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Brenda Hillmanisa leading voice in contemporary poetry. Her writing is lyric, innovative, and
rooted in the landscape of the Northern California area of the United States. Shaping the feminist
eco poetics of the Pacific Rim, her poems both implicitly and explicitly address environmental
issues and criticize U.S. military aggression. The poem Practical Water is the title poem from her
most recent collection published by Wesleyan in 2009. The book is part of a four book series based
on the elements. This is the first Japanese language translation of her work.
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What does it mean to live a moral life
Itis nearly impossible to think about this

We went down to the creek
The sides were filled

with tiny watery activities

The mind was split & mended
Each perception divided into more

& there were in the hearts of the water molecules
little branches perpendicular to thought

Had lobbied the Congress but it was dead
Had written to the Committee on Understanding
Had written to the middle
middle of the middle
class but it was drinking
Had voted in cafes with shoplifters &
beekeepers stirring tea made of water
hitched to the green arc

An ethics occurs at the edge
of what we know

The creek goes underground about here

The spirits offer us a world of origins
Owl takes its call from the drawer of the sky

Unusually warm global warming day out

A tiny droplet shines
on a leaf & there your creek is found

It has borrowed something to
link itself to others

We carry ourselves through the days in code
DNA like Raskolnikov's staircase neither
good nor bad in itself



Lower frequencies are the mind
What happened to the creek

is what happened

to the sentence in the twentieth century
It got social underground

You should make yourself uncomfortable
If not you who

Thrush comes out from the cottony
coyote bush glink-a-glink
chunk drink
trrrrrr
turns a golden eyebrow to the ground

We run past the plant that smells like taco sauce

Recite words for water
weeter wader weetar vatn
watn voda

[insert all languages here]

Poor Rimbaud didn't know how to live
but knew how to act
Red-legged frog in the pond sounds like him

Uncomfortable & say a spell:
blossom knit & heel affix
Sfiddle fern in the neck of the sun

It's hard to be water
to fall from faucets with fangs
to lie under trawlers as horizons
but you must

Your species can't say it
You have to do spells & tag them

Uncomfortable & act like you mean it
Go to the world

Where is it
Go there



Flower Yuka Tsukagoshi

Chasing after lilting words

I nibble the soil since I dont have enough soil within me

We hold hands under flowers
“See, they have eyes”
‘I don't like life”
the girl keeps culling dead flowers
Like the angle of these stems
the world has changed in just an hour

(chimney leaning, windows closed)

Light is quiet
green is quiet
holding hands

we turn into shadows

darkening the grass and rice field
The sky and clouds on the water completely sunk into the square of mud
looking down at their reflection

they do not meet our eyes

The top and bottom of the hill are not connected
is the hill going down

Orare we going up

a bus roars in the distance

electric wires tremble

the grass and rice field must be bright by now
the dirt under my nails is laughing

the wind, plump like blood vessels

sweeps away half of the girl

Up on the hill
it's already the time for the houses to burn

(the balls of my feet are leaving me)

Nothing down here

but flowers
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As though your skin were peeling and falling away
limbs swing loosely back and forth
falling the shadows little by little

this city

I was poured shush shush shush into your walls
the line between my fingers and the air

is too shiny

and has too much contrast

it's painful

The dried out undersides of my eyelids
hold onto a milk white vision

you are laughing

and I'm scared and can't close my eyes

I haven't yet been able to see the edge of me
and just watch as someone slips away into the distance
into that far light

increasing the shadows

Gradually getting closer

((the line between
"I've got a little spot of hell on my stomach
sticking out like a skin colored wart
that won't come off, even if I pull”
((the edge of me
(but that's further away than my skin
“the trembling remains on the dorsum of my feet and on my cheeks
and rain is falling between my fingers"
(1 think I've passed it over, but then I am still inside
"that day, a small hell fell away
so easily I didn't feel a thing
I'wanted that pain”

The ground quietly gathers its shadows
rubbing between my fingers

things that will be born as words someday
(am I precisely capturing your fingers?)

If I pour myselfinto this city
make it nothing but empty space

And then,
it overflows
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Thursday

A red blaze of dusk

moves up and down

The city

Spitand snow and

Thursday too

fall as long shadows in the road

[ just saw

the anger of a strong willed man

fall under the clouds

under the lid of the clouds

having sunk into their fur-like folds

clung to the steel surface

turning into clean, fresh drops of nothing but water

[ don't remember

the words

I'think it looked something like brain tissue
like a water fountain

shutter shush me

stuck on

Thursday

On this busy street

someone has hung out their clothes

On the other side of 2 haphazard wall

soldiers march and yell

My chest warmed up enough

I'm tempted to fold myselfup

Before the soldier in the fur cap finishes lowering the flag
aman's lip is buried among the azure children

A red blaze of dusk
moves up and down
shutter me

Alittle light peaking through is better than the glare
When I have it in my hand

from here
it's easy

1



oy & El

8T
L

oy
Ot ap 8
D D

B aQ L g an ot DB

QoI IY
g
ok

b ISR

ee

W QDM U4 S oW
PR T
HWNQIELRIENCR

HNHo Qv

HoW L0
B T =)

UL oSwe

Kugou
HWLORERRBAIW I
EEnS SIS0 e
CEESRTNIW

$h$b®m?%ﬁ£o:.ﬁthﬁ

B0 50 104 L
BEEEIQ 1) -2 4la0 L
D S DN A1) B a00 0

8T

RHuEL

BOEP QM
SHhonmoa~yeLRL5

RN NS PR

10



Pigs in a Blanket Judy Halebsky

Marina lost her Rolex at the beach
another girl lost her bikini top

Laverne's got his lotto tickets spread out all over the counter
I've got a short stack with blueberries and Cool Whip

tsuuka - an artist of clamshells

means a wealthy person
to swim in the Pacific I run into the waves and fall forward

the guy across the aisle lost teeth to highways
the night shift and bacon

beika - rice money

means American dollars

when Laverne was in school he counted

the packages of saltines that come free with a bowl of soup
I take out loans and buy red sandals

the mail comes with rows of numbers

from his apartment window my father is yelling

what's money

they're hoping for rain then sun then a late frost

the guy across the aisle wants to know who all is in my class

he says he wants to sleep with everyone

B
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Red Hollow

[ mark days in lines on the bedpost
bathe in salt water and ice cream

please don't tell anyone about the salt
or the midnight radio
or the patterns in my blood

I believe in skiing over the rocks when the snow is thin

when my mother got cancer she said
the goal now is to die of something else

I'd be better off with faith
My father is calling Karl Marx a prophet
we danced our feet crunching in back yard snow

getting better is something to say

instead of grave or progressive
we are sword fighting in shadows on the wall
we are walking through the woods with wet mittens

we are reading the sign by the lake that says the ice will hold

[ believe in throwing all my dresses off the roof
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Butter Melts in Summer

Girls are showing their arms and angles and toenails

after the whip cream and frosting the lady said
Artaud is more beautiful than the beach

[ should have left right then

kirei ni

to make pretty

to make clear

to mark latitude, the angle

of my body on the sidewalk

stitched and patched with moss with seaweed with lab coats

move nights by tree bark

breathe dragonflies and mosquitoes

measure longitude in holes in my skin

before this there were salmon pastries and cuff links
there were petitfours and cream buns

there was Neil Young and I was the cinnamon girl
I'sleep hill and a grave of trees

[ am holding up and dropping veils of morning

it's only poetry but the lady's yelling, saying that I ate her lunch
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He Wanted to Fly Off Into the Sky
Ayumu Akutsu

As the anesthesia wears off

the weather vane, metal rooster on a pole shifting with the wind
wants to recover something with his rusted feathers

and starts to spin back the other way

this brilliant weather vane

of all the possibilities, he has never once been misguided

but there were other things

If west points to west

if northwest, to northeast
in a blizzard

na lunar eclipse

he's repeated what is right
what he thinks is right

Charmed by the chirping of small birds

and the sound of the wind from season to season
he keeps spinning, encouraging his squeaking feet
pushing to believe that a dream can come true

he's getting closer, little by little

Looking up at the unreachable sky

he goes around, around, around
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Here, there is a small nothingness
Not nothing but a nothingness

Of something that used to be an onion

The skin was herself but not herself
She suddenly thought, in her nothingness
Having picked the layers up one by one

Having stared at them one by one

The nothingness gradually remembered
She had been given those layers

And even Onion as a name

21

Since being a plant with a round flower
Or even before that
She had already put on heavy clothes

One by one, picking up and throwing away
One by one, choosing the layers
Making herself from scratch

All of the borrowed skins were returned
And all the unnecessary layers thrown out

This round yellow-green onion
A bit smaller than before
But much more fond of herself
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Onion of Nothingness

1
A round yellow-green onion

With her old skin peeled and fallen

The onion smoothly thinking
How far can I go to be myself

Little by little peeling away
Little by little getting smaller

A restless tingling is setting in
Wondering how far to go

Little by little taking off her clothes
Little by little getting smaller

She got smaller
And disappeared

20
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On a Powder Snow Night

Ah, such a frozen night
on a night like this, let's pray on a star
heaven's pitissier will make us an airly round cake

out of those pointy top mountains

Please, powder snow

erase the traces of wounds from our cheeks

with the sweetness of angels

extinguish the smoke with your sugar white flakes
cool down a child's burns

brush the world, lighter than a feather

our sadness all wrapped up

melt it away all together

powder snow

powder snow
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The round yellow-green onion
Swings in the wind, soaks in the sun
Without one lingering question

She didn't know that she was a perennial in the lily family
She didn't know that someday she would be made into a curry

And all those things didn't matter
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Yuka Tsukagoshi is a poet and translator. She has a degree in English from Dokkyo University
and studied literature and creative writing at State University of New York, New Paltz where
she won the Vincent Tomaselli Fiction Award. In 2008, Shichou Press published her

book, When Clouds Look Like Scrambled Eggs, which was nominated for the 59th Mr.H prize.
Her works have also appeared in the anthology, Poems on Air Raids by 310 Poets, from Coal
Sack Press in 2009 and several journals internationally including the U.S. and Korea. She
gives readings and often works collaboratively with visual artists in gallery shows and live
performances.
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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 was 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 Waseda University's School of Letters, Arts and Sciences II. Her
first book of poems, Even Though the World Would Let You Die was published in 2007 by Coal
Sack Press. Ayumu works as an illustrator and book designer for a publishing company in Tokyo.
She has designed over 30 books of poetry as well as the anthology, Poems on Air Raids by 310
Poets (Coal Sack Press, 2009). This anthology included her original drawings and two of her
poems and was also featured on NHK TV. She graciously does all the layout and design for Eki
Mae. Her second collection of poems will be published by Coal Sack Press in 2010.
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