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1. The end is white night mischief

If we're going to fall anyway, let's fall from the highest place.

Anyway, let's aim for the top and go all the way to the beautiful paradise.

Stabbed and stabbed, the night is getting late and her intoxication is starting to take hold.
In the midst of my dizziness, she looks at the swollen city and push her long hair aside.
We'll tie our shoelaces right now, glancing at the dull scenery.

It's no use complaining here, it's a waste of time.

She sees through me, my back is broken, and laughs with poison.

She stabs me with her thorny eyes and says that it's going to happen as it will.

To all hermits, The end is white night mischief

Endlessly high and far, endlessly cheerful.

If we're going to fall anyway, that should be the most interesting thing.
Even if we roll down the slope, swinging despair around, it's just stale.
She, who is vile, unfortunate and reckless, is more lively than ever

To all hermits, The end is white night mischief
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2. Wind Pattern

A thunderstorm breaks out as an unusually large cumulonimbus cloud rises into the sky.
Even so, the cheerful fairy dances wildly in the square without an umbrella.

Doing what she wants, the way she wants, and leaving the rest to the heavens,

she insists with a mischievous look in her eyes, tossing her wet hair about.

The sweltering heat of the afternoon is sweltering.

Not caring about that, she rolls up her sleeves and bites into an apple.

To say goodbye to the monotony, she does as her heart desires.

After all, it's just a gamble between living and dying,

she laughs and jumps up and down with gusto.

The wind pattern were visible for a moment, then disintegrated like bubbles and vanished.

The cityscape changes busily like an illusion, turning reddish brown.
But she shows no sign of being depressed, and plays an off-tune flute.
There's no point worrying about a fate that's like a line graph now.
She lies down, shoulders relaxed, and waits for the comet.

The wind pattern were visible for a moment, then disintegrated like bubbles and vanished.
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3. Jungle

Caughtin afever, | run desperately.

The cliffs are sheer and the roaring sky begins to rampage.

It's too late to go home now. There's no place to go back to.

There's no point in crying. | have no choice but to go.

| drink up the rain and spread evil spirits everywhere.

The night spreads and the pitch black darkness rises up.

But it doesn't end. It doesn't seem like it's going to end.

There's no time to sleep. No space to rest.

% | push my way through the rotten world like a savage, uncivilized jungle,
pushing my way through it and entrusting myself to the bare determination of survival.
| push my way through the rotten world like a savage, uncivilized jungle,
pushing my way through it and entrusting myself to the bare determination of survival.

| wrap myself in grass and fear a shadow chasing me.

My clothes are torn and my shoes are covered in sludge.

It all just doesn't fit together. There's no sign of it fitting together.
The ringing in my ears won't stop. The attacks won't let up.

*
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4. Game change

The masked men in black costumes kick like wild horses one after another.

Then they slip down

The lightly made-up été stirs up everything and speaks a twisted excuse.

Then they bounce back

% Oh, it's cold. The sharp, falling sleet is cold

Oh, it's painful. The swells and torrential rain is painful

So, in the darkness of the night, | quietly sow the fire, go against the current flow,
and wait patiently for a chance to change the game.

The swarm of contrarians makes a fuss,

finding fault with everything and pestering without question.
Then, the overflowing

Neo-swindlers, looking for excitement at all costs,

sing killer phrases that will make you fall for the signboard
And then they go on their own.

*
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5. Celestial maiden

That night was like this too. A hoarse wind was blowing.

You stopped the car and muttered, "Miracles are everything."

Times have changed since then.

Before you could resist, the times changed suddenly.

But still, you bravely pursued only miracles.

% Like a celestial maiden, you believed you could continue to do as you pleased.
You thought that the thick clouds would one day disappear

and you'd be able to see everything clearly.

You missed the rainbow on top of a small hill and wandered down a side street,
swimming through the air.

A clear flame rises between the faded memories.

It is the love song called the miracle you sought.

*
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6. Que Sera Sera

You speak fast, pausing between words, inviting me to take it easy today.

You pull your blue hat down low as you open the door,

squinting your eyes at the cloudless sky.

% We were born into an era of change, with the shock of being knocked down.
We were thrown out with a one-way ticket in your hand.

We were urged on without being told your purpose.

But your catchphrase is always Que Sera Sera.

If you're going to be a laughing stock after all,

then play around to your heart's content and stir things up!

You hum with a sigh as you admire the colorful flowers blooming in the park.
You want to cast a spell to stop time, and talk to the skyscrapers towering in the distance.
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7. Dance of dead leaf

At the beginning of the end, with both feet in the bottomless swamp, | offer up a prayer.
And lament my ignorance. And regret the past.

And curse my selfishness. And wipe away my tears.

As | lean against the calm before the storm, | picture the end of this world in my mind.
It's like being a hermit. It's like being without a place to call home.

It's like being a wanderer. It's like sleepwalking.

% Just sway and sway. Flow and flow.Roll and roll. Break and break.

A dead leaf scatters. But it still dances with skill.

Dance of dead leaf until now. Dance of dead leaf until it decays

*
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8. Old Bourbon

The rain suddenly stops, the grey clouds fade, and sunlight shines through.

The trees that were trembling in the strong winds are now spreading their leaves.
% | align my magnet with the new horizon. | turn my back on this mad world.

I'm sure I'll dream and draw again before my strength runs out and I'm cremated.

Feeling a little dizzy is just right for me right now.

| start moving again, bending my limbs, then twisting my legs.

The hazy landscape that appears as | stumble is as beautiful as a picture.
If only | had some old bourbon at a time like this I'd feel more at ease.
For some reason, the aurora appears in the night sky,

and rainbow-colored curtains flutter.

The heartbeat of morning draws closer and | can hear the birds chirping.
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9. No Harm

You'll understand when the time comes.

It's OK to just run around aimlessly for now. No Harm

The days just bring more wounds, but the buds will surely open, so it's OK. No Harm
Run. Spread your wings. Grab the sky. Play with the clouds.

Even if you're trapped in a maze, you'll get out someday, so it's OK. No Harm

The road in pitch black is long, but the light will definitely shine, so it's OK. No Harm
Run. Spread your wings. Grab the sky. Play with the clouds.

% If you feel anxious about being abandoned, just remember me.

If you feel left behind, just remember me.

Even if you're tormented by trouble,

it's OK because it will return to normal soon. No Harm

The rain will stop tomorrow, so it's probably OK to stay here like this. No Harm

Run. Spread your wings. Grab the sky. Play with the clouds.

*
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10. Anarchist wannabes

Anarchist wannabes are reckless. Their camouflage is unfashionable fashion.

A pack of thugs having fun in the outskirts,

letting their inhibitions go awry to an insufferable extent.

* Twisted. Depressed. Exhausted. At their wits' end.

A shrinking world. Growing irritation. Dripping anger. Unstoppable madness.
Uncontrollable nightmares continue to roll unchecked, riding on the darkness.
Anarchist wannabes are covered in filth.

When they open their mouths, all they can say is bad puns.

Rain and hail, rain and sunshine. They are being toyed with by the perverse.
*
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11.Raisin bread

As if a transparent magic. Love is emerging.

As if blessings of the sun. Love is down pouring

*¢Morning light and raisin bread. Fog, showers and raisin bread
Your smile and raisin bread. Your voice and raisin bread.

Fairies are dancing around calm conversation

A moment of vivid coloring with mature peace

Raisin bread Raisin bread

Shangri-La which | have dreamed. Love is in full bloom.
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12. Stray cloud

% Standing at the wilderness where are full of mysteries. Looking up to stray cloud.
Stray cloud is going beyond the magical night view with the black and white rain.
Stray cloud! Give me a ride on!

Dream of three primary colors seeps from the crack of darkness.

Time on hourglass is wandering around.

Countless shadows that is dancing on the pure moon are lying one upon another.
Sad song echoes faintly. It has never reflected in the mirror.

Y<From a dead end into the illusions and into the countless wonders.

*

| want to take a sunbathing. | want to wash off my sorrow.

| just want to get over the morbid civilization.

The train starts moving slowly as if it is sucked into the deep fog,.

The train in the wind which is falling vertically takes me to the station with no name.
AT
*
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13.Gerbera

The shop where nobody is there, full of vain.

A past star who has forgotten and peeled poster

Is everything just repainted? Will it change with me left behind?

Dark square where is lazy atmosphere.

| am dazzled by countless shadows and | am drinking bad liquor.

Is everything just falling to the ground?

Will you shoot a second arrow at me with backlash?

% | can't stand myself with just cold sweat. | can't tell as just going against.
| want to die surrounded by blooming gerberas at the end.

The night city that closes where is a rash or a rash.

llluminations that shimmer in vain and the clinging wind.

Is it unavoidable wherever | am? Are you going to remove my ladder?

*
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14.Waters

The night is going on as my smashed. I'm drinking, losing myself and leaning on you
We are under the streetlight while wandering.

We are entangled each other and wrapped in a lukewarm wind.

% A swelling thick song is dancing in mind.

Harsh voice which push up my stomach like the ground noise.

Taking a mysterious liquor, climbing the jungle gym and seeing the pale city is hazy.
We are shaking like pulsing.

We are collapsed on a rusty bench and wriggling like flying in the air

*

YcWaters

Stabbed by poisonous fangs and mystery turns.

Shadow figure is laughing and alcohol is ruining mercilessly.

| can’t remember last night’s dream. Trapped in the mirror and thrown into a distorted world.

*
PAY
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15.Stray cat

Let me sing a rusted blues for you who get drunk and sleep.
You can't fill the hole in your heart with a rain sound.

Life doesn't stay. No time to heal your wounds.

There is no dream any more. Just working for hunger.

You wriggled your thrown out limbs.

Wave of fear. It is elusive. Overwhelmed by invisible pressure.

Y Future map torn apart. Lost place and disturbed.

It is like a stray cat which is looking for love, freedom and peace.

You whispered “I may not be good anymore”.
Flip the curtain, one star on the dark sky.
City air is exhausted. Scratch your head and fall as it is.

*
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16.Bye bye

Bye bye. Slip through me. Be blown by the wind of the city with waving your hand.
Bye bye. Hold kindness. Go soon to a happy place.

All luggage should have disappeared for you who reborn as an angel.

Bye bye. Mix in the crowd. Don't look back. Leave it to the hustle and bustle
Bye bye. Regain your smile. Find a handful of love again.

You shine beautifully because you let bygones be bygones.

% Don't show your tears or we will go back to the beginning.

Count the stars if you can’t be helped.

Bye bye. Go through the ticket gate, down the stairs and jump on the train.
Bye bye. Get the freedom and dye your mind in pure white

You cloud confront the winding world

because you have already known the bottomless darkness.

*
Bye



