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Hi, theyleaveshadows here! A quick TLN: In the entries, translations I’'m particularly unsure about are
colored gray. If you see any mistakes/problems or have any other suggestions for wording/formatting/etc,
please comment here or message me on reddit (/u/theyleaveshadows). An additional note - this document
was created on desktop, so please use the top link if you are on mobile or experiencing lag.

As of July 25th 2021, song lyrics are included in the diary. Amy was translated by rachie, Nautilus was
translated by EJ Translations, and the rest were translated by yours truly. I also used both EJ and
rachie’s translations as reference for some of my own, particularly for Kokoro ni Ana ga Aita as the TL

is so ingrained in me. Lyrics are notoriously open-ended, so PLEASE check out their translations as
well!

Now that that’s out of the way — please enjoy this amateur translation of the diary included with the
Yorushika album, "Elma". Here are some links to resources, before we begin:

Source of Diary Transcription / Chinese Translation (c. @rikajpopmusic):
https://drive.google.com/drive/folders/10iZoWMXA _JWe5SBxdcOgQegslaNbPd4

Elma (Album) Lyrics Translation Doc (c. rachie ft. Night Deer Translations, EJ Translations):

Yourshika Masterlist (Translations for Other Albums):

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1yAAZOU5a8aNTW2GB4pNDpZOp8S9sopg-i91DhUtZKeU/edit (c.Night Deer
Iranslations)

3 )L A Fan Zone Discord, where translations are frequently posted: https://discord.gg/wdam3HB

Amy’s Letters to Elma (WIP; c. Night Deer Translations ft. EJ Translations):

Cool Analytical Essay on Amy’s Letters and Elma’s Diary (c. Loafer):

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1NpkZ mbvCIauw5CrwNquOC8tQ-injnY5VTIX8VCpBJA/edit?usp=sharing

Amy’s Letters to Elma (Complete; c. Loafer ft. Night Deer Translations, EJ
Translations, and others):
https://docs.google.com/document/d/TAYYdL1s9-09GXOWNGIxoXgt 6Ned4jr6-bvVPd43UsGg/edit?

usp=sharinTranslations

Translation of the Plagiarism Novel (c. CapC0, zednet, me!):
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1prIkw51bZ8aq0fIVnpiLKYIpoqS6Uoj_Gkg7WebVJ5c/edit



https://docs.google.com/document/d/1XQM3r-vbYSMxdc-YARxqUJkeZiF7YKd-Dd2N5aeeB74/edit?usp=sharing
https://twitter.com/splendiferachie
https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/
https://twitter.com/rikajpopmusic
https://drive.google.com/drive/folders/1QiZoWMXA__JWe5SBxdcOqQeqs1aNbPd4
https://twitter.com/splendiferachie
https://twitter.com/NightDeerTL?s=09
https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1oTZmQU1CqN5M5_JJMv46J7dZn8qqS7xdGz-jADwnApI/edit?usp=sharing
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1yAAZ0U5a8aNTW2GB4pNDpZ0p8S9sopg-i91DhUtZKeU/edit
https://twitter.com/NightDeerTL?s=09
https://twitter.com/NightDeerTL?s=09
https://discord.gg/wdam3HB
https://twitter.com/NightDeerTL?s=09
https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Xg4IvbWFOlDcQHrP_SqhRf1yWrNO4NFBGMfm-Upg2LA/edit
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1NpkZ_mbvCIauw5CrwNquQC8tQ-injnY5VTJX8VCpBJA/edit?usp=sharing
https://twitter.com/NightDeerTL?s=09
https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/
https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/https://ejtranslations.wordpress.com/tag/artist-yorushika/
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1AYYdLls9-Q9GX0WNGIxoXgt_6Ne4jr6-bvVPd43UsGg/edit?usp=sharinTranslations
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1AYYdLls9-Q9GX0WNGIxoXgt_6Ne4jr6-bvVPd43UsGg/edit?usp=sharinTranslations
https://twitter.com/CapC0
https://twitter.com/hindzeit
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1prIkw51bZ8qqOfJVnpjLKYIpoqS6Uoj_Gkq7WebVJ5c/edit
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Memory 1

God lives within the work itself. That was
his saying. God doesn't exist among us
humans, God only exists on the inside of the
works that humans create. There are many
works in which God has resided, but God does
not exist within a single person.

I still remember it. Him, tracing the trail
of rain dripping down the window with his

fingertip,
was always living inside of his memories.

caressing a diary in his arm. He

I think the work you left
behind is important. I don't think there's
anything you should change about it. Just
like in Ibuse Masuji’s story, Jjust like a
giant salamander traps a frog in a grotto all
while stuck itself, your work blocks the
entrance, keeping anything from leaking out.
I don't think anyone should overlook the
memories that relentlessly try to run away.
And that’s not just me thinking about your
work, either. It's about keeping you locked
away, too. “God lives within the work
itself.” I couldn't care less about that
phrase, back then.

But you know, Amy,

But even now,
thing to God.

to me — you're the closest
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3/14

On the train heading east from Copenhagen,
the conductor asked me to show him my

passport. When I took it out from my travel
bag and reached up to show him, I realized

that we were crossing the border.

I could hear the
sound of people speaking a foreign language I
Outside of that car,
filled with people of all different races and

From the seats behind me,

couldn't recognize.

backgrounds, I could see glimpses of fresh
leaves swaying in the sea breeze - appearing

and disappearing from sight.
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It's like I'm at the bottom of a lake

A single breath of air becomes tangled in my throat
In the brief seconds that I let air bubbles free

My feet finally touch the ground

I can feel the gentle sensation of mud

Always Always Always Always Always
Just following behind you, and that's it

I always wanted to talk about things that didn’t matter

The water lilies float - they’re transparent from the water pressure
At this point, I'd be okay with anything more certain than a mirage
I don't care if it's vague

I don't care if it’s planned out

At this point, I don't care where we go -

Let's just run away

It's like I'm at the bottom of a lake

My wet eardrums start to tickle

Expectations, the future, tomorrow - I didn't want to hear any of it
The bubbles leaving my mouth are so pretty
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Always Always Always Always Always Always
Captivated by them, and that's it

I always wanted to find something more important than the heart
Words are so cruel - they’re transparent from the water pressure
Hey, I'm searching for something prettier than just a pretty facade
But it's okay if we forget about all that -

Let's just run away already

I don't need this person that I am

I don't need anything -

Not money, or fame, or love, or acclaim - I don't need anything
At this point, I just want to go somewhere far away

I want to touch outside of these memories

I want to listen to your songs again

Always Always Always Always Always
Just following behind you, and that's it

I always wanted to sing about things that didn’t matter

The water lilies float - they’re transparent from the water pressure
At this point, I'd be okay with anything more certain than a mirage,
At this point, I don't care where we go -

In reality, I just wanted to leave everything behind and run away
Life is transparent - transparent from the water pressure

At this point, I'd be okay with anything more certain than a mirage,
I don't care if it's vague

I don’t care if it’s planned out

At this point, I don't care where we go -

Let's just run away
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From Malmé to Lund. The Nordic Spring is so
much colder than I thought it would be. He
wrote about a town full of students in his

letters.

Did he walk through this city? On the

outskirts, I rent a single room at a hostel.
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Even now, I stand on the nearly-broken

veranda, rereading those letters he wrote. At

this point, it's almost a daily routine for

me.

write down everything
that happened before now in my notebook. I'm
I know that the days I spent with him
are going to start leaking from the box of my
head, bit by bit. And I know that it'll only
accelerate as the days pass me by.

I return to my room;

scared.

From my
full-capacity brain, the leaking memories
will make a small hole,
it.
the parts that can be written down.

and slip on through

I have to keep a diary. Even if it's just
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I found the place where he took the photo
quickly. Past the southern exit of the
central station, outside of a private home
near Lund University. I see the cathedral
appear and disappear from sight between the

5. N roofs of old buildings.
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But because the night is coming,
I can only look towards the day after tomorrow

I'1l put it into words one more time
Remember that certain August day
To me, it’s full of things I can never say enough about

I'11 play two measures on my guitar
The length of this song is 380 characters
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I wrote rock-and-roll songs
Always singing about that summer

Goodbye just isn't enough -

I'11 sing this song of those days with you aglow in the red of the sunset
Just remembering isn't enough

I'm waiting for a summer of swimming flowers

and you're becoming words

So that I wouldn't forget,

I wrote about those fireworks we saw that summer
The us inside of my memories

Are like ghosts that can only be seen at night

There's nothing good that exists
To me, this world was incomprehensible
Full of things you never taught me

The hall where we played piano

and that cafe aren't there anymore

I want to kill all those people who spoke ill of us
I know that you would laugh at that

It's not enough to go on like this

The more I recall the memory of us in the wind that had lost us in flowers -
the more it hurts

The summer is coming

I'm seeing a dream

And inside of my heart, a hole is opening

Just singing a song isn't enough

Through this song of those days with you aglow in the red of the sunset
I want to know a beautiful night

Lost in flowers,

waiting for the summer,

the moon leaves me glowing in its light
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Lund Cathedral.
city, built in

Right in the heart of the

the 12th century, romanesque.
A high ceiling. An altarpiece of Christ. A
stone platform set in the center. A pipe
organ. A chandelier and candle lights hanging
from the ceiling. Chairs lined up in rows. An
underground hall. A statue of a legendary
giant, clinging to the sides of a pillar. I
gaze upon the astronomical clock that Amy
wrote about in his letter.

I imitate him, leaning on a wooden chair at
the edge of a cathedral wall.

The days of songwriting continue onwards.
Nowadays, I often think back to the time I

HEEAAIELTNS, met him.
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I had
That
writing something down

On the way to my grandmother's house,
to stop for shelter from a sudden rain.
was where I saw him,
eagerly.

On the wooden, round table in front of him,
there was a small plate with a cappuccino
cup — the steam dissipated. I could imagine
that it had been there long enough to cool
down completely. The cup was pushed aside to
make room for a sheet of loose-leaf paper,
which was held in place at its end with an
eraser.

His eyes faced downwards the entire time. He
kept his gaze fixed on the paper as he
tapped on the table with the butt of his
pencil. It was like, to him, the entire
truth of the world was written on that
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single page. Then - as if remembering - he
would run his pencil across the paper before
he took a breath, and returned to glaring at
the words before him.

In a seat a little ways away from him, I was
bored - tracing the patterns of the wooden
table with my finger. The rain was showing
no signs of stopping, and the bag I had with
me had nothing inside that I could use to
kill the time.

I absentmindedly watched him as he kept on
writing for a long period before finally
putting his pencil down. Interested now, I
watched him actively from my peripheral
vision. He nonchalantly took the single page
he had just finished, crumpled it up into a
ball, and tossed it into the garbage can
that was resting on the terrace. He reached
his hand into the bag beside him to take out
a leather notebook, a fountain pen, and an
ink bottle before he returned to writing
something down eagerly. This time though, he
didn't stop — he didn't get stuck. He wrote
smoothly. It appeared as though he was
copying what he had just written onto
another page — that’s the impression his
movements gave me.

As one would expect though, even he couldn't
keep his concentration forever. As he stared
at the eaves of the building, he laid his
upper body down over the top of the table
and closed his eyes. And then, just like
that, with a single twitch, he stopped
moving.

The pitter-patter of the rain sounded from
the roof, gently filling the terrace with
white noise. From the brim of the garbage

a single piece of paper fell -
overflowing from the pile. It was lifted by
the wind, rolled across the ground, and then
- eventually - it reached the feet of me,
who was sitting close by.

can,
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He was laid out on the table still -
signs of moving.

no

I don't remember what I was thinking.

But at that moment, I reached my hand down
quietly towards the floor, and lifted the
paper to the table with my fingertips.
Inside, a single song was written.

Jammed within the borders of that A5,
loose-leaf paper, the characters - silently
standing in line - looked like they were
scribbled. Above the words,

simple symbols. Even I, ignorant as I was,
could work out that it was music.

there were

Screech - the sound of a chair scraping
against the floor brought me back to
reality. I panicked, and hurriedly folded
the paper into my lap before raising my
head. He had woken up, and I searched for
something to say to him.

I felt the awful feeling of being a voyeur
weighing down on me - I averted my eyes, and
looked down.

All of the sudden, the rain sounded thinner,
quieter than I remembered. The smell of
early summer rose from the drenched
floorboards.

I met Amy on a cafe terrace, within the
sound of dripping rain.
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4/5

On my way Northeast, I had to stay in an
out-of-the-way town, Jonkdéping, because of a
problem with the train. It's a quiet
lakeside town, south of the country's second
largest lake. I watch the setting sun that,
in the white night, never seems to fully
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disappear. I sit on the sandy beach,
in the lake wind.

taking

The famous poet, Matsuo Basho, once said:
"Haikus should be written by a
three-year-old child". That quote was
written in one of his letters. While I was
doing some research on Basho, I found a book
written about Yosa no Buson. He was a haiku
poet who wrote haikus that were influenced
by Basho. He thought that Shoufu - that is
to say, Basho's writing style - was the
correct way to write. He admired him.

So much so that, one day, Buson reached the
path that Basho himself was following.
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Words whitened to gray have a color just like cappuccino
Don't bother with excuses, leave them by the window
I can't count them all

A heart whitened to gray has a color just like cappuccino
Don't bother with excuses, let's gulp down this cappuccino
And pretend to be stupid

Now, as if indecisive, the rain flows

And we are drowned in a storm of flowers

From these memories I hold of you that still haven't faded
Please, please, please don't overflow

The shore waits for the waves, and the sun aglow in the fading
evening

reflects off of the window

In Visby in August, with only a slight sea breeze

I'm waiting in vain for the roar of waves

The whiteness of the flowers swimming in summer, and the late
evening rain,

Are drowned in the flowing night

So that nobody fades away, take a single flower

And please, please, please, place it inside of your chest
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It's always been so strange

I've only ever wanted to be taught a single way to live

Even though I don't have anything left to pay you back with

If you're not going to answer, then just a single word is okay
I don't understand

I really don't understand

Now, as if indecisive, the rain flows

And we are drowned in a storm of flowers

This song I'm writing so you won't fade

I'm begging please, please, please don't let me forget - even now

Another summer is coming to an end,

I hold a single flower to my chest

And from the back of my flowing eyelids -

from this song made to keep to you from fading -
Please, please, please, don't overflow
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Memory 3

Amy liked the word "pointless (muda)". He
liked writing it down too, to the point
where it was abnormal. His room didn't
really have enough in it. Dresser, couch,
table - he didn't have any of that. There
was just a small desk with a single chair in
the middle of his room, an acoustic guitar
leaning beside it. There was a blank space
that existed in that room, a vacuum that one
could say was "pointless" to his lifestyle.
To write a song, first he would write a
draft on excess pieces of paper. Then,
he would get it all down on those A5

once
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loose-leaf pages, he would copy it down into
his notebook. That's what I saw that day at
the cafe. His life certainly wasn't lavish -
but he still needed money to buy ink and

paper.

Most of the
pages had dates written on them and nothing
else. There was always a spare diary ready
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and he enjoyed staring at the
yet-unwritten, blank white pages. He liked
to boast that they were receptacles for the
imagination. From time to time, he liked to
write his newest songs on the pages he had
already opened in the past - it made him
happy to fill in the blank spaces, bit by
bit.

in his room,
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5/1
I arrive in Linképing.

Even though I've made it to this town, I
still don't get the feeling that he traveled
in this country. No matter where I go, I
can't find any traces that suggest he was
here. Of course I can't though. I don’t even
know how long it took before his box reached
me.

I visit Gamla Linképing, an open-air museum
that preserves the lifestyle of a medieval
town. Everywhere I look, there's exhibits
scattered all around that reproduce the old
ways of life. Beside the old houses, I sit
on a bench at the outskirts of a forest, and
continue songwriting.

I imagine the melody that he would write,
and write it out note by note. If he was the
one writing, surely this is how he would
phrase it. Within the gaps of the song,
put in scenery just like this; make the
words as sharp as thorns, as if digging into
himself; use minimal rhyming; mix past and
real experiences; include his habit of
saying, "I don’t care (dou demo ii)"; show a
constant yearning for the summer, a reaching
for an ideal; use "boku" as his first person

he'd

pronoun. Surely, this is the song that he
would write. Sitting here, looking back on
that time.

I understand that what I'm doing isn't
really creating, of course. It's only an
imitation.
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I arrive in Stockholm.

I have lunch at a cafe near Drottningholm
Palace.

There’s no taste to anything.
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A single day is far too short, but just
living is too long. The me back then lived
feeling like she was always being rushed by
something. With each fading day, I feel my
irritation pile up. It's not because I need
to accomplish something, it's just that I
can feel the shell coming loose from my
living self, bit by bit.

And beneath
countless layers, all the way
there's me, with nothing.

all of those
deep inside,

Life surely has an expiration date. Those
are the words that I let leak out to him, a
long time ago.
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To forget is horrible, isn't it?

Is it really something that can make someone happy?
Something without color bloomed

It bloomed in a summer without you

I don't want people to laugh at me

So I look down, as if I'm scared

Are you really expecting me to believe

That there's anything more important than the heart?

The sunset red catches up to the fading evening,
dyeing you

And you pass me by, so I won't see

Please don't go

We who choose not to acknowledge God

Can go anywhere

Hey, we might be ugly all the way down to our hearts
But the world is ours

Isn't music all we need?
We don’t have to follow in step with other people, right?
Weren't you the one who taught that to me?
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I don't care -
Let's just go somewhere far away, to a place nobody else knows of
And search for the moonlight

I couldn't care less

About things like calling some nameless flower beautiful
Your phrases are rubbing off on me

You're there, right below my throat

It's only when you’ve thrown away your words, your way of life, and
your courtesy

That music is made

How could you, who doesn't know the value of any of those things,
ever understand?

The sunset red catches up to the fading evening,
dyeing me

One day, time will overtake everything

Please don't disappear

We who choose not to acknowledge God

Want the whole world

Hey, give me all of your memories

You're ugly all the way down to your very heart

If you're free to choose your own values,
then you’re free to hurt others too, right?
Weren't you the one who never taught me that?

I don't care -
Let's just go somewhere far away, to a place nobody else has seen
And do our best imitation of living

And keep dancing with these horrible expressions
Even as our chests start to hurt

We who choose not to acknowledge God
Can go anywhere

Hey, if you think of the world as words
Then the world really is ours

To forget is horrible, isn't it?
As if it could make anyone happy
Weren't you the one who made me twisted enough to think that?




That's right -
I'11 just go somewhere far away, to a place nobody else knows of
And search for the moonlight
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Memory 4

Rather than leaving my memories behind and
disappearing, rather than leaving that town
behind - if we were to run away together,
Amy, I'd go anywhere with you.

I'd throw everything away. Even if one day
the end were to come, it would still be
better than a reality where we have nothing.
In some far off land, we'd forget everything
- even music. Even if we were poor, we’d
find jobs somehow. Even a run-down place
would be fine - we'd find a life together,
find our hearts again. If we were together,
it would all be okay.

Really it’s just that - with just that, I-
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6/15

Gamla Stan. The hustle-and-bustle falls over
the cobblestone roads. Amy dated his song
for the end of May, and made it clear that
he was writing a song about Gamla Stan after
the rain. In the end, he never wrote that
song. Inside of the box, all the letters
dated for June talk about other ones.

I want to know the reason why.
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6/16

Some time ago, he read one of my songs and
told me that he finally remembered the words
that he'd let slip away.

"You're making me jealous," he said.

Thinking that it was just a kind-hearted
joke, I laughed.

1
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It doesn't seem like it'll rain.
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6/20

It won’t rain.
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6/22

On my way to that public facility building,
I saw him enter a small hospital. It was
such a sunny day, that day.



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DlyG6MAKUOA
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6/25

There's no sign that it's going to rain.
Since I have nothing else to do, I decide to
take a walk around Gamla Stan. Though it's a
small island, the streets are complicated
and maze-like, overflowing with sightseers
and tourists.

I see a naked child running down a back
alley. Seems like even heat like this can't
beat out the most rambunctious kids. Somehow
I managed to follow him. From time to time,
the boy looks back at me, and waves his hand
as i1f beckoning me. I realize that we're
getting closer to Drottningholm Palace* the
further we go. I push through a narrow
alleyway and turn a corner. On the
street-side, there's a small gate - the boy
must have turned and entered it, heading off
towards wherever the path leads. I can't
read the characters engraved onto the
entrance, but I pass through it anyway,
following him, and the place I find myself
in is reminiscent of a quaint little
backyard.

There’s nobody else there with me. It's as
if, all of a sudden, the boy had
disappeared. Nestled next to the single tree
standing in the site is a pedestal, iron and
square-shaped. Affixed to the pedestal,
there's a small bench. And there, sitting on
top, as if it had led me there, a statue of
a small boy.

As early afternoon starts to pass, I see the
clouds in their carefree way begin to play,
and I start to smell the faint scent of rain
in the air.

* Elma says Drottningholm Palace here, but she likely meant
the Royal Palace in Gamla Stan
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Since I was always following close behind
him, I thought that maybe he might have been
fed up with me deep down.

But now, I don't understand any of it - not
his feelings or what he was trying to
convey. I don't understand anything.
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Memory 5

A little ways away from the station, there's
a hall open to the public with a small
upright piano. Me and Amy, when it rained,
would play there often. Needless to say,
since it was already an unpopular place to
begin with, it was quiet on rainy days - you
could hear the keys when you pressed them
down, and the sound of the pedal chafing
when you stepped on it. The atmosphere of
the deserted hall made it feel like we had
rented it out. Carried within the reverb,
the Liszt he played sounded like falling
rain.

To people like him who were serious about
music, I'm sure my piano playing came off as
something close to child's play. But even
still, whenever I played the keyboard, he
seemed really happy. Once I started on the
first note, Amy wouldn't open his mouth -
he'd close his eyes lightly, and breathe in

deeply as if he were swimming in the sea. No
matter how many times I messed up or

faltered, once I finished playing, he would
always give me a small round of applause. It

was always at that moment, and that moment
only, that I would feel like I was playing
in a real concert hall.

There were no words inside of him that could
reject music. Even if the notes were clumsy
and awkward - they were still notes, and he
embraced that with a simple kind of honesty.
When I started to feel like I had played
something well, he would praise me as if he
had seen it coming. It was as if he was
living to embody his own love for music.

And then,

one day, he stopped playing piano.
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At last, the rain started to fall

I was always thinking of this blue

A time when the sound of my heart was unclouded,
a sky in need of nothing else but words

Until that day, I was asleep

Full of excuses, unable to take a step forward
So much more than what I could imagine,

Was the blueness of the town you were in

So much more

Sing — this life is all you

It's always been you

All of it, you

The color of indigo

Even if you turn into words, only the memories you left behind are
stained a far-off ultramarine

I want to write more

songs of love that will never cool down

Another summer without you is coming

At last, the rain let up

I'm sure that you wrote about this town
The sound of my heart cleared up

Ever since that day, you've been waiting
And I've been smiling, not saying anything

So I can play dumb

Just disappear, let everything disappear

Your voice, your words, and those songs of love
In the pale ultramarine that hides my eyes

A white curtain sways

I want to touch them more

I always want to touch those songs of love

And the blue of a summer without you here
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Sing — this life is all you
All of it is you
It's the color of love that will never disappear
It’s the pale ultramarine that hides my eyes
And it sways, as if remembering
I want to write more
songs of love that will never cool down
Another summer without you is coming
7/2
#HEHb,

I'm leaving town.
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7/5

On the ferry heading towards Gotland, I saw
an elderly woman with a cane having trouble
climbing up a steep incline. I couldn't
overlook her, She told me,
"Tack," and went on saying something -
smiling this big smile, laughing, not
realizing that I couldn't speak the language
all that well. While I was struggling to
find the words for a reply, she took out a
photo from her black pouch.

so I lent a hand.

In the photo, I could see two older women
and a man - all with their wrinkles just

starting to come in - engaged in some
friendly chit-chat. I couldn't tell,

three words that the old woman strung
together might have been their
midst of wondering where those

but the

names. In the
three might
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7/6
Gotland, Visby.

You've heard it said before,
is a beautiful town. There are roses
blooming on the streets, and wherever you
look, there’s the sight of old ruins.
Scattered throughout the town as well,
there's statues of sheep carved from stone,
honoring a history of farming. A circular
wall outlines the town as if enclosing it,
and the rolling green hills beyond connect

but it really

the town, made up of roses and ruins, to the
sea.
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Today, I had the feeling

That I was dying

Just waiting for tomorrow to come
Looking down upon the changing seasons

I figure I might as well
Since I've already come this far
I'll put an end to pretending not to know anything

Just to be sure, to confirm, I walk the stone pavement
Looking down as I go
So that I don't see a thing

I walk this town where you traveled

Even though I don't have a reason, I keep putting things into words
Until yesterday, I was still sleeping

Despite knowing nothing, I was living

That's all I was doing
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Today, I had the illusion

That I was living

I don’t care if it was a delusion
It would be better if you were here

Writing those sorrow-tinged songs
With emerald green trailing your cheeks
To tell the truth, I always knew everything

It was the end of summer,

I was reading the drifting clouds
I will go with my face raised
That town is in my memories

What do you see in the mouth

Of me, who only moves from consuming your words?
Even now, my eyes are still asleep

Looking at nothing, only seeing you

To keep you wandering

You are there in front of that hill
What can you see from beyond there?
Only your words trail my mouth
Knowing nothing, I keep living

That's really all I'm doing

Even now, Amy
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Memory 6

whenever I feel like I want to
quit songwriting, I remember the words Amy
gave to me:

Even now,

"You can think of talent as something like a
single piece of thread."

He would always try to encourage me when he
said that, making sure to keep eye contact
as he spoke.

"That thread is incredibly thin. If you blow
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on it, it wavers; it's so fragile that it
always seems like it's about to break,
unreliable and imperceptibly light. But,
our daily lives, it's always there,
suspended in front of us.

in

And if by chance, you get the urge to reach
out and touch it, it'll snap like it's
There's a saying that hard
work won't betray you. The truth is that
talent will. It'll slip right through your
fingers, just like that.

abandoning you.

But you know, Elma, I don't believe in
talent. Talent is a con artist. If you cling
to it and rely on it, it's only a matter of
time before you realize that it's something
that only exists in fantasy.

It's a string that you'll only look up
towards from the point of giving up, when
you feel unsatisfied, when you feel like
you're not meeting your own ideals. But in
reality, there's so much that has worth
beyond that. Beauty exists,
In roadside flowers,

even on a dirty
canvas.

in muddy water, in the broken lead of a
pencil. If there's someone out there who
gives those things value, then there's
definitely beauty somewhere within them. In
short, beauty is in the eye of the beholder.
It doesn't matter what it is. The wvalue of
everything created by humans is equal.

The concept of talent - it doesn't exist,
Elma.”

I don't get it, Amy.

FERTT. BEOBVERITUYZE
<O

EHLI=EIDEIHIZID,
ELIZTARAE—DHEARZ S,

7/10

I stroll a little ways away from town. Pass
through the forest, and arrive at the edge
of a cliff. I stand there, on the tip of
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that exposed rock surface.

I see the town of Visby, far off in the
distance. There's ships out there too -
arrivals from some far off land - being
sucked up into the waiting harbor.
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Going North from Almedalen Park, you'll find
a circular wall along the coastline. On one

side of the wall, a natural park spreads
out, surrounded in lush greenery. On the
North side, there's a bench, meant to
imitate the wall. Though it’s far away, I
can see two towers built into the bench
frame, huddled close together. There’s a
small one and a large one. To tie the time
between them together, a meandering path
connects the two. Beyond the confines of the
wall, the twilight spreads out across the
sky. It’s a smoldering twilight, mixed with
the colors of night. From far away, I can
hear the sound of church bells signaling the
time.
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Memory 7

When I went to the facility hall that day,
he was playing the piano in an unusual way.
He pressed the keys down with a touch that
seemed trembling. I could hear the pedal
when he pushed it. His fingers danced over
the keys, interposed between the tiny rests.

He looked over, catching me watching him
with curious eyes, and with a forced smile,
he patted the seat beside him. The hall in
the summer was humid with the air of a
recent rain, and the sound of cicadas could
be heard from behind the thick glass wall.

"[I called you over]
good at this," He laughed.

since you've gotten so
I denied what he
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was saying, putting my complaint into words.
As he sat me in front of the piano, he
began, "I've been thinking about this
recently. Where do we find music?"

I tilted my head. He reached out his hand
and tapped the keyboard with his index
finger.

"Past modern and classical, past baroque and
renaissance music - leaving it all behind.
If you follow that framework,

It's the same for everyone,
even for the most isolated groups of
religious people. Before instruments were
created, people made music with their
voices."

While I listened, I chimed in to make sure
he knew I was following. His eyes were the
color of the deepest night - the color of a
night almost ashen.

"So what was before that? Even if it's a
creature as simple as a plankton. I doubt
they could sing, but they could still make
sound. As long as we have sound, will it
give the impression of music? If we can call
percussion or the sound of applause "music",
then would it be such a stretch to call the
rhythm of a plankton swimming “music”, too?

What about even further back than that? Back
before the universe began, back when we had
nothing.

There was nothing at all. Complete silence.

Could that be music?

It could. Even in our music, rests are an
important part. If you cut out everything of
a song except that exact moment of a rest,

it would still be music. There's a reason
that people say, "silence is an art.”
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Leaving behind my own values, if someone
were to say that true silence was music, I
think I would be inclined to agree with
them.

A long time ago, I'm sure people spoke about
a God of Art. About a God who determines the
worth of any artistic work. I'm sure that
God determines the worth of our music as
well. I don't know whether that God is a
woman or a man, but I know that, as a God,
their judgment would be impartial. That God
would assign value to all music in existence
- whether that's the melody of a moving
plankton or a work modeling complete
silence. I wonder what value our music
would be given, in a case like that. If you
were to define the whole of our lives as
music, I have to wonder - what value would
mine have?"

Not really understanding what he was
I kept staring at his face. He began
the edge of the piano gently. "It's
nothing," he said. He smiled when he
that, so I felt a little relieved.

saying,
to tap

said

"What are we playing today?" I asked.
"Franz Liszt. A technical piece based
on Paganini's Theme."

I placed my fingers on the black keys. He
began to count with the pinky he had left
sitting on the piano.

At the end of the day,
town.

he disappeared from
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A small hole opened
A single one, right in the center of my chest
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A night-imitating twilight
Painted the town cast in the setting sun

I want to forget

I want to forget

But even still, in the blue sky that fills my mind that wants to
forget, I can only see you

That's why a hole opened in my heart

My heart beat, as if to fill it

Even the words I want to say to you

When I open my mouth, all that comes out are excuses

That's why a hole opened in my heart

I thought only the falling rain was lukewarm
And I'm mending, I'm mending, I'm mending

My faceless self, all alone

It's like sleeping in the forest, the sunlight filtering through the
small holes between leaves

Deep like the bottom of the sea

It's like falling deeper, deeper, deeper, into a deep sleep

Until I see the moonlight, in my eyes blindfolded by the deep dark
night

I opened a hole in your heart

What's the point of music, anyway?

Just open your mouth,

If you don't speak up, you'll never be rewarded

There's so much that I want to forget

All that comes out of my mouth is resignation
I'm tripping, tripping, tumbling

Until all I feel is the cold ground

I want to write about my life, which I wanted to make into your life
It's all because of the songs you left me
It's all music's fault

I copied your habits of speech

and I tried to imitate your way of life

Until nothing was left, until all of me was blasted away
But I'm still here

I clung to your words
Living deep within the hole in my heart
But that's not true anymore
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I never want to hear "goodbye" for the rest of my life

There's so much that I want to forget
From here on out, only I will grow older
I'm growing cold, I'm growing cold

A hole opened in my heart

A hole opened because of your words
I understand now

That "you alone are my music," Amy

That's why a hole opened in my heart

You were living on the other side of it

And it's spreading wider, spreading wider, spreading wider
It's a hole that can never be closed

There's only me, with this hole in my heart
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Because I'm such a greedy person, I can't
help but to want everything.

I just

can't seem to write for the sake of art the
way that you did. I can't be an outsider
artist in the way that Henry Darger was.
There's just not enough. Nothing is enough,
Amy. I want something that can fill in this
blank, empty space inside of my chest. I
want fame just so I can fill it in. I want
to become something other than myself.
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From the bench in front of the circular

wall, I gaze at the sunset that never
completely falls. The white nights continue
onwards.

Tomorrow, I'll leave town.
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On the way from Visby to Farésund, outside
of a church in a rural town surrounded by
forest, I met the same old woman that I had
met before. When she saw me, she looked
surprised before her expression morphed into
a smile. On the church grounds, there were
objects lined up in rows, equally spaced.
They were made up of various minerals, and
it suddenly clicked for me that they were
rows of tombstones.

I immediately knew that I was standing in a
cemetery. I saw that the woman had begun to
walk using her cane, so I reached out to
lend her a hand. On the left wall outside of
the church, she stopped in front of a single
She kneeled, placed a candle and a
and then

grave.
bundle of flowers onto the ground,
closed her eyes to pray.

It was a calm early afternoon. A breeze like
rippling water blew through the grass. A
bird landed on the branch of an oak tree and
began to call. The woman lifted her head
towards me.

"Man," she said, and smiled.

I flashed back to the old gentleman in the
photo she had shown me on the ferry. Even I
could understand that she had used the word
for "husband".

I can hear talking about something.
Everything past that day seems blurred.
Everything sounds like it's distorted. It's
like I've been left behind, all alone at the
bottom of a lake.

The old woman takes a handkerchief out of
her black pouch, and hands it to me without
a word. I say nothing, and keep looking
downwards.
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Memory 8

My grandmother contacted me, so I made the
decision to return home. According to her,
the mountains near her house had changed
color, and it was clear that fall was
nearing its end. She told me that something
strange had arrived at her house. I figured
that I might as well poke by and see what it
was. I had no real clue as to what it might
be, but the package appeared to have come
from some far off country, and I found
myself strangely curious about it.

On my way to my grandmother's house, close
to the train station, I passed by the spot
where the terrace cafe had been. It was long
gone. Something had replaced it,
construction on the building well underway.

When I arrived at her house,
welcomed me inside,
wrapped in paper.
rectangle shape.

my grandmother
and handed me a package
It was in a sort-of angled
I took off the wrapping to
find a strange, slightly dirty wooden box. I
lifted the 1id, and there I found His
letters - the letters that Amy had left
behind. I read through them.

From that day forward, my eyes have always
been seeing a dream.
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From the docks of Fardsund, I boarded a ship
headed towards Fard Island. Even now, a
primitive type of sheep farming happens
there. Everywhere I look, I can see
windmills.
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Memory 9

Inside of the box, there were dozens of
letters and songs, notes written onto blank
sheet music, and pictures from a distant
country. The handwriting was nostalgic and
unmistakably his. I read the contents of his
letters voraciously. He set out on a journey
for a Nordic country. Over the course of a
few months, he traveled south to the ancient
city of Lund, to Linképing, took a trip to
the capital Stockholm, stayed in the
medieval city of Gamla Stan, went to Gotland
and then to Fard island. At the end, he
returned to Stockholm to finish everything -
that's what he said.

I don't have the technique to describe the
contents of his letters. I can't even seem

%Uﬂ]ﬁé(if%}% BLTHBEAME | to understand the true value of what he was
;2%?;;2&25??6_&#/{(& trying to say, even after rereading the
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The northernmost edge of Fard Island. I can
see strange rock formations. As far as the
eye can see, there's a beach made of
limestone. Everywhere you look, giant
boulders a few meters high stand tall over
the ground. Amy took a picture of a
formation that stood out, even among all the
rest. Away from the crowd, it stood - lonely
- soaring above its surroundings.
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No matter what I do, I can't touch it

No matter what, I can't even see the shape
Even though it’s so easy to forget

I want to remember just a little longer

Because I don't understand

The whereabouts of this song, the words are always beyond me
So I swallow down the goodbye passing through my throat
And smile

I bite my lips until they hurt

At the colors of the sky at sunrise
All of this emptiness belongs to today
I understand that, but...

I understand that, but...

When I speak, it always comes out

But even if it does, it quickly disappears

When I cry, it overflows

And if I stay silent, it’s still there deep within my throat
It’s the talk of gods

What I want to write about

Is the time where my heart was opened up

A life heavier than words alone is a machine gun

If you can’t fill the shape of goodbye, it’ll spill
Yesterday and today, we'll keep sitting right here
We'll keep on laughing

Because I don't understand

the words are always beyond me

So I swallow down the goodbye passing through my throat
And keep sleeping

I bite my lips until they hurt

At the colors of the sky at sunrise

Still today, I don't know that world of yours
There's only me

Only me, smiling
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7/30
I had a dream.

On an unpaved country road, He walked alone.
Beyond the winding, endless, directionless
path, I could see that forest church. I
walked, chasing close behind him. After what
seemed like forever, we finally reached the
church gate. On the left side, a crepe
myrtle stood in bloom. The red flowers fell
and scattered like tiny bombs. He approached
the front door and entered. I quickly
followed after him.

on a beach, disoriented and
had the feeling that I was
something important. On the
surface of the sea, illuminated by the
moonlight, red crape myrtle flowers floated
gently on the water.

I found myself
eyes bleary. I
thinking about

That's right, I remembered, I'm supposed to
make a doll. It should be a reasonable size,
and made of a material becoming of its
build.

I need to make a work with the right shape.

Packing the wet sand together, I began to
create a human figure, sculpting it with my

two own hands. I hardened the body. I molded
the arms. I attached the legs.
But if the sand lacks durability, it will

collapse from the place where it was made.
No matter how fast I feel I need to make it.
The irritation made me clench the sand in my
fingers tightly. I'm always making a doll
with his face.

Always, always.

It was with that thought that from somewhere

deep in my mind, I realized suddenly that I
was dreaming. At that moment, I knew what
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would happen next.

When I raised my face,
cafe terrace,
rain.

I found myself in a
within the sound of dripping
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I return from Fard Island.
I eat at a restaurant close to the docks.
As usual, there’s no taste to anything.
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Memory 10

I remember that day,
behind.
then,

when Amy left me

I remember my feelings from back
too.

Searching for him, sobbing, the size of the
hole that opened up in my head, the futility
of it all - and, hidden below the seizing
pain that felt like it was tearing out my
heart, another feeling. Just a little bit, I
felt relieved. I had already known, deep

down - about the illness he was hiding, and
about how little time he had left.
I was able to escape that reality, through

his kindness. I was running away from the
moment it would end, the moment when he
would suddenly disappear.

I'm sure that I haven't moved forward from
back then - from that day when he
disappeared from town. Even the thought that
he should've just taken me with him - it's
still there. But hidden deep inside me,
there's fear. There's the real,
that I had averted my eyes from. He must
have known that about me. That I, the
coward, was at fault for everything.

ugly person



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PWbRleMGagU
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I haven't changed at all. A1l I do is cling
to what he left behind. This heart that's
given up walking on its own is filled with
an emptiness that just keeps expanding. I
can't escape the grotto - just like that
giant salamander, I'm completely stuck in
place.

I haven't changed a thing. All I do is hold
the diary that I stole from his room close
to me. From that day forward, my eyes have
always seen a dream.
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8/7

When I returned to Visby, it was overflowing
with people. When I asked a passerby, they
said it was almost time for Medeltidsveckan,
a celebration called Medieval Week.

In respect of tradition, the people and
their town return to the old days in the
form of a festival. There was a woman in the
hood of a certain historical group of
people, a young man in a knight costume,
people dressed as medieval pirates, and even
some as vikings. Wherever you looked, you
could see food stands lining the streets,
and even the most narrow alleys filled with
crowds of people. The city was vibrant,
painted with the appearance of a festival.

I heard the
the

From within the bustling crowds,
sound of music. It was a folkish sound -
timbre of a flute, a double bass, and a
fiddle-like stringed instrument. It was like
the Irish scale, but a completely different
melody. When I followed the sound and
entered the music hall it was coming from, I
could see people, hands interlocked, dancing
in sync with the band playing in triple
time.

Absentmindedly, I wondered if he had seen
this festival as well.
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8/10
Almedalen Park.

A small bird passes through my line of
sight. I start to wonder if sparrows live in
this country as well. I sit on a bench
surrounded by garden shrubs, pondering to
myself. I suddenly realize why I haven't
been able to write anything, why I haven't
moved my writing brush. I have nothing to

write.

Nothing comes to mind.
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8/15

The rain falls. I take cover in the
watchtower built into the circular wall.
you take the wooden stairs up a couple
floors, you can see that odd bench, the one
imitating the wall, far down below. My
memories with him are all used up. I can’t
write anything.

If
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8/21

I can't write anything.
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8/22

In the hostel kitchen, I cut a slice of
bread and eat it. He was really bad at
cooking. It might even be right to say that
he was just lazy about doing chores. Often,
together, we'd cut into bread messily - Jjust
like this.
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Nothing comes to mind.
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I can't write anything.

BN

8/26

I can't write.
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8/27 (#1)

I left town, and headed north. On an unpaved
road, I walked alone. There was a blank
space inside of my head, the color as if
painted on thickly with the purest white
paint. It was the same color of those
margins that he always loved.

I kept finding myself tripping, feet getting
stuck against the ground. The shoes I had
worn all throughout my journey were worn
out, falling apart. I passed through a rural
town, passed by sparse-looking private
houses, and headed towards that forest
church. Noon passed, bearing down on me with
dry rays of sunlight. All that circled
through my mind were those words,
questioning the value of a person’s life. In
a split second, my foot caught something
hard, and I began to tumble down towards the
hard earth below me. Summer was nearing its
end, and when I opened my eyes, the pale
blue filled my field of vision.

It was at that moment that it happened.
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I lifted my face, dazed, and in between the
crevices of trees - I was sure that I saw
his shadow.

The pain in my feet disappeared. I tore
through the thicket of forest cover, and ran
as if the animal trail were seizing my legs.
It didn't feel hard to breathe. I couldn't
even hear the sound of my heart beating.
But, nearby, I could hear the sea. The
gentle sound of small waves - a sound that
he loved.

Far on the other side, the shadow wavered,
as i1f beckoning. After getting my legs
tangled in the brush several times, I could
finally see the forest's end. I tumbled
through the final parts of the thicket,
escaped.

and

A wide coastline and its sandy shores spread
out before me. I lifted my face. From the
center of that unpopular beach, a
thoroughbred, beautiful stag stared at me.

Alongside the beach, I could see a single
pier stretching into the water. The stag
took a backwards glance at me as it began to
walk away, and dazed, I let myself follow

it.

"A novel that never ends is boring. A story
that drags on forever with a sluggish
momentum can never be beautiful."

"The only value of a life is in the way it
ends."

The thing that supported me until the very
end were those words that he gave to me. At
the edge of the pier, I looked down. The
waves of the Baltic Sea were a deep blue,
and seemed to continue down forever - as if
filled with all the colors of a gentle
night. I took off my shoes. I thought back
on the last few months of my Jjourney - did
he feel like this, too?
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With that thought, I jumped into the water.
My body sunk, easier than I thought it
would. A clump of bubbles clung to my face.
At far beyond 0 meters sea level, my field
of vision changed, blurry and indistinct.
The sunrays slipped through the crevices of
the pier and shined into the sea like
moonlight. I had the thought that they were
pretty.

Amy. His words traveled through my mind.
From within my blurred vision of the
seafloor, I saw something shine, buried
within the mud. I reached out my hand,
scooped it up. I knew what it was.

and

I knew that fountain pen.
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8/27 (#2)

On the beach near the pier, there was an ink
bottle rolling across the sand. A little
ways away, I found his bag beneath the shade
of a rock shelter.

Inside of the bag, there was a notebook. It
was the one he always used - not the spare
that I took from his room, but the one he
always had with him. I had always journeyed
to follow the letters that he left me. They
They were what kept me
as 1f they were the gasoline fueling

were my only support.
moving,
me.

He always carried his choice of fountain pen
and ink along with him. I'm not very bright
with a fountain pen, but I learned how to
use it by copying him. For someone who used
it the right way though, the ink could last
forever. Even if he wrote more than he
usually did, how did the ink run out so
fast?
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He always wrote a draft before copying what
he wrote into his notebook.

If the letters he sent me were “Drafts” -
then this notebook. This notebook was his
real one. Right in front of me, damaged by
the sea breeze. I opened the cover, and read
what he left behind.
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Memory 11

I want to be something. I want to be
something other than myself. I want a me who
others don't look down on, a me who won't
lose to other people's malice. It hurts. I
hate the me who never talks back, I hate the
me that I am.

Amy, I remember everything you said. I can't
forget it. My everyday has changed since
that day. I can write down every single word
and phrase - I really can. I remember.

”

"In that case, you're Elma.

Starting now, you're Elma. There's nothing
hard about it. You're a crybaby,

4
good at songwriting - you're Elma. You can
call me whatever you like. Only use the
first letters of my name and call me Amy,
that might be a nice choice. There was a
poet who did the same, a long time ago.

God is in your fingertips. Nobody else can
see. It's a small God that only the two of
us know. You don't know your value, and
neither does anyone else - the people who
make fun of you, your friends, your family,
your grandmother. Even I don't know.



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j83OVgv6woA
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Only that God knows you.
really sees you.

Only the God of Art

Elma, what do you want to do? What do you
truly want to find?

Amy T.
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Memory 12

In Amy's notebook, there are some places
where the words can't be read - weathered by
the sea breeze. For the most part, the
contents haven't changed from the letters.
It's just on the last few pages that things
are different. There are several songs that
weren't in the letters, inserted in between.

A song about the sun after the rain.
about sleeping in the winter, waiting for
summer. A song calling himself a loser. The
dates are all over the place, and what comes
after is light, thinly penned - but always
lined up, dignified.

A song

I turn the last page.

Dated 8/31, undoubtedly right before his
journey ended, written with the last of his
ink. Crammed into the margins, a song titled
"Elma."

It's my name, the one that he gave to me.
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Qm t one more time
Two beats ving out from a gitar
Three medsures worth of Nrics written down



https://docs.google.com/document/d/1oTZmQU1CqN5M5_JJMv46J7dZn8qqS7xdGz-jADwnApI/edit?usp=sharing
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The fourth summer will come

WeNe been oo full of vv\isunde\rs’mmdmge, | have one more story to tel before it's too late

| e there with \ou, inside the voom in wmy head that's siv tatami wats wide

These things we want to forget and thut we dont understand beling to us
While b@lievm@ that this lovx@ night wil end

Come, exen though lite seems stupid through and through
Just by lking gt the ming white clouds above

My imagination s veproducing you

You forever exist in that summer

Decades il pass quickly, full of unforgiwable things
Put even the view of life | pen in yrics wil tuen info meager words

Words are consumable quods, memories exist somewhere deep down
Waiting in wain, a crepe myrtle will bloom

M this point, see
M this point, as o wander in the cracks of
K pale summer somewhere far away

Come, though INe written abouf you wy entive life, like a phrace | cant forget
My imagination is tracing the paper
You forever exist in my fingertips

trs alvigh’r now

Come, s it alrigt now? Since this is the last 509
Even if you dont say anything

Life Is sometining that ends

0 sing dlready

Come, exen though lite seems stupid through and through
Just by lking gt the mning white clouds above

My imagination s veproducing you

You forever exist in that summer

Memory 13
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"Do you know where the most beautiful music

in this world comes from?"

I told him that I didn't know. He grabbed

onto my head, and gently shook it.

"My head?" I asked.

He nodded.

"All of the unparalleled music that both
Bach and Beethoven wrote - it's all right
there.
heads.
“possibility” can't hope to capture all of

Not just in yours, but in everyone's

The constraints of the word

the music in the world."

as if filled
with all the colors of a gentle night.

His eyes had a depth to them,

"Right now, you're floating in a sea called

the imagination."

I imagine.

"You might not be able to move freely, but
you have arms that you can use to swim. When
you look down, you can see the bottom of the

sea, right there below you. This giant

desert, made up of words, spreading out

before your very eyes. You can see stones -

all different sizes - mixed in among the
That's

and learn

rolling and

Take those
how to craft a gem that you
them, Elma."

grains of sand, hiding.

where you start. words,

want out of

I wanted to know that beauty, the place
The God that you taught
the one that lives only within

where God resides.
me about,
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people’s work. I wanted to know the scenery

that you saw.

Why have I forgotten?

Why can't I just do it right - make it all
come back to me?

With this head - what you taught me with
those eyes of yours.

Amy, why is it so,
Amy, T
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When the alarm clock rang, I finally woke up

The flu I had yesterday doesn’t seem real anymore

I think of going out, but, ah, the forecast says it
looks 1like rain

Well, I couldn’t go anyway because it’s still dark

A dry throat, a hurting heart-all these human things
are getting in my way

Lift your head at the speed of the farewell
Someday dawn will finally break

Come on,
Because I’ve pictured your sleepy eyes so many times

try and open your eyes

I finally decided to take an umbrella and go out
anyway, which was good, but I think I might’ve thrown
away my shoes

And it’s not like I’'ve got the courage
So..

I guess I don’t really care? What do I

to go barefoot
want to do?

What should I do for dinner?

If the rain lets up, I’'11 go out

Even though I don’t really want to see people
At this speed I swim through today,

And if my hand finally touches you..

Come on,
Because I remember you and your sleepy

try and open your eyes

eyes, even
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though I’ve forgotten them

There you are by the hill, laughing, “It’s been so
long, hasn’t it?” as you bring your face close to mine
“Let’s go together,” you say

Under a barn in Lapland
On the old streets of Gamla Stan
The summer grass 1is getting in my way

At this speed I swim through today,
And if my hand finally touches you..
Come on, open your eyes

And see that I’'ve forgotten you

Lift your head at the speed of the farewell

Someday dawn will finally break

Come on, open your eyes

And see that I’ve pictured your sleepy eyes SO many
times
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9/3

I return to the inn. I write a song down in
the margins of my notebook - the same way he
did back in the old days. The title is "Rain
and Cappuccino."
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Memory 14

Amy was always laughing gently. Whenever I
went to his room to play the guitar, he
would let me hear the songs he wrote. Amy's
songs always had this nostalgic scent to
them. I could see this deep color, like the
blue of a late summer sky. But somewhere in
there, there was something almost
exclusionary, obstinate. I caught a glimpse
at this self-confidence that wrapped around
him like a shell. It made me a little bit
happy, seeing that.
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I climb the stairs headed east from Santa
Maria Cathedral. I sit on a bench on top of

a hill. I write a song. The title is "Only
Sorrow."
Memory 15
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T<o Amy liked the word "pointless (muda)." When
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I played the piano and mischievously went
for a movement that wasn't anything like
music, he would show me the same smile he
would show me every time. That's a lovable
kind of pointlessness, Elma. It's a very
primitive type of music making. Those old
jazz numbers, rock and roll - they were both
born from that same kind of pointless.
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9/6

I write a song. The title is

Up in My Heart."

"A Hole Opened
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Memory 16

It's important to read books. The source of
creation is always within words. Elma, books
are made of them. Right now, even the book
you’re holding in your hands might have the
God of Art reading it.
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Words keep overflowing. Musical notes keep
dancing around in my head. Memories keep
circling. My writing alone isn't enough. On
the blank pages of the notebook,
in-between past entries, I keep writing
about my memories with him, one after the
next after the next. Why had I forgotten
them? Amy, why did I, so many-

even
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Memory 17

It was August. Fireworks were set off in the
town, bursting in a sky still dotted with
red. It was an evening sky, without a hint
of wind. Amy stopped strumming his guitar
and opened the window to the veranda.

"Elma, there's fireworks," He said.

I stopped writing my song, and stepped
outside. Hidden between the tall buildings,
the fireworks from the veranda were broken
like semi-circles. Amy smiled gently.
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I headed to that beach again. While
strolling down the sandy coastline, I
spotted another old-looking pier. It was
like a mirror of the pier that I had jumped
off of, but slightly different. It was
decayed, forgotten with time.

weather-worn,
There was an

and a piece of
It

His guitar case was there,
lying down on the ground.
acoustic guitar inside it,
paper that I could recognize as a song.
was titled "Nautilus."
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Memory 18

I love your songs and your piano-playing,
Elma. Come on now, don't make that face. One
day, you'll grow up. You'll write an amazing
work and become a musician. I don't believe
in talent, but I do believe in music. No
matter what anyone says, you just have to
ignore it. No matter how clumsy it is, no
matter how hard it is to parse, there's
value in it that only the God of Art can
understand.
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I taught you that, didn't I? The most
important thing isn't what other people
think.

It’s music, Elma.
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Memory 19

Elma, become a kind person.
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9/10 (#1)
There is no moonlight inside of me. I don't
understand the light that you saw. It's

just, whenever I write something that
imitates you, a blue sky floats in front of
me. On the other side of the song, I can see
your face.
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Until now, there was nothing in me that
wanted to affirm art. Before I followed you,
before I set off on this journey, I had no
reason to write songs. Beneath the facade,
there was only ego. It was all for myself.

That's really all it was, Amy.
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I finally understand.

9/12
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Amy, I've been thinking lately. First, I
think I want to write music for the songs
you left behind. It's the first time in my
life - it's the first time that I've ever
wanted to do something this much. Before
now, I've only been imitating you - writing
songs that imitate yours, copying your way
of life. Music was the same, too. I never
had any real interest in it. I just wanted
to know the world you saw - the perspective
of a person who enjoyed music as much as you
did, the view you saw with those eyes of
yours.

Even still, I want to tell the story of you,
the you who gave up on music — if I don't
inherit his ideas, then nobody will be
rewarded. I have to discover the light that
he saw within my lifetime. Even if it's in a
place that nobody else will ever see, even
if it's clumsy, even if it's in a form that
nobody will ever assign any value to. It's a
work made for my sake, and for his. And
that's okay.

It will be a long, long journey to figure
out the moonlight that he saw within me.
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9/14

I think I'll stop writing in this diary
soon. A story that never ends is boring. His
words. I want to be able to end the story
that I wrote, if nothing else.
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I board a ship at the harbor. When I step
onto the deck and look back to the port, I
see the old woman I last saw at that church
again, standing there. She's with her sons,
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or maybe even her grandsons - surrounded by
them, laughing. She notices me, and I
realize that she’s shouting something from
I know I
so I just

far away. Even if she were closer,
wouldn't understand the language,
nod instead.
She points behind me and laughs, supported
by the man beside her.

Now that I've made it on the deck, I can see
beyond the bow of the ship. What he called
an imitation night paints the sky - the
colors of evening blended together with the
night,

burning the horizon a deep red.
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Misc notes

* Previous versions can be found in File > Version History > View Version
History

* Version is backed up at least once a month as a pdf. If this doc disappears,
please contact me wherever you can find me.

* Edits thus far are generally just minor wording/translation changes

* MV links are inserted in very light grey because the upload dates show a close
connection with the diary entries. Also I couldn’t help myself.



