The Pond’s Memory Might Be Lost

I can see beautiful flowers
and a blue Dragon Fly

when the moon shines on me
I remember the sound of people

The sadness that I will not remain to see another day,
or be there for all those who rely on me

all the fish are swimming
and watching the insects with binoculars

a frog jumps on a lily pad
I watch the birds flying above and stars at night

The sound of the water goes
Pmukloppoopopop

I’'m losing my memories
as | grow weaker

the sun makes me feel hot like lava
I hope the ducks don’t poop on me

I am calm and peaceful.
Can you hear me?

I hope the people in the park will be kind
I hope that they will care.
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