Autumn

When I come back to my
hometown after many
years so the flowers
bloom, the birds sing,
and the wind is breezy.
The creek by the gate
Whispr:rs the same

as the old days.

But there live no

people in old home. ™"
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Festival for three, five
and seven years of age

Market of the rooster
¢ day in shrine

The autumn nights ﬁ B
are winding down Deep b ;k
in my travel. {k:‘ Neid or % 52

I feel sadness and I am [N ;‘::rﬂfﬁ“ he Live? F V7r\

troubled alone.
I miss my
holnctown ﬂ.lld

I miss my parents. Lw
I path the home 3 E;*** < A ?
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Thanksgiving Day
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