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Author’s Prayer

If 1 speak for the dead, I must leave

this animal of my body,

I must write Ehc same pocm over and over,

for an empty page is the white flag of their surrender.

If I speak for them, I must walk on the edge

of myself, I must live as a blind man

who runs through rooms without

touching the furniture.

Yes, I live. I can cross the streets asking “What year is ic?”

I can dance in my sleep and laugh

in front of the mirror.

Even sleep is a prayer, Lord,

I will praise your madness, and

in a language not mine, speak

of music that wakes us, music

in which we move. For whatever I say

is a kind of petition, and the darkest

days must [ praise.
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Translated by Yuka Tsukagoshi & Judy Halebsky
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Dancing In Odessa

Inacity ruled jointly by doves and crows, doves covered the main
district, and crows the market. A deaf boy counted how many birds there
were in his neighbor’s backyard, producing a four-digit number. He dialed

the number and confessed his love to the voice on the line.

My secree: at che age of four I became deaf. When I lost my hearing,
I'began to sce voices. On a crowded trolley, a one-armed man said that my
life would be mysteriously linked to the history of my country. Yet my
country cannot be found, its citizens meet in a dream to conduct elections.

He did not describe their faces, only a few names: Roland, Aladdin, Sinbad.

Ilya Kaminsky

Ilya Kaminsky is one of the most celebrated new voices in U.S. poetry. His
readings are a near-revival style celebration of poetry, compassion, and
humnnity. His first book, Dancing in Odessa, won numerous awards including
the Dorset Prize, the Metcalf Award from the American Academy of Arts and
Letters, and a Ruth Lily Fellowship. Born in the former Soviet Union city of
Odessa, he now lives in California and teaches at San Diego State University.
He writes in both English and Russian. His extensive work in translation
supports and enriches dialog in transnational poetries.



5 B

bilAidhdsNTriEnnd L HRHEN
HhANZD

B X

Aan

HicED

BAMEATE->THBLATET
AATWTHRATWALTY
FABDEDIBRVEVINESLSH
{RJBE % AT B2 b B3 R 45

PGLhEDESIC ULolbicl

BIFEREL DR

FEH DD

L+ nhDhDh

UG mDh

(EQ/R ES /N DY/R
(FEHREADTHNT VB DIRHETT D)

fp2ELicbRi
finsde Loz
Bthol
=

(BTHHEDTHERLE)

HhbeETlRLwDTT
INEBNDHNWE
D7eLEbLLehnb DD niEcEH>EmiAb DS



BAFEAE-T
RACTEST

HOYHHICHIMAKEEE->T

EhHH%
RiEDEFHD XS5 2MHA ) BEEIC AL SR
ES3bBTLAT—I525KEBERT
HEERTBEARE ST

LT bl oy
BEADBDEDFELWAL-T

DIl DOhhtEEHY
bl ot
~EDHIHT
FEE B AT

H, oz oic

BZTnhan
bicEChhtic i SikhcFcocsieribhizERIC
WAHATRLDICE VWbl

FE TR T bHEL

6



Waving Border Yuka Tsukagoshi

I should just sprout up, says summer grass, the poisonous weed
completely overgrow
My head screams:

Cross the border

I've made so many crossings
borders seen and unseen

in the middle or to the left
SO many, so many crossings.

Like the skin,

wrinkled me

Does my head want death
or not-death?
chill

or warmth?

(who is that person hunched over, sobbing?)

If it falls, it should be rain

If it lows, it should be blood
If it is swallowed,

it should be nothingness

(asleep or awake, all I see are borders)

I'd love to taste something
between this and that
something that lives and grows

between me and not me



O many lines
or so many things
) g

or the curve of a back, hunched over

Surrounded by heads in all directions

[ warch the sun reflecred on the corn-like towers
stacked with countless man-made lights

shaped like angels'halos

They say this sun also causes photosynthesis

my feelings clutched, released

They say this sun is more beautiful than the real one

Looking for the soles of my feet
my head remembers the temperature of my body

around my navel

Ah, I've just crossed over again

orno, [ didn't

Head, heels, wrinkled words, wounds, suspected pores of my skin
so many things, I want to meet

surging and receding
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Ahhh, the Bus

Yuka Tsukagoshi, June 2010
Judy Halebsky, April 2011

Round and around
Bus wheels running

In front, behind me

Shunsuke’s collecting borttles of warter

for Abby, for the baby  coming

Round and around

While I'm sitting here thinking

So many buses pass

But not my bus

Time starts to think her own thoughts

The background noise intensifies, filters through

what can we take out of the water?

with charcoal, with iodine

tapeworms, pinworms, chlorine

I order another coffee (that’s five)
Place my air balloon head on an empry dish on the table
Spinning round and round

Gerting bigger and bigger

When the coffee comes, by then, time abandons time



B Al ¢4 2
a liquid, a sold, a gas

a—k—{EfCy A

a comfort, an addiction, a path

Names forget their faces and look away
They even forget ctheir names

Ice clinking cheerfully

Ice clinking beautifully, in profile

Her head turned

my back, the coffee, me, my head, the water, the ice
Yes, lovely (the ice), yes tragically (everything else)
yes yes yes but without lips for words

Round and around

Shunsuke’s collecting bottles of water

Ahhhh, my bus
it’s coming
my bangs already running, lifting off my forchead

the wheels, round and around



fiiZe2% = Plane Ticket
(Japanese by Judy Halebsky, English by Yuka Tsukagoshi)

BEH (2 1# [ (Tomorrow is rainy season)

BHHE 7 A Y # (Tomorrow is America)

B H X3 #5F (but America cannot be tomorrow)(don’t ask why)

ZEXBAH 21 (che sky, tomorrow, the sky)

HIH AL (Tomorrow is tea)(or could be coffee)(could be an empry dish)
BHHE #° 4% (Tomorrow is dada)(da-da-da-da-daaah)

AR ZD% % (Tomorrow is tomorrow) (am I tomorrow?)

WAMA T WD (Papers are flying) (I was yesterday)

NABTRA TS (Buses are flying) (music starcs)

Z2 72 %2 (and the sky, sky, sky)(and 1,1, 1)

HDZEHES XD ZE (caught up in a whirlwind)

TAYAEE WA (Is America very far?)(Is comorrow very far?)
TAY7EE L & (America is not very far) (Tomorrow is very far and very close)
TAY AL (Is America...) (tomorrow?)

BHIZ (Tomorrow is)(today)

fi§ i (rainy scason)(is flying)



The poems Ahbb, the Bus and Plane Ticket were written for a performance at
Parada galley in Kichijouji, Tokyo. They were written in the gallery space on
the day of the performance. Both poems were written in Japanese. Later,
English lines were added to each poem as both a translation of the poem and an
expansion of the poem. The results offer a version of each original poem in a
new language and also broaden the poem substantially by adding concepts and
lines evoked by the original poem but not derived from that poem. They were

created collaboratively by Yuka Tsukagoshi and Judy Halebsky.
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Qut of the Gate Judy Halebsky

I have breathed into too many balloons
put my fingers in so many cakes

had my body scanned with fingerprints
wrote out my dreams in lines of the night
traced words into storm clouds

mixed water with mint and bourbon
made a bed from spidering vines

wore a wreath of grass cuttings

a raft of stickseced

there’s a snail who thinks he’s climbing Mount Fuji

the racerrack is filled with stars
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Weekend  Ayumu Akursu

I wake up past noon
on the weekend

feeling hungry.

I open the currains

letting late morning come in.

As my hands slip
a licele light peaks through
like a small flame of hope.
This dim room
is like a den

and we, a pair of animals.

In chis one room apartment, a liccle small for two

we breathe
crowded into a bed, a little small for two

lying rangled together.

Here, there is enough vividness
but I still have those mornings
when I am tempted to drop everything,
to jump onto the next train.

But just wishing to disappear

B .
wont makc me dlsappcar.

So for today,

I just run che washer.
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Paperweight

You say you can’t live if I die.
Honestly, that's too much.

I think you will live anyway.

But it's that weight

that makes me live.
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Blank Space in Heart

I like white spaces

within words and paintings

but on my own

I tend to put in toomanythings.
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Oi

Hey,

can you hear me?

You don’t have to go it by yourself
Actually, it’s impossible to go it alone
Don’t disappear, like that

on your own.

Reach out a hand, answer me,

and shour,

Oi.

If I Can Die Tomorrow

Since I always strive to live withourt holding regrets,

I've started to feel I can die, regret free, anytime.

“Even if you die to ! "
y morrow, you won't have any regrets?

“Is that how you live?”

If you were to ask me on one of those days

it probably wouldn’t sound so good but,

“Yeah, I'm filled with regret.”
I would say
and scratch my head

and laugh.
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Yuka Tsukagoshi is a poct and translacor. She has a degrec in English from Dokkyo University and
studied Literature and Creative Writing at State University of New York, New Paltz. Her second
collection of poems, Theatre Fury of A Border Crossing Mind was published by Shichousha Press in
2010 and was a finalist for the Mr. H Prize and the Nakahara Chuya Prize. Her first book, When
Clouds Look Like Scrambled Eggs (Shichousha Press, 2008), was nominated for the Mr.H prize. Her
work has also appeared in 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.

Judy Halebsky (¥a2 74 nv72%)
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Judy Halebsky teaches Literature and Creative Writing at Dominican University of California. For
three years, she studied Japanese noh theacre 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 book Sky=Empty won
the New Issues Pactry Prize and was a finalist for the California Book Award. She is originally
from Halifax, Nova Scoria, Canada.
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Ayumu Akutsu graduated from Waseda University and lives near Tokyo. Her first book of poems,
Even Though the World Would Let You Die was published in 2007 and her second collection of
pocms, Lifeline: Living Within Suicide was published in 2010 by Coal Sack Press. Her second book
won the 1st Toorumou Prize commemorating Sakutaro Hagiwara and was a New Poet Finalist for
the Japan Pocts’ Club Prize. Ayumu works as a book designer for a publishing company in Tokyo.
She has designed over 100 books, mainly in poetry. She graciously does all the layout and design for
EkiMac. [Follow her on Twicter at: ayusuke_]
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