, and the simplicity of a flatland shrine coalesce into a silent narrative. Even after leaving, the experience drifts into the heart like a leaf on the wind, dancing with time: we are all transient visitors, and Kuwayama Jinja’s crimson maples and tranquility are the most beautiful moments of the journey, a sanctuary for the soul.

      

        

      
        The autumn wind

        sways the vermilion torii

        shadows deepen.

      

        

      
        GoogleMap

        Blooming period: Early to mid-November

        Admission fee: 300 yen

        Visiting hours: Open for free visitation

        Access:

        •	From JR Sagano Line Kameoka Station, take the Keihan Kyoto Kotsu bus and get off at Furu-seguchi Station, then walk about 20 minutes

        •	From JR Sagano Line Kameoka Station, take the Kameoka City Bus East Route and get off at the stop in front of Kuwayama Jinja
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            A GENTLE BREEZE WHISPERS, FALLEN LEAVES SING THEIR SONG

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        On an early autumn afternoon, as the sunlight slowly descends from its zenith, I follow the winding mountain path toward Kuwada Jinja in Kameoka. The scenery is unassuming—there are no bustling crowds like at Kiyomizu-dera, nor the golden splendor of Kinkaku-ji. It is precisely this quietude and modesty that makes each return feel as though time flows more slowly here, a way of conversing with Kyoto itself. Along the path, the maple leaves have already started to blush with early autumn red. A gentle breeze stirs them, and sunlight filters through the treetops, casting dappled patterns across the stone steps. Even after many visits to Kyoto, stepping into this woodland still feels as fresh as the first time, with every fallen leaf and shifting ray of light revealing a new detail.

      

        

      
        Kuwada Jinja has a long history, said to have been founded in the Heian period, closely connected to the rice fields and agriculture of Kameoka. Local records describe it as a spiritual center where farmers prayed for abundant harvests and smooth irrigation. Standing beneath the torii gate, one can imagine farmers centuries ago, walking through fields shrouded in morning mist, carrying rice stalks with reverence as they entered this sacred place to offer the first grains of the harvest to the kami. Now, the autumn leaves reflect upon the stone steps and torii, as if the weight of time has been softened into color by sunlight and shadow. Each leaf feels like a footnote of history, and stepping upon them produces a faint rustle, echoing the rhythm of ancient festivals.

      

        

      
        Within the shrine grounds, moss-covered stone lanterns silently guard the marks of time. The paths twist and meander freely, a stark contrast to Kyoto’s orderly streets, allowing travelers to appreciate the shrine from different angles with each visit. Pausing occasionally, one might watch a crimson maple leaf flicker in the sunlight, realizing that these small moments are Kyoto’s truest expression. Through these details, visitors can gradually sense the forest’s breath and the depth of history. Kyoto’s beauty lies not in crowded landmarks, but in serenity untouched by haste—Kuwada Jinja embodies this perfectly.

      

        

      
        Autumn’s red leaves attract only a few visitors, leaving the mountains spacious and tranquil. Sitting on the stone steps with a guidebook, I read about Heian-period festivals, Edo-era repairs, and modern preservation measures. Each passage layers like a carpet of time, inviting the visitor to feel history’s warmth.

      

        

      
        As the sun tilts lower, I follow a small path behind the shrine to a higher slope, where the foliage displays its most vivid colors before sunset—crimson and orange intertwined like a blazing canvas. I recall my first autumn visit to Kuwada Jinja: the weather was just as clear, the leaves not yet fully turned, yet the forest’s quiet captivated me. Each return brings subtle changes: the wind’s direction, the tilt of sunlight, the depth of leaf color, even the scent of soil and trees. Kyoto remains elusive not because it is complex, but because it changes with every moment, making each visit a fresh experience—a traveler’s joy.

      

        

      
        Walking along a leaf-covered path, seemingly off the usual tourist route, the mossy stone steps give off the damp scent of earth. When the breeze passes through the treetops, the leaves whisper, “Welcome to Kuwada Jinja.” Pausing and closing my eyes, I allow the scenery to surround me. Images of the Heian period appear: morning mist over the fields, farmers carrying rice stalks into the shrine, offering their harvest to the kami with reverence. Through the present view, travelers can feel this connection across centuries.

      

        

      
        The shrine’s main hall is simple yet dignified, the wooden structure glowing warmly beneath the autumn leaves. Touching a pillar, I feel hidden traces of time. The hall has undergone multiple restorations, from Edo-period rebuilding to Showa-era repairs, each an act of reverence and preservation. Bowing gently before the hall is both ritual and reminder: even as a passing visitor, one must maintain humility before the present and the past.

      

        

      
        Sitting on the stone steps in front of the hall, I observe my surroundings. The maple leaves burn like fire, occasionally drifting to the ground, forming a natural red carpet. Picking up a leaf, I study its veins and slightly curled edges, marks left by time. Each visit brings a different mood—fatigue, melancholy, curiosity—but Kuwada Jinja remains constant, teaching how to listen, observe, and feel.

      

        

      
        As the sun continues to lower, I notice other visitors taking photographs of the red leaves, yet I prefer to commit them to memory. Each leaf, each shaft of light, each gentle breeze forms a unique, unrepeatable moment. Kuwada Jinja’s allure lies not in display but in quietly existing, waiting for those willing to pause and perceive.

      

        

      
        As the sun nears the horizon, distant mountains glow orange-red, and the autumn leaves shimmer in the light. Sitting on the stone steps, I let the colors and light permeate my soul. Each visit to Kyoto brings a new experience at Kuwada Jinja, yet all share a common thread: tranquility and wonder. Kyoto’s beauty lies in its elusiveness; Kuwada Jinja embodies this quietly, requiring no grandeur, simply existing for those who are willing to stop and observe.

      

        

      
        Before night fully falls, I descend the stone steps. The maple leaves emit a faint red glow in the evening light, and the breeze carries the scent of pine and earth. Such sensations cannot be fully expressed or shared—they are the essence of travel: a personal dialogue between history, nature, and the soul. At Kuwada Jinja, among the crimson leaves, one learns to listen, observe, and feel.

      

        

      
        Sunlight falls,

        Maple leaves glow red

        On the shrine’s moss.

      

        

      
        GoogleMap

        Blooming period: November

        Admission fee: 500 yen

        Opening hours: 10:00–18:00 (Closed on Tuesdays)

        Access: About a 15-minute walk from JR Sagano Line "Umabori Station"
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            MOSSY COURTYARD DEEP, AUTUMN LEAVES FALL IN SILENCE.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Autumn in Kyoto always captivates the heart. No matter how many times one visits, when the wind stirs the maple leaves and paints the mountains in fiery reds and golden yellows, the heart still skips a beat. Especially in Ohara, Sanzenin stands quietly among the surrounding mountains, unassuming yet commanding attention with its ancient and dignified presence. My first visit to Sanzenin was many years ago, when I was young and understood little of temples or gardens; I simply felt that the moss garden was serene and the autumn leaves unimaginably beautiful.

      

        

      
        Since then, I have longed to return each autumn. As I have grown older, I have gradually learned to read history among the maple leaves, to listen to silence in the moss garden, and to contemplate compassion before the Buddha statues. To me, Sanzenin is not merely a place famed for autumn leaves—it is a sanctuary of passing time and a haven for the soul.

      

        

      
        Walking along the mountain path in Ohara, the air is crisp, carrying the scent of cedar and fallen leaves. From afar, the gentle babble of streams accompanies the rustling of leaves in the breeze. In autumn, Ohara’s mountaintops are the first to blush red, the color gradually cascading down to the valleys. Upon reaching Sanzenin’s mountain gate again, the maple trees flanking the stone steps are already ablaze, like flames embracing the path to the Buddha’s realm. Above the gate hangs a sign inscribed with “Sanzenin” in bold, flowing ink, where history seems to freeze for a moment. Gazing at the red leaves against the ancient wooden gate, an inexplicable thrill stirs within.

      

        

      
        Sanzenin’s history stretches back to the Enryaku era. When Saicho established Enryaku-ji on Mount Hiei, he also built a small hermitage under a pear tree in the eastern tower, laying the foundation for Sanzenin. Later, the principal image of Yakushi Nyorai was enshrined, and the temple was named En’yubo. Over time, successive imperial princes, including those from the Kajii-no-Miya lineage, assumed stewardship, bestowing the temple with a sense of royal dignity. It was not until after the Ōnin War that the temple moved to its present location in Ohara. Over a thousand years of wind and rain have endowed Sanzenin with both the weight of Buddhism and the refinement of imperial elegance. Walking this land, visitors and pilgrims alike can feel the whispers of history.
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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