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“The Final Moment Has Arrived!”

“The final moment has arrived!”

[ hung my head, silently listening to the sound of pine trees
Crows circling above my head

A lone fig branch

Flung into my grave.

“The final moment has arrived!”
I hear the sweet call of the wind
The last time it will caress me

Like a mother bidding farewell to her son.

“The final moment has arrived!”

I do not have a friend

An enemy

Or a confession priest

But in the end everything is so happy

I do not know what those people

Can still pray for?

The delicate fig branch picked together with spring
Shall lay with me side by side in the grave.

“The final moment has arrived!”

This forest once burned in a raging conflagration
Now on every tree trunk

Is pinned a withered black memory.



I walked past each cottage

Every little brook

People urge me to stay awhile

Heartily welcome me

Handing me a glass of good wine, and a blessing
For me, this passing stranger guest, of happiness

I thank you

Simple honest people
For not preventing me from coming here
And not cursing this gun in my hand.
When they search my corpse
And see the pitch black bullet hole in my back
They will just think of that lonely

Woman that likes to drink

Who stayed with them overnight by the bonfire
Talking about hunting in high spirits.

Although she is now facing away from us
She did not refuse to take the bullet with her heart
Let life pass by our corpses, like a brave boy
Do not feel remorse,
Do not bow your head
Do not throw pity on us like an almsgiving to a dog
Pass by, let life pass by!



