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Yellow Earth Path

A cool autumn breeze brushes past,

and I find myself walking a yellow-earth path.

As my steps fall on the dirt road,

old memories from the rice-field ridges quietly return.

The soft and warm give of the soil

travels upward through the soles of my feet.

One step, then another—

the warmth of the earth spreads gently to my toes.

Today, simply walking

is enough for me to feel alive.

The freshness of the lake walks beside me,

and the fields of ripened rice grow in quiet abundance.

A life that came from the earth

and will one day return to the earth—

on this yellow-earth path,

I add a small touch of PungRyu to my walk.

The Pungryu of Daecheong Lake
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The sky is clear,

and the water rests in quiet stillness.

The pure tone of the daegeum

shakes the mountain

and brushes gently across the lake.

Autumn light

passes over golden fields,

and my heart, too, is softly dyed in yellow.

The evening sky—

a little reluctant to part—

steps forward with a bright, lingering glow.

Morning freshness rises,

carrying the scent of soil

and the fragrance of flowers.

In the PungRyu shared with my

companion, even the embrace 

of Daecheong Lake

rises and falls with us.

And today again,

I set a small boat of PungRyu

upon Daecheong Lake.
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Time Becoming Scent
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A flower does not release its fragrance

the moment it blooms.

It must dry under sunlight, sway in the wind,

and be soaked by rain

for its true scent to settle in.

So it is with me.

Life leaves its marks,

and as time gently ripens my heart,

I, too, become a quiet scent.

If someone brushes past me someday

and remembers me

by even the faintest warmth—

would that not be enough?

As I walk this uneven road,

I am still maturing today.

Even if I bloom late,

even if I do not fade quickly—

that is all right.

The fragrance within me

will quietly spread

when the time is right.

.
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A Season Growing Full
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I told myself I wouldn’t write poems for a while,

yet once I stopped, only stray thoughts kept growing.

Outside, the cosmos flowers are in full bloom.

A season growing full—

even the blossoms ripen in their own colors.

Why am I the only one standing still?

Time keeps flowing, the wind keeps passing,

yet my heart stays caught in the same place.

But it’s all right.

An unripe heart is simply not ready yet,

and a paused moment is only a quiet breath

to hold a deeper fragrance.

Someday, like this season,

I, too, will ripen softly

and bloom into a gentle scent.

To Steady My Breath with the Forest
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At midday, I walked into the forest.

Sunlight shattered through the leaves,

and the wind brushed quietly across my shoulders.

I took out my daegeum and played a single phrase.

The sound was not loud.

As if the forest wished to steady its breath first,

I too sat down and matched my breathing to its rhythm.

Birdsong and the trembling of the wind

connected like a single sheet of music.

Between them, my own breath rested quietly.

After a while, the daegeum lay beside me.

I simply listened —

the breath of the forest,

and the breath of myself.

Today’s performance

was a performance without performing.

Autumn and the Migratory Birds
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Beyond the field of silver grass, the sun sets.

The light softens, and the breeze speaks of seasons

in a quiet, low breath.

Even in the gray shadows of the distant city,

the pale silver grass still looks toward the sky.

Migratory birds descend onto the pond.

Crossing the faraway sky,

they pause here to steady their breath

and carve autumn onto the still water.

In the harvested fields,

doves rise all at once.

Even the last stalk of straw left on the empty land

holds the final breath of autumn.

Withering lotus leaves, 

a single tree tinged in red,

and the small wildflowers still in bloom —

each of them, in their own portion of time,

learns the quiet art of staying

and the quiet art of leaving.

Autumn lingers in its own way.

For those who depart, it becomes rest.

For those who remain, it becomes comfort.

And gently, it welcomes the next season.
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Like the Fragrance of Quince

––––––––
[image: ]


In autumn,

quinces fall like the leaves.

One bruised little fruit

rolled and rolled

until it landed in my hand.

I placed it neatly by the window,

and soon, a quiet fragrance filled the room.

Left alone, it would simply rot—

but once it meets someone,

its scent is shared.

Life is much the same.

The clearer it becomes, the deeper its fragrance,

and as time moves on, the heart grows firmer.

Now, I wish to meet

a companion with a good fragrance—

someone who knows the gentle art of Pungryu,

after I lay down all needless desires.

At the End of October   
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The sky is clear,

and my heart feels a little lonesome.

At the end of a branch

from which all the leaves have fallen,

a few red leaves remain.

Perhaps it’s not that they refuse to fall,

but that they want to linger

just a little longer in sunlight.

So do I.

Today,

I try to hold on

just a little longer.

The Fading Sunlight 

The day felt long.

My heart was heavy, and the wind was cold.

Through a break in the clouds,

a single beam of light

summoned the quiet inside me.

As even sunlight pauses to rest,

I, too, set down the weight of today.

“I lived earnestly again today.

I saw a hint of hope.

Tomorrow will be brighter.”

I place the last shard of light

carefully into my heart

and steady my breath once more.

A day filled with the fragrance of quince—

“Sunlight, let’s meet again tomorrow.”

Autumn leans gently against me,

and I am grateful

for its warmth again today.

A Day I Miss My Mother

When the Jirisan wind brushes past,

the touch of my mother’s fingertips comes back to me.

Like a river shimmering with moonlight,

her hands were warm without a single word.

Now, I can only meet her embrace

inside an old song,

yet the wind still carries

my mother’s scent.

Today again,

I walk the path of longing —

Mother, Sister,

let’s live by the riverside.





Mother’s Season







When the Chuseok winds turn cold,

my mother’s name becomes even clearer.

Among the fallen leaves scattered

through the valleys of Jirisan,

longing seeps out,

and even on the rippling waters of Daecheong Lake,

her touch shimmers.

The heart that held me

for a lifetime

now returns as wind.

Even in autumn sunlight,

I look for her embrace.

Today again,

I place a breath of daegeum

in both hands

and offer it to her —

“Mother, Sister, 

let us live by the riverside.”

At autumn Maple Path

Yellow ginkgo leaves sway in the wind.

Sunlight smiles between the branches.

Where time paused for a moment,

a single truth remains.

Like autumn leaves, life also ripens,

and in sunlight, I feel abundance.

Warmer than the sound of the daegeum

is the warmth of the landscape itself.

Autumn quietly

colors my heart.

Red, yellow, and green —

a clear and gentle painting 

of the season.

In the Midst of Autumn

Sunlight held me close.

And the wind played gently with my breath.

Between the yellow ginkgo leaves,

the world was flowing slowly.

A silence so deep

even the daegeum could not break it—

the quiet elegance of nature itself.

In that moment,

I didn’t want to stand outside the world;

I longed to step into it.

And if my life

were to stop here,

it would not be an end—

but the clearest

breath of Pungryu.

The Best Season

Autumn is

the moment when my heart begins to resemble nature.

It ripens as it colors deeply,

and becomes a teacher who teaches me

how to empty myself

and fill again.

Lazy Afternoon

The scenery as it is,

autumn leaves as they are—

each dressing themselves in quiet beauty.

I sit in sunlight,

a small insect beside me,

and play the clear daegeum.

On a windless day like this,

what need is there

for anything more?

Two fallen leaves lie together,

napping in warm light—

I close my eyes with them.

Blue sky drifting with clouds,

a field washed in autumn color—

the mountain valley performs its slow dance.

Drowsiness arrives, softly.
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Autumn
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Today is

a day that feels complete

simply by being.

A day to lie down

like a fallen leaf

and bask in sunlight.

A day already beautiful,

even without adornment.

To My Friend — A Quiet Autumn Morning

Even without splendor,

nature is always beautiful.

Just as autumn leaves deepen on their own,

our hearts, too, can ripen slowly.

Let’s not rush,

let’s not be anxious.

Just—

like this autumn day,

quiet, warm, as it is.

My friend, take heart.

Feel PungRyu ~

Feel Life ~

Morning of Ipdong (the day winter truly begins)

The first day of winter,

I woke from dawn’s shallow sleep.

Four years ago,

when my heart had collapsed,

I walked the trails of Jirisan.

Step by step,

sweat filled ten bowls—

and the warmth Jirisan Mother gave

became an ember that never went out. 

I survived winter

as mere endurance,

but now, with warmth returning,

I begin to grow life again.

Breathing anew,

I gather sunlight in my arms,

and walk forward—

dreaming once more.
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Makgeolli and Shrimp

A cup,

quietly settling

into my heart.

A bite,

and the sea wind

colors my mouth.

For a moment,

I set down the noise of the world

and warm

today’s me

once more.

Waiting for My New Poetry Book

A world changing day by day

is my book worthy of being placed in it.

I did not release it to boast

but perhaps I picked an unripe fruit too soon.

It is the root of my life

and may become a stem for someone.

Moving through green, yellow, and red

it may become a leaf that brings life to the roots.

The various shapes of life

I place into poems,

the tremors of the heart

I place into poems,

the pieces of thought

I place into poems,

placing my life

on the earthen jars,

like a jangdokdae of the world..

So that the world

may slowly

ferment my shortcomings.

Richer.

Deeper.

I wait.

(jangdokdae - a Korean place where life ferments with time)

Greatness

On a dead tree,

moss begins to grow.

A single ivy vine

sets down its roots.

Death becomes soil,

and desperation becomes hope.

Nature is, indeed,

great.

Falling for Autumn
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I fell,
quietly,
into the colors of today.

Soft yellow,
modest red,
no need to boast.

Autumn came to me
like a gentle woman,
and my heart
skipped a beat.​ 

Autumn Leaves I Want to Fall in Love With
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Today’s autumn leaves

are not something I merely look at—

they settle gently in my heart.

A hint of red,

a quiet breath of yellow,

a soft smile carried by a single thread of wind.

Even before they come close,

my heart is the first to flutter.

I realize now—

I am in love

with nature itself.

Breath
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When I was young,

I learned breath through hide-and-seek—

holding it, waiting, listening.

As I grew,

I lived by running—

gasping, chasing life.

Now,

I sit quietly

and look back at myself.

This simple act of breathing—

I am grateful

for all of it.

My companion,

the clear breath of my danso.

The forest breathes,

the birds chatter,

the fish ripple in the water.

One breath

connecting everything—

The great, natural Pungryu..
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Yellow Life
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Autumn

is the messenger

that knows me best.

I, too,

ripened yellow

through time,

wind,

and long patience.

Rich as grain,

sweet as a ripe persimmon,

warm as sunlight —

that is how I am learning to live.

Life

braids together brilliance and simplicity,

twists joy with worry,

and keeps flowing on.

Like a child

who has lived a full day

and offers, without shame,

a small, honest, yellow gift.

It is not filth.

It is a sign of being well,

a record of the day,

a quiet proof of love.

I live such a life.

Not one that tries to shine,

but one that tries to stay true.

When I have spent

all sunlight of the day

and the sky leans toward dusk,

a brief wash of afterglow

warms me,

touches me with a little sadness,

and makes life even more beautiful —

my yellow life.

A Chestnut from the Mountain
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Weekend lunch,

the squirrel’s saved meal.

I steam the chestnuts

and place one in my mouth.

Even without chewing,

the sweetness spreads.

The taste the squirrel

once held full in its cheeks.

Mountain wind,

sunlit breath,

summer rain —

All slowly unfold

inside my mouth

and teach me:

“You, too,

are ripening like this.”

Autumn smiles.

Taste of Chestnuts

Today,

I eat chestnuts

like a small, cheerful squirrel.

The shell is thick,

but I know—

inside hides

a sweet, tender heart.

These countless hours

I spent writing poems,

feelings I couldn’t hold in words—

their soft core

is here as well.

Like the warmth

I shared with PungRyu-dong and Haetsal-i

as we peeled chestnuts together—

Today’s lunch

is not just a simple meal,

but a breath that restores me, 

a taste of
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