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A lup of Tea

kcupof green fea

/szla’,lzng the stream of n dama}\lu'é haip
oxp[odw‘ ths fresh green g&gr&nce mnlo the
spring mist

A touch of wind swadys owr {ime

info nocent ddys

dcross Lhe Fefic Ocean

i my native country

where every gentle aspect of life was cherished
with an aesthedic celebration

A cup of clay, a myth of the earth, he origin of
our brrth
wlnd, d [zflznd of our re:vzrbera{ing with an

uthinile universe
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A cup of warm tea

gleaming by the spring light

reflecting Ry

embracing shadows of leaves

My lille daughter holds #he cup of clay in her
snnocent hands

(Wher she opens her palms, [ see the
blossoming of my buried spring time

yoko Chase




