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I See

I see

one single toothbrush

scrub a thousand mouths.

I see

a pit of filth

wriggling with naked maggots.

I see

no patch of clean earth

left for the children.

I see

young faces

already stinking of decay.

I see

lies spread like a virus,

slipping in

through every crack.

I see

good people

with nowhere left

to stand.
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No Fate
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Just like this, we pass each other by.

Just like this, we remain fire and water,

though it is still the same tree,

and the little birds in its branches

are still full of warmth.

We never truly met.

Where petals once fell,

ordinary leaves now take their place.

Where yellowed leaves descend,

new blossoms quietly begin.

We never truly met—

like youth and old age,

unsure whether they were ever

the same person’s past.

We never truly met.

Pavilions of song and dance—

now nothing more

than a field of scattered graves.
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The Accidental Nature of Life
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A shoal of fish is seized by a tornado,

snatched away without mercy, flung aside—

into a parched desert,

a frontier sky-lake,

a park pond,

a farmer’s fish farm,

even a lightless black hole.

Life unfolds into countless endings,

its journey branching into millions of possibilities.

Because of that accidental tornado—

and because fish eggs,

in any forgotten corner,

can survive ten thousand years,

their life so stubborn.

And even without a tornado,

a bird skimming the water’s skin,

a leaf spinning through the air,

or the passing edge of a boat

could send a single egg

far from its native waters.

Life is, after all, an accident—

so why lament

the reason why.
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The Seed from the Tomb
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At the moment the tomb was opened,

a gust of sand swept through.

A seed—

caught in the fine dust—

fell into a dense forest.

To wait for this instant,

it had endured a thousand years underground,

lying low in darkness,

hardening its will.

Chosen as an excellent seed,

it had been buried with an emperor.

Gathering all its strength,

the seed inhaled a breath of moisture,

leapt out of the earth,

and straightened its body.
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