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Have no place to go somewhere


Where is Napoleon fish?
Where is Napoleon fish?
I just wanted to say that.

Where is Napoleon fish?
I'm not interested in fish and aquariums unless Bonaparte owned a fish.
I learned that neither tank nor pancreas should be damaged.
Where is Napoleon fish?

Where is Napoleon fish?
Life is Fish and chips.
I was swimming in society. I work dirty with oil and collecting coins.
I wonder how long these days will last.

Where is Napoleon fish?
Lead sky and sighs 3.2 miles ahead were not deeper than the deep ocean.
We are having an era without Bonaparte.
We live in the era when Bonaparte was alive.
I worship the far-away US where it is raining, and I want to become a detective, I want to unravel the mystery by seeing the sunset of the 3rd century.

Where is Napoleon fish?
I have no way to find out, nor even my intention to find it.
Where is Napoleon fish?
I just wanted to say it.




MURAMASA


What is I thinking at this time of tomorrow?
I was watching the night view of the city flowing through the window of the train.
My smile reflected in the window like a mirror was forgotten in the drawer of the office.
Envy that can't be stopped seems to be a periscope of sunken days.
Don't want to get drunk with water-soluble anxiety.Because everyday lose sight of purpose isn't necessary.
So I'm sharpening the blade of my heart.




Beautiful mirage


I saw a beautiful mirage.
I have seen a beautiful mirage.
When I reached out my fingertips were about to touch.
It was unforgettable all day.
It's a mirage,
I didn't want to think that it was a mirage.
I imitated a wish for a miracle.

My dream just awoke was painful.
The beauty also deprives of the time to drink a glass of water.
I also know that nothing will remain at the end.
It won't be doubtful of the bad luck reflected on the cornea but it will get drunk with idols.

And I drew a picture.
I drew an ugly dark picture that grabs a small grain in front of the night sky.
If I didn't know anything, I should have been happy.




The Valley of Fear
Everything was a lie.
Everything is all.
I respected the adult who said it with Scotch whisky in hand 30 minutes ago.
Because it isn't a great detective somewhere, it is impossible to easily find out the heart of others.

Guessing people's feelings is like peeking at the valley.
Don't know whether it can be seen or not.
It's only to stare or to train the naked eye.

Human heart is a steep valley bottom.
You can't see it even if you buy a telescope.
By jumping into the valley by The Dynamics of An Asteroid, you can learn the beauty of the Flowers of Evil  that bloom in the shade.

To guess a dangerous valley
If I fall with you, you must learn The Dynamics of An Asteroid.
Please look closely and let your heart freeze.

Flower who doesn't even know Baudelaire is in full bloom in the valley bottom.
The act of human malice is the difference between hypocrisy and a piece of paper.
So everything is a lie,  I admired adults who can say Scotch whisky with one hand 30 minutes ago.




Sound not heard


Silence at noon.
There is a gentle stagnation here.
At the moment of calling it bliss, the burning smell of the wood piece that occasionally sniffs drifts gently horizontally.

In the case of midnight silence, there is moist stagnation.
Darkness covers everything vertically.
What should we call it?
I cann't reply to until the dawn.

The sound without sound is called silence.
Should I listen carefully?
Should I gaze at it?
No one will tell me.
No, no one will tell you.

Silence is always there.
The world seems to know the world only when the top and bottom, front and back, left and right are covered with sound.




In the night awaited


Nothing to wait for.
One by one switches are switched off
There is someone but no one.
And no one will turn the corner of the street anymore today.
In the night awaited.
Chasing the morning.

Nothing is gone.
Nobody is gone.
Asphalt cold.
In the night awaited.
Wake up from a dream.
The switch is put on.




Disappearing stars


Tears that pass down the cold cheeks to the descent are like meteors.
Goodbye your planet.
I gotta go.
Until tears disappear to the end.
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Masanao Kata


I usually write poetry in Japanese. This poem was translated by Google translation. I am glad if you can communicate to you only with the atmosphere of poetry.
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