Lost in dance
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Lost in Dance

You lost yourself in dance

A dance that is born not from hatred,

but from a certain meaninglessness, a profound and light-weighted affection
You are already not existing here anymore

You still do not realize

Even though you do not exist, you keep on dancing

How can I touch you?

Saburo Teshigawara



One thousand years after
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One thousand years after

One thousand years after, what will the world be like?

One thousand years after, how will you be?

Of course, you may think that you will be dead already

But if you were not born yet

If you were to be born one thousand years after

What will you see in front of your eyes, what will you hear, what will you do?
Or, you still may not be born even one thousand years after
One thousand years after, how will the moon be?

And the Earth, and the universe

Maybe there is no meaning in trying to predict

You, imagining about the time you are still not born

You, holding your breath with expectation, waiting to be born
You, still with no form of life

Saburo Teshigawara



