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One thousand flowers dry up on September, 
and fold cold pages of daily newspapers.  

Flowers drown in cruel skies of September,  
and illuminate themselves with eastern winds.  

A drop of dew is born in September on stony stairs;  
batches of flour dough get bonded to all neighborhood doors;  

sprinkles of rice and salt chase away misfortunes  
and invite much love and some peace, every September! 
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