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Autumn Sky

Rain brushed past for a moment,

A tiger took a bride,

And I could breathe again.

The clear sky the rain had washed,

Clouds floating gently,

Even my blue dreams rise.

In the autumn breeze,

Small leaves drift away—

PungRyu Dongi is simply happy.
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At the Pond in Hoseo University
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Yesterday, I walked through the Hoseo campus,

carrying many thoughts within me.

Now it has become a place

that fills my heart with calm when life feels heavy.

At the pond I often visit,

a family of geese waddled and played.

I joined them for a while,

playing my daegeum softly.

Watching the geese waddle along,

a tune from The Earthen Road came to mind.

I grew up in the countryside,

waddling along rice paddies to carry seedlings,

and in strawberry fields, carrying baskets of fruit.

Today, the sound of haegeum and gayageum

walking side by side along that earthen road,

feels even closer to my heart.

Writer’s Declaration
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I will live like sunlight—

breaking through darkness,

carrying the hope of light.
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I will see clearly,

breathe within nature,

and share the joy of clarity.

With words like sunlight,

I will move hearts,

and walk the path of PungRyu,

toward a brighter world.

Today,

as Chaedam who paints with clarity,

I begin my journey as a writer.

.

Sunlight

From morning, the sunlight is luscious.

How beautiful the light that enters the dark.

You—sunlight with clear, glimmering eyes,

smiling so brightly—

Your rays and laughter pour down

on me, weary from life,

and they become my hope.

The clear air brims with sunlight,

and when it meets the daegeum’s breath,

it splits heaven and earth

Haegeum

Wheee— wheee—

the haegeum cries.

Kyaeng— kyaeng— kyaeng—

the haegeum cries again.

Its sorrowful sound

halts even the passing moon.

Its aching tone

lulls the stars to sleep.

Is it because life itself aches

that you weep so, haegeum?

Over Daecheong Lake

where stars have fallen,

the daegeum weeps—

and the haegeum weeps along.

After Cheoseo, in Autumn
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Cheoseo has passed —

the day when the heat begins to wane.

Leaves fall, one by one,

and maples turn, one by one.

The cicadas cry even louder,

as if clinging to the last of summer.

Together with nature,

our pungryu ripens too.

Hearts fall, one by one,

and thoughts turn, one by one.

We live our days,

deeper in pungryu.

With each fading heart,

a leaf falls;

with each ripened thought,

a maple turns red.

At the sound of the dansop,

the cicadas grow quiet.

And I, like a leaf,

roll and wander through the day. 

Note: Cheoseo  ( the Season of Waning Heat )
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In the Autumn Fields
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Under the autumn sky, 

clearer than the sound of the danso,

Chestnuts grow plump and ripe.

The rice fields turn golden,

And sunlight filling the fields nurtures nature.

The blue sky feels like the sea,

The white clouds like waves.

Amid the green of the autumn fields,

The harmony of the sky is wondrous.

Morning in Buyeo


Where the breath of Baekje lingers,
the sky is clear,
and curved roof tiles seem to sing.



A single note of the danso, pure and clear,
and hearts that dream of meeting
bridge history and the future.













At the Baekma River   
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The river of Baekje flows,

holding the years,

soaking in today’s breath.

Though clouds drift away,

the ripples remain,

connecting history and me.

Bamboo
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A bamboo slip from days without paper,

carrying words, recording history.

A bamboo whisk guiding meditation,

offering insight, awakening me.

A bamboo pillow in midsummer,

holding the calm of body and mind.

The daegeum, purifying the world,

dreams of a clear world through Pungryu.




Leaning on the Daegeum





This way, that way,

as the wind blows, as the waves roll,

the life Kim Satgat sang of

was already Pungryu.



I, too, carry a daegeum,

strap on a backpack,

and walk the trails around Jirisan.



Rice or porridge,

meals need not be exact three times a day;

walking, resting, gazing at distant mountains is enough.



If there’s a market, a bowl of makgeolli,

if there’s a companion, a sip of laughter.



In this ordinary world,



I walk into Pungryu.

Sunset
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The sky reddened,

as if its pale inner flesh had been revealed.

There was the sea, and there were waves—

a sky brimming with vitality.

A sky once unashamed,

perhaps now feels embarrassed.

Green trees shed their leaves,

has the sky also taken on color?

Leaves scatter in every hue,

yet you are red, like a cherry.

Sacred, like the wine

seen at mass in a cathedral.

To hide my own shame,

you confess your sin first.

Half-Moon by Day
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Leaving the day behind, moving into night,

the round moon is only half.

Even weary from circling the Earth,

it does not lose its sweetness.

The Earth orbiting the sun

must be half as well.

I, living my life,

am only half.

I lack the insight to see both sides.

Still, I want to be sweet.

The Emptiness of Pungryu

The beginning of Pungryu comes from nothing.

Emptiness is the start of fulfillment;

the hollow of bamboo

receives breath and becomes sound.

The essence of Pungryu is emptying the mind.

Sitting in a circle, we harmonize our hearts

and fill them with clear joy.

Pungryu is an endless flow,

following the wind, the clouds, the waterways.

It is not aimlessness,

but following pure delight without distraction.

Pungryu is freedom itself.

Knowing that freedom carries responsibility,

we let go of attachment and live unrestrained.

Thus, pungryu is Emptiness —

the quiet fullness within the void.
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Cheonan Samgeori Park
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Cheonan Samgeori Park, newly refreshed,

the breeze feels cool.

Families come out to play,

their faces bright with smiles.

Little ones splash in the water,

adults take a good rest.

A pavilion lined with weeping willows,

the pond full of lotus blossoms.

Amid strolling visitors,

the clear notes of the daegeum drift.

Light footsteps carry

the pure sound of the danso.

Cicadas are loud,

yet within the flow of danso and daegeum, all is calm.

The little ones, sharp-eared,

playfully engage in a game of push and pull with me.

Living
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There are pains pressed down

deep within life.

Sometimes soothed by good words,

sometimes by a drink,

yet when the time comes, they rise again.

In autumn, I long for my mother.

She left early, and I am always sorry.

When leaves fall, my heart sinks.

In spring, I miss my father.

He passed away during rice planting,

and the green fields stir my tears.

No friend remains in this changed world to comfort me;

grief is alone, pain is alone,

bitter in this indifferent life.

Already, autumn tugs at me.

It’s not yet time for the leaves to turn,

but today, I am deeply lonely.

White dew descends—Baekro,

the heat lingers, and wounds run deep.

I am grateful at least for the Pungryu at Samgeori Park.
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A Day of Good Wind
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The day is cloudy,

yet the wind feels cool.

I watched the ivy on the wall

at Hoseo University,

and breathed in the autumn breeze.

I held a gentle scene,

and thought a gentle thought.

Let’s go clear.

Autumn Ivy
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The hot days have passed,

and the ivy climbing the wall

quietly turns its color.

My lifelong friend, the daegeum—

the place where we once played

remains in the echo of clear sound.

In a good scene,

I keep one good thought

close to my heart.

Clearly,

just clearly,

Let’s go clear.
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Words of Hope

––––––––
[image: ]


When I walk down a dark road,

the sound of my own footsteps

breaks the silence of fear first.

It’s all right to fall.

It’s all right to stumble.

What matters is standing up again.

Hope is not a distant star,

but a small flame within me

that never goes out.

The weariness of today

cannot hide the light of tomorrow.

I will rise once more,

and walk with you again.

At the Threshold of Autumn Light
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A cool breeze

opens the gates of the sky.

Sunlight travels a long road

to rest warmly on my shoulder.

Fallen leaves, leaving their place,

begin to draw a new path.

Today,

I walk with the wind.

The Leisure of Jirisan

When life wears me down,

I sweat it out on the slopes of Jirisan.

When thirst tires my body,

I share a cup of makgeolli on the mountain.

When loneliness sinks deep,

I talk with a friend beneath its sky.

When I lose my way,

I play my daegeum along the forest trail.

And when the world feels too heavy,

I simply play with nature — together, as one.

Gujeolcho 

When frost settles on the grass

and autumn light softly descends,

it calls me to rise

with a white breath, like a gentle dance.

Leaving behind all splendor,

keeping only simplicity,

each small petal

holds a tender drop of longing.

Today again,

I stand leaning on the wind,

walking along the pine-scented path,

like a gujeolcho in bloom.
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Autumn Rain Busking

At Seonhak Music Hall in autumn rain,

a single note of Sangryeongsan on the daegeum

lingered with friends from three countries.

Ginkgo leaves poured yellow,

and I laughed—an unintentional "ginkgo turn" guy.

Back at the office,

a bowl of instant ramen,

sipping the rain like wine to fill my heart.

Today,

was already art.

Morning of the Chamomile Daisy
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With good friends

and good drink,

my mind is clear. 

Sitting at Seonhak Music Hall

in the morning sunlight,

I smile at the wildflowers.

After a night of Solsunju,

I stand firmly 

like a pine tree.

On Chuseok morning,

the great holiday of our people,

I dream a joyful dream.

The chamomile daisies smile,

and so do I.

Eat well, live well.

Pomegranate Tree
In autumn, I used to brew liquor

and offer it to my parents at the Lunar New Year.

Now, both my parents

and the tree are gone—

the hometown house stands empty.

This year, I’ll buy pomegranates from the market,

brew the liquor with care,

and offer it to my master.

In that cup,

I will meet again

the sparkling memories of pomegranates

and the warmth of my parents.

Morning Walk in My Hometown

During Chuseok,

I stayed up through the night

sharing stories with my family.

By early morning,

dew had settled

on the old hometown house.

Pink Impatiens

smiled,

holding the dew.

Along the country path,

morning glories

swayed in the breeze.

Ripening rice fields

carried the scent of home.

Red Salvia

welcomed the morning

with song.

On the rural road,

a rooster greeted the day:

Cock-a-doodle-doo!

The Scent of Persimmons
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The scent of persimmons is sharp.

Within the sweetness, bitterness hides.

I took out autumn from the jar,

and for over an hour

scraped the soft persimmons—

my eyes sting.

Removing the spoiled parts,

I gather what can be saved.

If any sweetness remains,

perhaps it is

the taste of my patience.

The persimmons ripen,

and I grow clearer.

Time is about taking away,

clarity is about adding.

Luck
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In the heart of happiness, I search for luck.

Three leaves for happiness,

four for luck —

yet it’s never easy to find that extra leaf.

Pungryu once said,

“Luck is like a flower that loves sunlight;

it blooms beside those

who open their hearts and wait.”

Some buy a lottery ticket for dreams,

others for a bit of comfort.

Watching the wildflowers by the road,

I look for a four-leaf clover again today — 

but luck seems to pass me by.

So I write a poem for the sunlight

that luck adores,

hoping one day

it will rest in my open hands.
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Continuing Life
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Beneath the autumn sky,

I begin another day.

Five years ago, in the world of industry,

Three years ago, on the path of learning,

And a year ago, among the autumn leaves,

I tempered myself.

The days that seemed to have stopped

were, in truth, all connected.

Like lines on a drawing, like breaths in a
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I PREFACE

T have always been on the road—
sometimes with a heart full of excitement,
sometimes trembling with fear.

As T walked, I came to understand:
the road is never straight.

It disappears, then reappears,

and in the midst of being lost,

it opens anew.

Now, I find mysclf facing fear agrin—
standing on a strange and weary path.
Yet I believe this fear will in the end,
turn into anticipation,

and gently lead me forward once more.

The road belongs to those who walk it.
Even if you smmble, pause, or turn back,
the moment you take a step,

your own path begins.

And at the end of that path,
Twill breathe again—

and meet the anticipation
that has been waiting for me.

2025. 10. In Autumn
Chadam YOO NAMHO
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what is good - This is Clear Joy.

“In the 21st century, itis not easy to enjoy true blessings.”
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Sunlight

— Seeds of Hope

Anew day,
the beginning of a bright and hopeful morning.
Let's go clear!

As sunlight breaks through the clouds,
our hearts grow brighter,
and the world shines with us.
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