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Opening Poems

IR DRFHEFRETR - Ay b - TPV ~¥
By Scott Watson: On Santoka

When Santoka journeyed north to the Tohoku region,
visiting some of the spots Basho visited and visiting members of Stratus,
he went as far as Hiraizumi in Iwate Prefecture, which was
the northernmost spot Basho visited. Hiraizumi is a place

of historical significance.
CZETERLKKATES
Come all the way here drink water leave
Not to dwell, but it absorbs both ancient and modern.
7 Stratus [ ZEEDOE FEHFKD 7NV — T WldHRAKDM T TH - 720

Note: Stratus is a name of Ogiwara Seisensui’s group, whose member Santoka was.

(Extracted from: “Poet Santoka A Little Big Book,” By Scott Watson, }ifi /& )
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An Junhwi (Korea/ Born in Japan/ Miyagi)

Quoted From MUSASHINO* (1)

In Musashino

Around the time when
Mulberries ripen

I met

You

There

Oak leaf turned red
Flaming up in autumn
Each leaf is

The sign

Of us

You and me
Collecting leaves
Dyed into the color
So cherished

* Translator’s Note: In 2022, Published by Shichosha, Tokyo, Japan.
by the name of Toshiaki An.

(English Translator: An Junnhwi & Noriko Mizusaki)
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Quoted From MUSASHINO (2)

This evening
a full moon
in Musashino
no blot at all

when walking down

back bones’
Korean
peninsula
flamed up again
U2

will turn into

AT

* Translator’s Note: It is called or pronounced, wo, mao or karamusi, in Japanese.

It is a kind of grass, called #%Jfk . In the ancient times they took the
fibers from them to weave linen cloths. The poet thinks they, the
ancient immigrants from Korea, carried the seeds and planted in the

area in Japan. So it is called Mu(ao)sashi-no.

(English Translator: Noriko Mizusaki)
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Shigeo Yanase (Japan/ Saitama)

Cool Summer

Looking back at history of Japan archipelago,

We can find that we have repeated so many records of the cold damage,
Caused by the low temperature of the cool summer or the shortage of sun
rays.

This year we had such cold damages for the first time in ten years,

That the crop condition was reduced down to ninety.

Though cold damages raised up more or less the price of the rice newly
harvested,

We had not so much influence on our daily lives thanks to our preparations
for the stored rice.

But I wonder how much hungry our ancestors were always when they had
cold damages?

They had worked hard with their legs sucked by leeches and stuck with mud.
I feel like I could hear their grudging voices in their agony, one after another,

While their countryside was deeply shadowed.

Autumn breezes dance up to the heaven and rich harvests enrich the land.
Certainly, for the age of rice surplus has come along to us,
So now we need not to work, bending our waists and covered with mud. But

Who can tell us that such days would never come over again.... to us?

We should not forget that the cold summers so merciless and fierce,

Hiding themselves even in the sea surrounding our Japanese archipelago.
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* Quoted from Shigeo Yanase poetry book, “Songs of Pond Snails”
The book awarded him with the Farmer’s Literature Prize (2004) .

(English Translator: Noriko Mizusaki)
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Angelina Bong (Malaysia/ Sarawak)

Wait in the Dark

Caged cats clawing at each other next
door, they have not searched the streets
in weeks, coerced into a cenobium. I sit

for hours in my newfound hermitage, peeking

into twig houses every few hours, hidden

by the palm leaves planted by Mama’s

teak hands right outside the grilled windows,
cloistered by brown curtains many shades
lighter than the Carmelite’s habit, a crawl

closer to contemplation. Sparrow eggs

are hatching but no one is listening.

The elders in the house are mourning
memories, obscured in black and white
photographs retrieved for reliving, grasping
grace. I see my grandmother’s thin Hakka lips

in mine. She

is not forgotten. I stretch my legs in the tomb,
a metre of sanity, still wrapped by soiled linen
of cares. Spring cleaning calls, the holy fire

is found while dusting. I leave my journal

in the desert room where Jesus lives

for forty days. I walk to the kitchen, dreaming



to steep a fresh mint leaf in my tea but there

is none. New luxury is in the ordinary. No cakes
in the oven today. I dip a piece of humble
homemade bread in Tahini sauce I bought

from Egypt. Did His closest friends break

bread the night the Alpha and Omega

was sacrificed? Bean sprouts

explode in my tiny teapot. Their limp limbs climb
fast in dark confinement, pushed and pulled
from all sides, eager to meet their prime purpose,

the wok willing. In a little while, I will salute

the sun. My eyes emptier, my legs lighter,

my words wealthier and my feathers fuller.

* Winning Poem of George Town Literary Festival’s ‘“Wake Me Up When This is Over’
contest in the Poetry — Adult Category, 2020, Malaysia.
Also published in debut book, Fibro Takes Flight, 2022 and paired with an

llustration below.
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Kozaburo Nagatsu (Japan/ Iwakuni)

In August and A Sword

In Hiroshima,
Summer is

Dark and deep.
And

A god comes along,
Swinging his hair,
Wielding his sword,
Splitting the sky.

We would not say anything,
On the Pika which we believed,
There might be after-effects likely,

So we were afraid to have children.

In Hiroshima,
In the city,
You can find the places,

Where the clock’s hands are broken.

When we meet for a matchmaking,

If we say we met with the bomb,

We were always refused to get married.
So each of us had to have enough love,

Understandings well and deep to match.
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Digging out repeatedly,
Rebuilding repeatedly,
There is a place,

Dark even in the day,

Just called memory.

We were kids then,
So we do not have clear memories,

Though sometimes we shiver and tremble,

Anyhow we do not like to remember the day.

Even though,

In the prime of summer,

In the sun,

The sword reflected bright,
Swinging his hair,

A god used to come,

To split out the blue sky,

To dig out a grave of the memory again.

Even now,
When I smell fishes barbecued,
I feel sick.

From there,
Fading pale,
Shadows,
Silently stand up,

We see.

(English Translator: Noriko Mizusaki)
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Edward Levinson (USA/ Japan/ Chiba)

“Unknown Road”
excerpts from “Whisper of the Land”*

Before coming to Japan, my life was in good shape, practically speaking. A
strict vegetarian by personal choice, I was living the natural life in a cabin
in the woods. Married to a lovely like-minded woman, I had a good start in
a career as a landscape gardener. With a little money in the bank, I dreamed
about buying my own land for homesteading. I had found a spiritual path that
fitted me perfectly and I felt I was making progress.

(Suddenly I was offered a chance to visit Japan.)

Books at the local library about beautiful Japanese gardens piqued my
interest. My job as a landscaper gave me a legitimate reason for dropping
everything and going to Japan for research. The fields of an idealistic
Japanese farmer, Fukuoka Masunobu, awaited my inspection. My inner
being was ready for a test. I believed in oneness, that all of us are connected
in some way. Could I travel to an Asian land, where the culture and people
appeared so different, and still feel that same brotherly / sisterly love of

humanity I had experienced in my life?

“Sayonara,” yelled my friend Steve as he drove off, leaving me standing
alone on the gravel road near my cabin. In my trademark bib overalls and
work boots, I looked like a slow-witted country bumpkin. I was leaving for
Japan in three days when it dawned on me: sayonara was the only Japanese
word I knew. Immersed in my own romantic thoughts of travel, I had

overlooked the reality that I was headed to a country where I could not speak
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the language.

On the surface, I was simply a backpacker tourist. Though I didn’t see it
for what it was at the time, I was actually pulling up roots and transplanting
myself to Japan. My nemawashi*! or preparation for the transplant was my
attunement to nature and people, gathered from being a wanderer, living
in communities, and my meditation training. Without this preparation, I

wouldn’t have taken root in Japan as easily.

I knew very little about Buddhism and nothing about Shinto. Later I would
learn not from books but by direct experience: at a temple in the countryside
with an unknown Zen master, and in mountain shrines surrounded by wands

of green leaves blessing me.

Though I considered myself an experienced traveler, as a student of culture
I was a novice. If T had known the Japanese phrase ichigo ichihe*? at the
time, it would have made a good travel mantra. Instead I set off repeating the
mantra that was already embedded in my heart: “Toward the One, United

with All.” It was an important part of my luggage.

*1: Literally “wrapping the roots” in preparation for transplanting. Originally a gardening
term, it is also used as a metaphor in
Japanese society and business to mean
building up and nurturing connections,
consensus building, and in this figurative
sense is often translated as “laying the
groundwork.”
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