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Prologue

Stnce the beginning of air,

Plants have kept recording their history.

They have survived all this while,
Receiving the memory of the earth,
Its warmth as well as its bitterness,

Generation after generation, age after age.

Coming out of the earth,

Stalks grow into trunks,
Branching and spreading foliage,
Changing sunshine into power,
A seedling into a tree.

Looking up at its top,
How 1t is challenging the sky,
With awe, people call it a big tree.

Surrounded by its throbbing,
We feel its memory coming back.

1 set out into the forest of memory,
Held myself in the bosom of the tree.

This is the record of strange creatures,
I met while I was travelling.

IN THE FOREST OF MEMORY
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Budding in Spring Sunlight
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1 met them in the ever changing season.
Every living thing has its own shape,
Destined forever.

Living with full strength together,
They seemed to know how valuable the life is.

Dear to me was how they were living.
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There was a reason why he stayed
motionless.

It was to hear all the sounds,

Coming through the mist of the forest,
To catch the sound from his friend,
Above all kinds of sound and noise.

As soon as he catches the sound,
1t will start without hesitating.
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Sounding Hill
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They were living,

In the winds, from time to time,
Such violent storms.

Their adoring mind toward the sky,
Made their violent environments
Their friends at last.

Guarded by the cliffs and storms,
Which even reject the snow,

They are expecting themselves
Undisturbed into the sky.

The blue sky
Has dyed their eyes likewise.
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When did it rain last?

Purified by the earth in ages.

All the pasts coming down in a torrent,
The sound is harmonized with the cardiac
sounds

Of all living things.

They appeared in my eyes,
Sheltered from the radiant sunlight.

It was filled with safety and easiness
Like an unborn child in the womb.

A Womb Cave




Green Wind Wood
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We cannot hear their steps,
Running about in the woods.

Like the wind,
They run about,
Moving only the air.

Often did I feel them,
Running past like the wind.
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Not every thing is accepted by the world.
It was their destiny to be born in this
shape,

Therefore to live in the way they live.

They never kill in vain.
But never are they accepted,
On account of their shape.

How hard do they live?
According to the rules of nature.
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Why did they start to fly?

Did they make a right choice,

In choosing the sky for themselves?
When did it become their destiny,
To keep flying apart from the land?

Through ages and generations,
The sea of ever changing clouds,
Has become their dwellings.

Sky Ocean Waves
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It was like my native land.

The scene so naturally

Reminded me of my childhood.
Rocks, beaches, and they themselves
Made me so excited.

Innocent was 1,
Playing with nature,
When I was a small child.

Sea of Childhood



Melancholy of the Transparent Lake
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For a moment, it seemed to be
Floating in the air.

Only the permitted were
Gracefully swimming
In the transparent water,
Which most creatures
Cannot even come near.

That is why
Impure water is full of life.

1 could see them swimming,
How far from shore
They might swim away.




ooooon

ooooo
oooooooon
oooooo

ooooooooooon
ooooooooon
oooooo

ooo
ooooooooon
ooooooo
ooooooooooono

oooooo
ooooooooooo

Sand storms and the heat of the sun,
Mercilessly fall on them.

Rooted steadily in the earth,
Shaking slowly and silently,

Never was I tired of watching them,
Shaking and moving as they were.

1 suddenly found myself
Shaking and moving.

Sand Cradle



oo

oooo

oooooooon
ooooooooooooooono
oo

ooooooooon

oooon

ooooooooooco
ooooooooooooooono

ooooooooooooon
ooooooooooooonon
ooooooooooooooooo

ooooooooooooon
oooooooooo

Blue skies.
Shedding sun lights.

White will not melt into blue.
Ice covered earth
Rejects all colours.

1 felt as if I heard a voice,
“Let’s warm ourselves.”

1 saw their family before me.
They could bear a bitter wind
Because they were together.

Their mild eyes
Showed it was true.
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1 set out for a journey,
Expecting even a painful cold.
Snow puts out all colours
And also it accepts them all.

The extreme of cold
Can freeze all our senses, I wonder.

It was not until he moved a bit
That I noticed him,

Who had been melted in the scene,
In the morning sunlight,
Horizontally shedding in.

As if it was the signal,
All the mixed colours in myself,
Started to resume their own colours.

Snow Mirror
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1 wanted to travel
Through an ever snow covered region.

. IR . patip i feas ; The white earth,
7 ., - U _ . ¥ { i - Wrapping all the lays of time,

- - '-'.':_ Amidst the frozen air,
) i

They were found there,
To root in the earth,
Changing themselves from moving to

e o 5 d ; _ e staying.
';ﬁ. i J -/'l‘r J ] | ' e -y wut ; : e ol .. ; How anxious I was
. L . oy ARl S = To see the spring sunlight,
As if to break through the sky
Like a huge pane of ground glass.

The Peak of the Everlasting Tree



The Keeper of Budding Trees
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Two big trees stood side by side
Like an old couple.

Slowly he steps on the earth,
Carefully as if not to disturb them.

When old trees begin to bud,
To spread their foliage,

To claim themselves as trees,
Stlently does he

Disappear!
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Dear Reader:

gooooooDoooDmoooood

| believe all of you enjoyed such fantastic illustrations of all those strange creatures. They were all groduced b

imagination of a poet. They were also illustrated by computer. Computer is really great, isn't it? However, if a user has

no imagination, it is nothing but an empty box. Even in the age of science, imagination is far above everything, as long
as it gives us dreams.
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THE CHILDREN'S CULTURAL ASSISTANCE

Sincerely yours,

Tadaaki Miyake
(Okayama Prefectural University)

This picture book is presented for you, by Japanese children, through
THE CHILDREN'S CULTURAL ASSISTANCE.
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