NUCLEAR WINTER:

At The Edge Between Meanlng and Nihilism

G AL LS i

Ani |ma(h;e of a crescent moon wﬁih éd ré f_;racked barrier hung?1 in a coffe neaLMt FL#]I It felt like
seqtjlgnvt/gthg ggn%ge quite acknowledged. For a long moment, ho one spo e e ting the previous poems

hdahleaned forw ﬂen her ﬂtq osel claspeci]as if trng to hold onto s%methlng Lra ile, "Even
?u ese oem? on deat est ruction,” she s r voice stea ut searchin here’s
till ho e|n W g "lt's not o VIOUS ou have to look beneath the su ace But it's there, burled
eneath all t ar ness

Across the table, Satoru t||ted h| head sli htIy %famt furrow a peared between his brows as he
co SI re her words. He reste rgﬂ-'er on h co ope?" Satcﬂ'

?u absentmlnded 3/
lelc % ords%undlﬂg more i ? estion than a chal e mnq sure it portr sahzthln%v
eaned back In his chair, Paze rifting past the others. me, It’s just a s raction: shapes without
ob igation. It doesn’t mean—it'simply is.’

Ylngl%aveasmall nod, h rexpressmn sharBenln%wﬂh ?wet agreement "Exactly, she said, bru%hln
n invisible speck ust from t 00 edger tQ pin ﬁnmon%nt/\c,)ase\é% i

ometimes there’s nothing here t st math mat cal atterns and noise
there was a mnt o? étsmlsé’at‘m‘?t ?ke c os#lg aboo betore ﬁt F na? page.

Dmj r|tr| shlfted in his seat, the le Iglgs of his chfalr sg aﬁlng falntl ag 8nst the fl%or He folded his arms,
then a|n as If thet ht itself made him'restless. *Or mayb 03|te Is true,” e
sad erea aﬂger is when we ch ﬁanln away and we are faced ﬁtlnef

aze move ween thém, sharper now everything becomes meaningless, esnt ead U
tralght into ni |I|sm

Frid Iooked down at the poe aln her earlier Gertainty softened but not gone. When ghe s oke
was %uﬁete Imost to erserf m/I eh% sai n}y erees nfo ;)neantngg at XY ng pg)ause
or the right shape of the tHo ught hen what S Ieft to hope for?

searching

No_ one ensg/ered |mmed|atel The silence that fol o ed feI longer than. it w S, stretctg th|n a
cold—like g landscape aft %rsom thing Irreversible ha ea Iy 'ﬁene utsl he fa 9
surrendere to evening, while Inside the room each person remained alone wit the same nset

question.

Faor an instant, it felt as though they were standin ether in the aftermath of an invisible winter, where
certa?nty had frozen, and hopeCTJtseIf ad become sgme%hlng that needed d‘a1 Pen ﬁtg

Note: This piece was partially generated with Al tools for styling and ideation; human editing was then applied.

- T Newfields
Beg.: 2000 Nagoya ¢ Fin.: 2026 Shizuoka



