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My soul travels
Going out and coming back at will
but definitely/full-heartedly it will return

bringing surprises I barely learn.

In my childhood
it played around every tree and flower I touched
every piece of cloud and every stream I met

and threw me into wonderlands

In my adolescence

it roamed in the sea of cognizance

never forgetting a swallow for me

and picking up colorful stones to build my dream

thus light is shed on my confusing path

In my youth

it set out from home

trekking for dreamy distance

all the way through thunders, snows and storms

eventually, the rainbow of hope I received in arms

In my love story

it flew to the other half of mine

sending words from my yearning heart
suddenly, slight jealousy and bitterness bite

it then panics about its dwelling site.
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In time of my inner peace

it observes the world’s fickleness and warmness
sitting quietly on the bustling streets

and buries my anxieties and disappointments

in other people’s stories.

At my misery moments

it goes through everything connected to me
from laughter in the past

and happiness at present

my life is re-sprinkled with light

In spring, it collects fragrance from the blossoming world

In summer, it searches for refreshing coolness under the tree
shade

In autumn, it cries out joy for bumper harvest of plains

In winter, it cuddles ice elves from glacial mountains

Until one day

it stops travelling

learning from the surrounding plants and people
the universe was a connected whole long ago,
mountains are here, rivers are here

no need to start a long journey
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