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On Summer Tiny Insects

wNEOBIE 3 ChEORN (FBiE : Edo)
barefoot
on wet grass

tickled by ants

WEHL ) 1) R 2225804 L (FEiE © Edo)
crashing
into sticky fly ribbon

too many deaths

HHT/NEOR O TE O (B BT : Noriko)
hey! you! good morning!
tiny flies flutter in my kitchen

summer has come

RPNFT O —HKOPEAIZHEN T (B HE T Noriko)
Issa said
not strike them!

follow him
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Jun Hataraki (Japan/ Omuta)

Poem of Mouses

A mouse is writing a poem.

It is connected to my personal computer.
With a click and click it works,

Biting a wall it makes words to be born,
Sometimes they race around on the ceiling.
They race around in my head,

Tom and Jerry are playing a chase game,

Taking a cat role I always lost the game.

How is going, Larry a cat,

The Chief Mouser to the Cabinet?

He stays in the prime minister’s office.
They were Cameron, May, and Johnson,
Though I hear recently they became elderly
And always sleep on their beds.

His present master is Liz Truss.

Soon the Queen’s state funeral started.

How many mice are hiding in the office?

When we watch their faces, they look lovely.
But at my home snacks put in the shelf they ate,
Even bags of rice cake have breaks.

I tried to set a mouse trap for them,

But what it trapped were so many words.

If I line them up, can I make them into a poem?
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Such rats are there.
A giant pouched rat discovered landmines,
His name is Magawa.

In Cambodia for those five years,

He discovered over one hundred landmines and blind shells.

I wonder how many people he saved?
He died in January 12, 2022.

Such animals are in the danger of extinction:
As red pandas, polar bears,

Elephants, tapirs and chimpanzees.

They will increase more and more. Soon

We cannot eat eels nor tuna I am afraid.

In the course, even mouses may be assorted

Into the critical animal species of extinction.

Or I am afraid humans go ahead of them?

Click and click,
I hear biting sounds behind the wall.

A mouse is writing a poem.

(English Translator: Noriko Mizusaki)
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Shizuka Tsuruta (Japan/ Chiba)

H 4 o
DAYS MEMENTO

AR & 2 1 L A Colal b
avoiding
fallen cherry petals on the path

I take the long way around

Tk FAD B BT 72D
in myriads of green
I found my own

special color

HEfis2BE LA ANOEEEIHIZ
days with no visitors
ikebana of lilies

keeps me company

ZIENAD AT A 4B
sipping moonlight
spilling into

sake cup

e vy VEEEEOTLOH

a hoe and a shovel



a pen and a book

on Culture Day

FEO RV E LRER
in snow garden
loving footprints

my husband and my dog

(Translated: The author)
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Tsutomu Sakai (Japan/ Saku)

At Otake Port in Hirosima

During the war

Over ten years my family lived in Taiwan
In the end of March 1946

The six members landed on at Otake Port

We were carried by the cargo boat of USA

It was on 26th of March 2014
I was standing on the quay
Together with my daughter

In the spray of rain

“At that time there was nothing around here”

Said the taxi driver like muttering to himself
Now at the end of factories’ zone

The port is situated and

Miyajima island of Aki is dimly seen over the sea
It dignifiedly

Stares at us

I was an embryo in my mother’s womb
As a life called myself

Swayed up and down in the boat

And we hardly arrived at the wharf
The wind mixed with rain sprays

Carries to me a kind of nostalgia
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It is beyond expression

Waves only sway in silence

The boat anchored off the port

After having had the quarantine of DDT sprinkle
The passengers landed on one after another

I feel as if the picture which had turned brownish
And had faded away

Now started to move back slowly

Inscribing us the misery of the fact that we lost the war
Without any mistakes
There

I was

(English Translator: Noriko Mizusaki)
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Mind Emptied: On My Practice of Japanese Archery

Just when I enter the practice hall
always I have a question in my mind
that the art or the practice of archery
from where does it come and

To where does it go?

once archery was a killing weapon
to shoot out opponents

since it lost the usage as a weapon
in so many years and time

it was reborn to be one of martial arts or practice

a bow and an arrow are

nothing but instruments

through which we express ourselves

with the mark which is an object unmoved far beyond
but we cannot forget and hide

our instinctive desire

that we want to hit the mark

one master of the expert left the words to us:

“a mark is the shadow of ourselves”

when we can see the mark so big our condition is best
the mark reflects what we are

so admitting our worldly minds

we try to break away from them

into the mind emptied
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clearing all the distracting thoughts away
to enter the condition of non-selfishness

as a Buddha with eyes half closed

leave all of ourselves

to the work of nature

(English Translator: Noriko Mizusaki)
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Lee Juneguan (Korea/ Chorurapukto)

Bumpy Road

I like a bumpy road.

when [ walk along on it

I can see dandelions like butterflies’ cups

I can say hello to a farmer who is cultivating potatoes.
in the evening there I can hear mom call me for supper
from beyond the hedge.

just like in a twisting river

numberless fishes are living together

on the road so many wild flowers blooming out

so many stars are floating above.

holding mountains and holding villages

the bumpy road stretches itself rough and twisted.

I like those people living through just like the bumpy road.
I like them just like muddy and rough potatoes

than those ones who walk on straight and flat roads.

I love such people as the bumpy road

they are living days holding their families and their neighbors

mantling in their wrinkles.

* First Published: PO magazine (Osaka, Japan, in the summer, 2022)

(English Translator: Noriko Mizusaki)
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Hisao Suzuki (Japan/ Tokyo)

TRAVELING THROUGH HANAMAKI ACROSS
THE TOYOSAWA RIVER
—For Mr. Kenji Miyazawa—

1
In the morning mist
I walk for an hour from Hanamaki Station,
Crossing the familiar Toyosawa Bridge,
Heading for the stone monument of the poem, “I will not surrender to rains”*

At the site of the Rasuchijin Society.”

Rain clouds of indigo blue are drifting,
Vaguely diffusing themselves

On the dawning sky of vermillion color.

The morning mist falling from Heaven in the form of grains of light
Mixes with the vapor rising from the surface of the river,

And the area around the Toyosawa River is right in the white nebula.

Red spider lilies and purple clovers blooming on the banks are ablaze

in red and red-purple,

And I kept walking almost as far as Shimoneko, following the back of the
man

Who had crossed this bridge 75 years ago,

And I wondered if I could see the pinewoods from this area.

Note: *It is a very famous poem by Kenji Miyazawa, “Amenimo makezu.”)
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