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’?: The moon sleeps too
% The afternoon of a stone shadow in a copse of trees
g‘ Shadows senseless in thought
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i The sunlight’s eyes die with a flash
I
2
@D g
- The statue tangled in shadow
; A mask of black roses in contrasting lace
The silence cast in stark relief light
Retreats from the far edges first
Just then trees sprout thicket hollow wings
Fear becomes the shadow of night
Fumiko Yamanaka

1912-1936. Fumiko Yamanaka debuted in the journal “Shi to Shiron (Poems and Poetics)” at
the age of nineteen. Women's poetry during her time was fairly traditional. However,
Yamanaka writes remarkably modernist poems, and her works are often compared to that of
Paul Valéry’s.

These poems will appear in an anthology of Japanese modernism & avant garde poetry, edited
by Eric Selland and Sawako Nakayasu, that is soon to be published in the United States.
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Silence

When I think of the departure
Ofthose who are dying,
Shadows fall on the grass

From the bright depth of flowers
Twined around a stone window.

Those sly bright smiles.

Shadows of cold pillars in the atelier.

This life was a dream,

Warmth plucked from a pale arm.

wH SE¥EOWCHFFOH =Y

O . FIEEOndA

~
-

fovre s 3 T E

oS P R

-—
ol ¥

RMREO>TF OO B AL S

oveboe A HE o Eov v B 4ot

‘_
-

S adRE
R s

NFEI o S THO N

—
-

B o

—

IUFREEF (PEhh 3B

IWZE-W%E%19@@%Erﬁt%%JE§%~%h&?@ﬁﬁﬂﬁ?ﬁ%é@i?k<
BEDEHIXLFEERKRT D, Y. JS5VADFA. Rl - J7 L) —@fcLtEbn

TUNE,

AEBWERIE. TV - €52 F PRENFERICEY. RE KETORRICEIFT

P8 - BENEHSN TV ZERDEH =X L FifFREIISHRTE.



$FLEF A Featured Poet

I EET
Fumiko Yamanaka

Flowers of the Night

Despite grief and comely decisions from left and right,
Midnight seeped into the wings

Without living on as prophecy this time. Oh, this room.
Already its empty glow, the myth of sunken glass,

Or cruel silence

Has told your deathbed your dream about clocks

Or a story without an end. The innocent confessions,
The late-night epiphanies,

And all the vivid figures and purple marble

Cannot stop protecting your oracles and signs.
Gorgeously heavy and glinting with hard-won truth,
Let the flowers be called

Eternal innocence. A soul

Grasping for faith with both hands in candlelight

Also has soft black eyes, there at the bedroom door,
Baptized in darkness, accompanied by incense

Add faint smiles. But what the formidable bronze dream
Did out of sight brought ancient peace

And an unlucky gift. The violent undying whispers
And stark white temperature of flowers

Forced to love. Dreaming impenetrable hope,
Unending premonitions,

and the cold beauty of the sun. Here by an arcane bed

In a night that never comes again.

Translation: Yuka Tsukagoshi & Malinda Markham
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An Unknown land
Yuka Tsukagoshi

When I try to remember air
the sky paints me blue

You are laughing

"I'm serious”

but you're laughing, and I start to wonder if you can actually see me

Then, the sky cannot be blue anymore

and counting me in in in

You are laughing
and I am part of the blue
the sound of the heartbeat gets closer

I remember my bones

The wind changes direction
ah, air

I haven't disappeared

But just like an unknown land

I am pushed away by dusk
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If There Were a Way
Yuka Tsukagoshi

One town fades and against it

another comes up thriving

Far away a sound is watching a bowl

Everything makes a set of symbols like an alphabet
As a shell wants to coil towards eternity and is coiling
my bones want to land, my mind wants to fly

Like a line where the ocean meets that sky

I want to meet my horizon
inred

Istart over in a new town and make it my home

it must be already dancing

If there were a way, [ would be red

While the song turns away, the shadow comes back

just like starting the next word with this word's last letter
On a wall completely forgotten

the dance loses its solid form

shimmying

wobbling

boneless
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That Wood Pile Wants to Meet Ash
Yuka Tsukagoshi

Walking in the afternoon, I get that feeling

and I am longing to meet someone

Cut lumber piled in a small back corner
looking up

I stand facing the woodpile

drinking a coke

Please burn me

the wood, looking up, seems to want to say

"I want to see the inside"
"I'm lonely"

"I want that instant of meeting the ash"

I wonder if I want to meet that someone
just like the wood wants to meet the ash
I wonder if I want to meet that someone

like the way the wood is longing to

"Who is that someone"

as [ click the lighter

the temperature drops

vibrations fizzing from my fingertips
to my head

the wood dribbles saliva

sensing a reply from my mind
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Torn from the soil
"I am terrified of the night"

"the air"

A small flame
sensing potential
closed windows

the sound of a vacuum cleaner

As 1 finish drinking my coke
I put the lighter on the wood pile and I leave

You are not brave enough
the wood glares at me
with eyes, but with no eyes and not looking up

with lips, but with no lips

Until the air turns into drops of water
pounded to the ground

just like the wood pile

moment by moment

waiting

Translation: Judy Halebsky&Yuka Tsukagoshi
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Yellow Wood Judy Halebsky

I have left the bed unmade
calls unanswered
my bookcase is out on the sidewalk

my wax kite flying without a string

somewhere in this body is a compass
that must realign

to metal detectors, to flight patterns, to unfurnished rooms

this is my library card
this is my plane ticket

ippai means one cup

ippai means I’ve had enough

standing on a street corner in Peterborough
the snow is coming down in April

there are two roads from here

A—#
a strong cup:

with all my might

ANnoFz<E
dividing a cup and drinking:

to leave

13
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Kite Maker I Judy Halebsky

This kite is bigger than the floor
wider than the streets I carry it through

don’t move to the States, Cormac says, it'll ruin you

a line between here and the sky

into the rainstorm into the thunder

I have made an attic room into boxes
my kite in shoes and wool sweaters
in mulberry paper

in meters and meters of string

a carp swimming upstream

= success

pine and bamboo

= resilience

as big as the sky

paint it orange, paint it green
it'll ruin you

I let it crash into the river

I let it float out of my hands

keeping the bamboo lines to retie

into a flying crane into another city

this time a bird
this time a moth

the sky will be blue and white
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Prognosis Judy Halebsky

They are making a record of my trespasses

my mistakes and translations

I was not good enough

to balance a jar of water on my head
or to walk along the balance beam
doing cherry drops

or to look you straight in the eye

when I can’t sleep Lexy tells me
about the thorns and the scratchy branches
about flying up above them into the clouds

when I can’t sleep Lexy tells me

to draw a circle in chalk in the driveway
this is the world, she says

I'm bringing in sand dunes, salt ocean, soda pop,

August sun, ice cream and nothing else

I try to rest my hips and my thorny chest
and forget all the rows of numbers

the proportions of blood to water

to tell the truth

the circle’s not big enough

unless you can believe

that you can bring in the ocean

which also brings in the sky

and all the trees

and the birds and beach towels and sun hats

but then I’ d have to look you
straight in the eye

and when it’s not dark

it’s too bright

to see at all

17
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So Many Times Ayumu Akutsu

I choose to live

so many times

A steep cliff takes shape in my bedroom

and sleep becomes a treacherous set of stairs
and melancholy corrodes a Sunday night
and the fever that comes back sometimes

I take it all with a weak smile

When I am swaying too close to the edge
tell me it's okay

when our path divides

you say “see you later” with a wave

little by little, I will walk on my own

It comes down to being human

with you believing in me

I can choose to live

so many times
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The Depths OfNight Ayumu Akutsu

In the bath
fully 28 years
of these four limbs
with my pruned fingers
I softly trace the scars

floating the color of cherry blossoms

After the sadness

a thin skin came back

a fragile top layer

sometimes, so I don’t throw away
the warmth of this life

I remember that spring
as too cold

or those arms grabbing for me

Throwing off a thick bath towel
damp, naked, just like that

I curl in under a blanket
and sleep

the night
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Instead of Praying ~ Ayumu Akutsu

I can't be tired

what I need to do is to do nothing
just let these easy hours drift by

waste my time amusing myself

enjoy eating warm rice

cozy up with a puppy and sleep

I can't, I won't, don't make a habit of saying...

Because I'm flooded with happiness all of sudden

on my way to work in the bright days of fall

and a late lunc

h

and the 1/2 price vegetable market

and the bed where you sleep
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I pray quietly

so it won't break apart

but more than praying

I think about how to keep it together

I take a deep breath

let some fresh air into my room
look into the distance

drink coffee rather than water
speak without holding back

if I'm not wrong, I don't apologize
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Don't feel rushed
don't hurry to see the end
try not to blame myself
my depressed feeling will re-emerge
my memories will get messed up
how many more times will it come back
Savor delicious food
don't drink too much Simple, calm days that don't get thrown off
if I want to cry, I cry by things that don't need to be worried about
as much as I can, I soften my anger a shopping street that's not in shadow
and laugh tomorrow too, I want to walk there
without faking it, laugh with you
carrying a bag of groceries
holding hands

Translation: Judy Halebsky & Yuka Tsukagoshi
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Judy Halebsky studies Japanese literature at Hosei University on a MEXT scholarship. Her poems
have been published in Runes, Five Fingers Review and Eleven Eleven. Residencies at the
MacDowell Colony and the Millay Colony have supported her work. Her manuscript Sky=Empty
won the 2009 New Issues Poetry Prize and will be published by New Issues Poetry & Prose in April
2010. She is originally from Halifax, Nova Scotia, Canada.
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Ayumu Akutsu graduated from the School of Letters, Arts and Sciences II,Waseda University with a
major in Philosophy and Religion. Her first book of poems, Even Though the World Would Let
You Die was published in 2007 by Coal Sack Press. Since then,she has published her poems in two
Coal Sack Press anthologies : Poems in Regional Dialects by 276 Poets and Poems on Air Raids
by 310 Poets. Originally from Tokyo, she now lives in Saitama and works as an illustrator and book
designer for a publishing company.

Ayumu graciously does all the layout and design for Eki Mae.
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The cover image for Eki Mae was created by painter&calligrapher Akira Igarashi.
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Yuka Tsukagoshi has a degree in English from Dokkyo University and studied literature and
creative writing at State University of New York, New Paltz. In 2008, Shichou Press published her
book, When Clouds Look Like Scrambled Eggs, which was nominated for the 59 Mr.H prize. Her
work was also appeared in the anthology, Poems on Air Raids by 310 Poets from Coal Sack Press
in 2009. She is a member of Gunma Poetry Circle and the World Haiku Association. Originally
from Maebashi city in Gunma prefecture, she now lives in Tokyo. She gives readings at Tokyo

venues and often works collaboratively with visual artists in gallery shows and live performances.
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All of the material in this jornal belongs to the original authors,translators and artists.
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Despite sincerely searching, we were not able to find copyright holder of Fumiko Yamanaka's poems.
Please contact us if you know who holds the rights to her work.

Mailto ekimae.poems@gmail.com
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