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I see a kite fly high. I wish I could fly, too.
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On New Year's Day I watch, with my grandfather, Mount Fuji in all white.
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On the Enoden train I see the spring Mount Fuji through the window.
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Randoseru school bag in so many colors - each bursting with hopes.
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Like tears dropping, the snow melting.
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In the strong wind, roadside cherry trees sway as if they were laughing.
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Sweet rice cake wrapped sakura leaves. I love the way you devour in one
mouthful.
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A abandoned rice field covered with yellow rape flowers, watched by my aged
mother.
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Sweet rice cakes wrapped in sakura leaves. We talk memories of our mother
on a spring evening.
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Walking around the marsh, we stop oftentimes to lament the end of spring.
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