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INTRODUCTION

Japan and New Zealand are two curved archipelagos separated by the
vastness of the Pacific—Te Moana-nui, the great ocean, as it was known
in ancient Polynesia. The distance between us is cultural and historical
as well as geographic. And although our countries are not dissimilar in
physical size, the population of Japan is 25 times larger than that of
New Zealand, its cities taller and more sprawling, dense with people
and their stories.

The New Zealand writers sampled in this publication have all
encountered Japan—in real life, on the news, through relatives and
ancestors and friends, or in their imaginations. In Japan’s mountains and
coastlines we see a mirror image of our own landscapes; in its volcanic
eruptions and earthquakes, we see our own volatile geology.

Many of the writers here have spent time in Japan, as teachers
or as students, researchers, musicians, artists. Often they are lured
there by the power of Japanese art: literature, film, manga, ceramics,
contemporary music, Kabuki theatre. Some, like Patricia Grace and
Jeffrey Paparoa Holman, explore emotional connections with those
defined as the enemy in a time of war. Others, like Carl Shuker, celebrate
a ‘long love affair’ with Japan.

In these pages you'll find New Zealand writers of different ages,
experiences, points of view and diasporic histories. Alongside Maori
writers Patricia Grace and Colleen Maria Lenihan are writers born in
Japan, Hong Kong or Britain. New Zealanders are travellers, both in the
physical world and in its many imaginative dimensions. Our encounters
with Japan are starting points, suggesting different ways to see another

place, and our own.

Paula Morris MNZM
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Vivienne Plumb

BIO

Vivienne Plumb (New Zealand/ Australian
heritage) writes poetry, fiction, drama and creative
nonfiction, with over twenty publications. In 2008
she was commissioned by Auckland Theatre
Company to adapt her short story, The Wife Who
Spoke Japanese In Her Sleep, into a playscript for
the 2009 Auckland Arts Festival. The original story
came about because Plumb had been learning
Japanese. Play, and story, embrace a theme of
transformation. In 2018, Dr Plumb held the Creative
New Zealand Berlin Writing Residency, during 2019
she toured schools through Te Pou Muramura, and
2020 marked a move to the town of Featherston
which bears links with Japan, as it was here that

a Japanese PO.W. camp was established during
World War Il.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Extract from The Wife Who Spoke Japanese in
her Sleep (Otago University Press, 1993)

In the winter the nights become long and cold.
In Honey Tarbox’s house all is hushed on a
frosty midwinter night.

Then slowly, slowly, Honey rolls over in
her bed and starts to wake. She is speaking
Japanese.

‘Kyoo wa samui desu ne’

‘What...?” she thinks.

‘Ohayo gozaimasu, she says out loud. The
words echo around the cold, still bedroom. Her
husband groans,

‘Huh, wozzat?”

She stops speaking but her mind keeps
turning, rolling around. What did I say, she
thinks. She doesn’t know if it was Japanese. She
is the wife who spoke Japanese in her sleep.

At first she didn’'t speak much Japanese.

Her husband, Howard, stayed awake one
night and described what he saw happen. He
watched her go to bed. Gradually she fell asleep,
then after an hour she started speaking in
another language. She spoke for a little time.

When she woke in the morning Honey was
amazed to hear Howard’s description.

She never felt tired. She was always rested,
relaxed. But Howard often looked exhausted.

‘The talking keeps me awake, he said.

At first they couldn’t understand which
language it was. Neither of them had ever
spoken any language themselves other than
English. Honey had once gone on a holiday to
Fiji but Howard had never travelled.

So one night Howard said he would tape
Honey talking in her sleep. The next day they
took the tape to the School of Languages which
was very close by. They asked to see a teacher.
While they sat waiting they watched six
goldfish swimming in a large tank.

‘Mr and Mrs Tarbox?’ said the teacher. She

wore spectacles and a maroon cardigan. Her

VIVIENNE
PLUMB

9



VIVIENNE
PLUMB

10

hair was pulled back into a bun. To Honey and
Howard she looked very educated.

‘How can I help? What would you like
to learn? Arabic? Spanish? Lithuanian?
Mandarin? We offer them all’

‘Please listen to our tape, said Howard, his
face slightly flushed. He switched on his pocket
machine.

‘Nan desu ka, said the voice on the tape. It
didn’t sound like Honey at all.

‘What language is that?’ asked Howard. The
teacher listened.

‘Why it’s Japanese, she said. She listened
some more, then laughed. ‘Good grief] she said.

‘What is it?” asked Honey.

‘Well it’s rather rude; said the teacher. ‘I
don’t think I could give you a direct translation.
Where did you get this from?” Howard and
Honey looked at each other.

‘Umm, they both said. Honey looked at her
shoes, Howard looked at the ceiling.

‘Wait a minute, said the teacher. ‘Now what’s
she saying?’ She leaned forward, concentrating
on the tape recording. “‘Wow, incredible. Who
is this woman? I ‘d love to meet her. What a
wonderful woman she is. She seems to know so
much’

‘Why, what did she say?’ said Howard. He
wriggled on his chair. Honey watched the fish
flipping around the tank and waited to hear
what the teacher would say next.

‘Well it’s a kind of speech about mankind,
said the teacher. ‘Sort of prophecies...it’s hard to
describe’

They all stood staring at each other. The
voice on the tape had stopped.

‘She says things. She’s like a kind of...oracle;
said the teacher. I'd really like to meet her. Is she
a friend of yours?”’

Howard giggled. Honey looked at the fish.
One really big goldfish swam right up to the
glass, its mouth opening and shutting at Honey.
‘Oh! Oh! Oh! it looked like it was saying.

‘It’'s me, said Honey in a flat voice. “That tape
recording is me’

“You?’ said the teacher. She was obviously
surprised. She took her spectacles off and
polished them and put them back on again.

T don’t understand, said the teacher. ‘If
you speak Japanese why don’t you know what
you're saying? Also, excuse me if [ appear rude,
but that voice doesn’t sound like you at all.
Hajimemashite. Watashi wa Florica desu. Doozo
yoroshiku. She bowed low towards Honey.

‘No, no! whispered Honey. She backed away.
‘Tdon’t understand youl...Tell her Howard. Tell
her what happens’

Howard moved closer to Miss Florica and
lowered his voice.

‘When Honey goes to sleep at night, she
speaks like that.  He nodded his head towards
the tape recorder. Miss Florica gasped.

‘She speaks in her sleep? Howard nodded.

‘And in a language she doesn’t understand?’

“Yes, said Howard. ‘We don’t know what to
do!

‘But do you realise what she’s saying?” asked
Miss Florica.

‘This voice on the tape is making prophecies.
On the tape she made some predictions about
the government of our country’

‘No! said Howard. Honey looked away. She
was feeling so embarrassed. She wished they’d
never come.

“You must have a very special power, said
Miss Florica, ‘to be able to perceive things that
we cannot. A clairvoyant power. She smiled at
Honey.



But Honey said to Howard, ‘Howard let’s
leave, I just remembered I left the heater on at
home’

Howard came straight away. He’d never
encouraged large electricity bills. Was in fact
quite a penny pincher when it came down to it.

‘Which heater?’ he kept asking all the way
back. “The big one or the little?’

‘Oh, Howard, shut up, said Honey. She
withdrew to the bathroom where she ran a long
hot bath. She didn’'t come out until she heard
Howard leave for his afternoon class at the
Community Institute. He was learning how to
make patchwork. Now he was retired he had
nothing else to do with his time. As for herself,
the children had all grown up long ago. She had
no hobbies, no pastimes, no job, but now she
had this.

She looked at herself in the bedroom mirror.
She saw a short, stout woman, with blond hair.
A fleshy, plump body. She pinched the flesh on
her face. When she pulled her fingers away, a
white mark was left on the sagging pink skin.

She thought she knew what a clairvoyant was.

It was a woman, dressed with a scarf on
her head, and wearing rings and jewellery. She
had a rich plummy voice, and she waved her
hands around in an artistic manner. She’d seen
them in old Sherlock Holmes movies. The lights
would be dimmed and then, the spirits would
come. They would fill the room, knocking over
lamps and tables in an effort to make their
presence known.

Was she a clairvoyant?

She laughed. She shook her head and her
blonde hair fluffed around her head like a halo.
What a preposterous ideal

Or in the newspaper. Sometimes she’d seen
them in the newspaper. A woman would be

called in to assist the police in finding a dead
body. CLAIRVOYANT HELPS POLICE it
would scream across the front page. And there’'d
be a photo of her, hand outstretched, eyes shut.
Could that be Honey?

Or at school, many years ago. She
remembered they had learnt about the Oracle
at Delphi. A woman had sat on a sacred tripod
over a deep fissure in the earth. The mists of
the inner earth would rise and send her into
a trance. Then she’d speak, tell everyone all
manner of things. She might talk for hours, then
collapse exhausted. A priest interpreted her
messages. People would come from everywhere

VIVIENNE
to ask her questions. And often her answers PLUMB
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Honey considers herself. Looks at her hands,
not artistic, but capable. She glances at her bed,
smoothly made, her fuchsia pink nightdress
rolled up and slipped under the pillow. And she

wonders what the night will bring.
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Writing from Victoria University
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She currently lives on the Kapiti
Coast, Aotearoa, with her young
family.
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Volcanoes have the shortest names

I trace the lands I've travelled on. In Japan,

Abu-san is a glimmer of salt dissolving

on warm lips, Aso-san, the touch of a feather.

Usu-san and Zao-san, the lick of rain through a window:.
They have a pleasant weight when I speak them -

heat and a cooling cloak of smoke.

The mountain of my homeland is an ancient volcano.
In English, it is a boy in the schoolyard playing catch
against the wall. Ben Nevis, Ben Nevis sounds like a hill.
In one of the land’s tongues, it’s Beinn Nibheis.

It sounds bigger. More like a beached whale,

or a giant fish, its tail flicked out, creating rifts and dips.

In Aotearoa, there are many maunga and they still carry heat.

Ruapehu erupted the year after we arrived,

ash clouding the wide Manawatu skies.



Communal existence

Tatsuya lay on the futon in the whitewashed room, his work clothes hung in the
wardrobe. I watched him in my pyjamas. I wanted to run my hand over his skin, now the
colour of recycled paper. He told me to go out and serve the community. The doctor said
he had an ulcer in his duodenum, that he must rest. He was on his back and full of noise,
his blood had never gathered like this, had never pinned him to the ground. Another man
took me out to spread pea straw on the pumpkins, told me to let him be. He understood
what his blood meant, but he didn’t tell me. Instead, Tadachi called my family. I was being
beaten, he said. I wasn’t, but they didn’t know it then. Back home Mum said I'd been lucky
the rage had cultivated in his intestines, and that my face was free of the imprints his two
ex-wives had been left with.

Sweet cheek

In the beginning we sat in front of the computer
and tried to translate each other’s incomprehension.
I wish we had managed to find our version

of ‘you will become a fortunate feeling’,

‘ecology is a form of tenderness’,

or ‘you are the because’.

Instead we turned off the screen,

let our hands do the rest.

KIRSTEN LE
HARIVEL
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BIO

Yoshiko Teraoka was born in Japan in 1992 and
moved to Rotorua with her family at the age of six.
She has a Bachelor of Fine Arts (Hons) from the
University of Auckland. Her creative nonfiction
work was published in the anthology A Clear Dawn:
New Asian Voices from Aotearoa New Zealand. She
is currently based in Osaka, where she works in the
fields of translation and book distribution.
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Extract from a personal essay ‘Satisfaction killed
the cat, but curiosity brought it back’.

It did not occur to me that day when the
unassuming group of Japanese ladies
approached me at Japan House on Kensington
High Street, their question, “Would you like to
join us for coffee?” actually meant, “Would you
like to be baptised?’ One ‘yesu’ led to another
and there I was: dressed head to toe in bleached
white attire, drenched in holy water at the back
of a church house; my adult body was plunged
into an accidental baptism by someone I'd just

met a half-hour ago.

Time moves slowly when you’re underwater.

In water, the truth stares at me and I stare back.
In water, I see myself for what I really am: a fool,
a romantic, a cynic, a believer, a child. In water, I
return to myself. Entering the steps of the two-
by-two baptism pool, the turquoise-coloured
abstraction filled my vision. Arms outstretched,
and before I could catch a deep breath—splash!
The pool now a vessel for the wide expanse

of my imagination. Childhood memories came
swimming over me like fish in the sea.

Mother always told me she found me under
the bridge by the lake. I accepted this as fact, for
Lake Biwa is the source of the rivers, Yodogawa
and Katsuragawa— two large bodies of water,
in Osaka and Kyoto, which flow through the
places where my mother and father were born.
One is much purer than the other, but both
bodies merge and flow into Osaka Bay before
dissolving into the vast, unknowable sea.

I fell into water a lot. Puddles, canals,
pools, and rivers. By impulse, I found myself
responding to the call of the void, a voice that
echoed from beneath the water’s surface. Once
compelled by my own reflection—fragmented
and multiplied with the ripples of water—I
tumbled head-first into the shallow waters of a



freshly planted rice field near the house where
[ grew up. A common feature in places with
rice fields, waterways surrounded the streets
in the town on the eastern edge of Lake Biwa.
Much like the nature of dreams where one can’t
remember how they got there in the first place,
the motions leading up to my fall one day in the
waterway remains unclear, but in my memory,
was scooped up in a fishing net by a neighbour.
Moving across waters to the bottom half of
the world, oriented by the Southern Cross, our
family moved from one small town in Japan
to another in New Zealand. Rotorua— dubbed
‘Sulphur City’'—is home to the geothermal
reserve, Tikitere. The Irish playwright George
Bernard Shaw called it ‘Hell’s Gate’ and it is
said that here, upon seeing boiling earth, he
questioned his atheist beliefs, exclaiming that
‘this could be the very gates of hell’. You didn’t
have to go there to know that it existed; it rotted
silver and killed sound systems. We inhaled
and exhaled it, and like that, we embraced the
indeterminate, grey area which we occupied.
On the other side of Lake Rotorua, Rotorua
Bible Baptist Church ran a program for kids
called Awana every Tuesday night. Between
an uncle on my father’s side (a Protestant
minister) and an uncle on my mother’s side (a
Buddhist monk), our family was comfortable
—suspended—in the void of doubt and
uncertainty. I went every Tuesday night, not
because I half-believed in God, but I knew there
would be Digestive biscuits and cheap, watered-
down coffee. Methodist or Baptist, Presbyterian
or Anglican, it didn’t matter. It was with
wonder and curiosity that I went to churches,
like freediving into a smorgasbord of religious
beliefs. Already by the age of ten, I was immune
to any organised religion—unless God or Jesus

resided in candy or coffee.

Reading stories from the Bible was
entertaining at times, but not as fun and wild as
running freely in the open space of the church
playing Duck, Duck, Goose before our supper
treat. At the end of the night, the kids would all
hop into a white van and the young church lady
would drop us off home one by one. My drop-
off was conveniently timed at just before nine,
so I could settle down on the couch to watch
South Park—my own cleansing ritual to balance
purity with the profane. Watching Channel 4,
which later became New Zealand’s poor version
of MTV with the music channel C4, was as
close to a religious ritual for an immigrant with

YOSHIKO
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scratch cards and the little yellow ticket.

I could stay in the water forever, I thought.

In the London pool, as my body liquified with
past memories, I swam and swayed—from panic
to acceptance, punishment to ecstasy with the
picturesque apple tree in the garden. Perilously
seduced, the dual possibilities of revelation and
self-annihilation kindled a warm thrill within
me. Do churches have a monthly quota for
baptisms? Was I involved in a cult? Did I feel
betrayed for being lured with the promise of
coffee and cake? Sure, but it didn’t matter.

I was happy.
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Siobhan Harvey

BIO

An avid shinnichi” B H ), Siobhan Harvey’s
fascination with all things Japanese began when
she read the Banana Yoshimoto novel, Kitchen

in 1993. Her son’s self-teaching of the Japanese
language and his addiction to manga, particularly
Araki’s JoJo’s Bizarre Adventure have strengthened
Harvey’s engagement with Japan. She has visited
the country with her family on numerous times
and counts the works of filmmaker, Yasujird Ozu
and authors Yoko Tawada and Osamu Dazai (Shuji
Tsushima) among her favourites.
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This extract from the short story ‘Black
Origami Birds’is set in Tokyo and Christchurch
and involves connections between both
communities, particularly around the 2011
quake. It was previously published in Asian
Literary Review 28 (Hong Kong) and Griffith
Review 49 (Aus) and won the 2016 Write Well
Award for Fiction (US).

The way Grace’s memories overlap is draining.
One recollection folds into another, just as,
each time the earth crumples these days, one
quake signals the next. So destabilising, like the
way current events merge with the past in her
mind. She feels she is robbed of every certainty:.
Even her grief is an ongoing envelopment

of her existence, its history with Ken and

its present without him in which, like a bad
accident visited over and over again, turmoil,
confusion and despair snarl.

The landscape of her mind morphs into the
pagodas of Senso-ji Temple. It’s New Year’s
Day, the oshogatsu festivities. Grace and Ken
stand outside the Thunder Gate, a crowd about
them, the smoke of collective breath fusing
with burning incense. Ken strokes Grace’s
face, places lips gently upon her. A moment’s
tenderness, so brazen, so un-Japanese.
Afterwards, the crowds - some wearing
kimonos, some holding ancient Buddhist
icons - surge through Thunder Gate and start
their march into the Temple. Ken seizes her
hand and leads her into the Temple grounds.
Nakamise-dori’s bright arrangement of stalls
selling woodblock prints, sweets, Godzilla
toys and T-shirts flashes past. The next thing
Grace knows she’s standing in the Great Hall
before the golden statue of Kannon, Goddess of
Mercy, which radiates warmth like a halo.

Soon Ken will be awarded his wings.

These are the weeks during which he sits
numerous examinations in a flight simulator.
And these are evenings during which Grace
listens to her lover discuss his assessments, her
mind picturing him as a character trapped in a
fantasy, a boy aboard a magical bird (something



Japanese - the green pheasant or red-crowned
crane). Each time a drama unfolds, Ken an
avian jockey navigating a creature through
surreal, black space and a series of equally
illusory dangers.

These are also nights during which Grace
awakes in darkness, her brain turning over again
with these chimerical impressions of Ken as
she worries whether this is what it means to be
married to a pilot, one’s life and sleep shadowed
by recurrent jeopardy:.

The morning of the final appraisal, Ken
and Grace agree to meet later in Ueno-Koen.
Grace floats through classes at the language
school, speaking to her students about tenses
(the pluperfect, the future), clauses, irregular
verbs, silent letters and allophones, while her
mind drifts somewhere else: with Ken and his
dreams of taking to the air.

Her last class dismissed, she discovers him
sitting on a picnic blanket on a verge in the
park. They kiss, then he hands her a glass of
wine, something distinctly New Zealand. He
takes her free hand and lays a black crane in it.
The origami bird sits beneath the summer light
sparkling with the single diamond ring it bears
on its back.

Of course Grace said, ‘Yes'

Once they’re married, their home becomes
a nesting site for paper birds. Whenever Ken
leaves for LAX, Chek Lap Kok or Heathrow, he
leaves another crane on Grace’s pillow, in the
fridge or next to her toothbrush. Always, his
cranes are black and inscribed - the faintest
peck of metallic ink pen upon paper - with
the word aishiteru. When Grace and Ken
move to Christchurch, the birds migrate too.
Grace hangs them in the master bedroom. The
window ajar, they rustle furtive as a secret

even when Ken leaves to do some light baby

shopping on an otherwise ordinary Tuesday
morning, never to return.

Half an hour later, there is such a
shuddering, Grace becomes something paper-
light and folding.

The next thing she knows her body is a
rumple upon the floor.
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Kerrin P Sharpe

BIO the rice planters 1953
Kerrin P Sharpe has published four collections of
poetry (all with Victoria University Press). She has on the steep stone path

also appeared in Best New Zealand Poems and in
Oxford Poets 13 (Carcanet Press UK) and POETRY to the rice shrine
(USA) 2018.1n 2020 she was shortlisted for the
Alpine Fellowship Writing Prize and in 2021 she was
awarded a Michael King Writers Centre Summer

) - the tea-bag horse
Residency. In writing these poems she remembers
a Japanese family she met in NZ who she tutored in stops often to turn
conversational English. They were kind and gentle

people. She also remembers the story about the the kettle on
Japanese man who after the 2011 tsunami learned
KERRIN how to dive so he could search for his wife lost in
P
the sea.
SHARPE his master removes
34 ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

a straw jacket
‘after the tsunami the diver’ was previously

published in Louder (Victoria University Press, to climb a tiny tree
2018). ‘the rice planters 1953’ was previously

published in There’s a Medical Name for This

(Victoria University Press, 2014); also published

in Oxford Poets 13 (Carcanet UK, 2013). this whistling bachelor

reminds the ikebana

rice planters the slow

moon will cross their palms
with the shadows

of pale fish



after the tsunami the diver

waves of ghosts red flags where they sank

waves of ghosts hollow bones of houses offices dried fish factories
waves of ghosts shrunken heads of marine birds

waves of ghosts some on single legs

waves he daily dives like a low sinking moon in search of his banker wife

now six years
now 2190 days

her last text

our manager orders us
to lie on the roof

any shadow could be hers any silence the space between her eyes

the tick tick tick of his tank flicks through this calendar their life together

even under the waves ghosts arrive without her and hang around him
and float into his arms kind like strangers

KERRIN
P
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Patricia Grace

BIO

Patricia Grace is one of New Zealand’s most
prominent and celebrated Maori fiction writers and
a figurehead of modern New Zealand literature.
She won the New Zealand Book Award for fiction
for Potiki (1987) and was longlisted for the Man
Booker Prize for Dogside Story (200T1), which also
won the Kiriyama Pacific Rim Fiction Prize (2001).
She received the Deutz Medal for fiction for novel
Tu at the Montana New Zealand Book Awards in
2005 and the Neustadt International Prize for
Literature in 2008. Grace explores cross-cultural
conflicts and the desire to belongin Chappy, which
is about a young man discovering the love story
between his Maori grandmother and his Japanese
grandfather.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Extract from Chappy (Penguin Random House,
2015).

The docking port was at Yokohama. I needed
to take a train to central Tokyo and was
grateful for the map given to me by Ishy. It

had instructions for me in English as well

as directions in Japanese for the taxi driver
who would take me to the railway station, the
attendant who would sell me a ticket and the
stranger who would show me my platform. I
was aware of people. People everywhere as |
boarded the crowded train that took us through
a concrete landscape—factories, apartments,
teeming shopping centres, temples, department
stores. Here and there were little wooden
houses sitting among it all.

I stepped from the train at Tokyo station,
knowing that, despite the throngs, I would not
be difficult to find. At the end of the platform,
blocking my way while the hordes moved
around us, was Chappy.

All T could do at first was wrap my arms
around his emaciated body and let tears drip on
him. It was like holding a bundle of his bamboo
sticks that I used to carry for him sometimes,
and just as rattly. We didn’t speak.

Another taxi driver sped us through the
town, where I expected to see evidence of the
destruction of a city. I knew Tokyo had been
bombed over a hundred times during the
course of the war. What I saw was a new city, a
rebuilt city, a modern city, alive, burgeoning.

We arrived at a public garden, a restful place
of soft colour by a large lake where pathways
went in many directions. After the noise of
traffic and bustle of people there was the quiet
stillness of rock.

We sat.

The story Chappy told me, after we’'d found
our way back into our common language
and common memories, was the story of his
deportation from Aotearoa and his arrival in
Japan. For two years he had lived in the ruins
of Tokyo, working at shifting rubble, and was



now living in the old part of the city, working in
a factory making radios. When not working he
would take a train to Yokohama and watch the
boats come in, believing he would find me one
day. He found Mo instead.

When I tried to talk to him about returning
to New Zealand, he wouldn’t respond. Although
he had wanted to get hold of me it was not, I
soon found out, with the hope of being able to
return to his wife and children. I did my best to
find out his reasons, but all he would say, in a
roundabout way, was that it wasn’t for the best.

We stood and walked for a while. Carp and
turtles broke the surface of the lake. Different
kinds of water birds cruised about. I spoke
to him of home and family as we made our
way out of the park and on to a little crowded
restaurant where Chappy ordered bowls of
seafood and vegetables that had been dipped
in batter, deep fried and seasoned with black
sauce and radishes. It was good. [ hadn’t eaten
since I left the ship.

Once again [ tried to discover the reason for
my brother’s reluctance to discuss a return to
his wife and family.

Japan is not loved, he said. ‘In Tokyo I have
work. I must help rebuild Tokyo. He paused. He
smiled. ‘But I'm happy to see you. You and your
little brother’

Where did that leave me? It was time to
return to my ship. What was I to say to Oriwia?

He gave me a parcel which I was to take to her.
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Ben Kemp

BIO

NZ born Ben Kemp lived ten years in
Tokyo where he absorbed traditional
art and culture, and discovered

his passion for kabuki theatre,
Japanese film and literature. Kemp
also toured with his Japanese band
Uminari, releasing three albums in
Japan, Australia, and New Zealand.
His work often explores the nexus
between Japanese and Maori/
Polynesian culture. Kemp developed
a close mentor-student relationship
in the late 1990s with Rowley Habib,
one of New Zealand’s pre-eminent
Maori writers. Habib inspired Kemp
with his disciplined approach to
being an artist, often citing ‘the
credence required’ of a writer.
Kemp’s latest inspiration is drawn
from both the ordinariness and
exoticism of his new life in Papua
New Guinea.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

‘The Japanese Moko’ and “T'wo
Vignettes of a Warrior’ were
previously published in New Poets
AUP 6 (Auckland University
Press, 2020)

The Japanese Moko

The ridge over his nose
yields a trickle of blood,
the bone chisel at rest beside an earthen teapot.

In kimara garden,
and under night’s sky,
the wrinkled shadow of this warrior, with one wabi-sabi eye.

Crows,
feathered in melanin,
and contoured by rivers of ink that cascade to a clay floor.

A journey,
dirt track by horseback,
in rice fields of Tamatauenga,
the Kami-sama with a muscle to plough.

Rangatira drinks,
in a valley of flax and green tea,
this hewed vignette, as the manifesto to his curved soul.



Two Vignettes of a Warrior

PART 1: MIYAMOTO

Suffuse the scent of a peach blossom amid red pines.
In 1584, Banshu,
a cuckoo sings Bennosuke

A baby with irritable skin builds the tall man,
a vision of two swords, Niten Ichi ‘two heavens as one’

The dead follow Sasaki,
blinded by sunlight,
the last swish of a wooden sword, bokken that severs the swallow’s tail

Of Zen,
no blue, no sky, BEN
unravelling subjective layers of experience, and dissolve into emptiness KEMP

Cave Reigando, 1645, 47
squints an eye,
then rises to tighten his belt,
in his left hand, katana,
with one knee raised vertically to heaven.

PART 2: TE KOOTI

A vision in 1830,
of one death, one birth,
a dark reflection in Awapuni lagoon, Te Toiroa Rikirangi, the horse trader and sailor

Coastal rain,
araged eye and taut lip,
chin to the bush pigeon, Urewera
his scrub beard asleep in the undergrowth

Inside the arc
the immaculate heads of women and children, utu, swings the tomahawk
so softly spoken ‘ko ana ki te potil

Upraised hand
bade unto God, Ringatt
the Israelites’ phosphorus flame,
a Hauhau disciple to hangi at Jacob’s table

‘Pinepine te kura’, 1893,
in shade beneath an unyielding sun,
the last psalm, the last waiata,
the tooth of injustice is blunt, the prophet extinguished.

NB: Te Kooti Arikirangi Te Turuki was a nineteenth century
Maori leader and warrior, the founder of the Ringatt religion.
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Yeonghee Seo

BIO

Yeonghee Seo is a student, writer, performer, and
artist. Born in Hong Kong, she came to small-town
New Zealand as a young child and fuelled her
appetite for outlandish, fantasy-filled narratives
with Japanese animations and graphic novels. Her
time spent in Japan on a high school exchange
program was a formative experience for her in many
ways, some of which she explores in her short story,
WHAT IF HE LOVED ME. Her writing is included

in the 2021 anthology, A Clear Dawn: New Asian
Voices from Aotearoa New Zealand.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Excerpt from ‘WHAT IF HE LOVED ME’

It was in the early spring of my fourteenth year
when I fell for my first love. He looked at my
tartan skirt and sweat-stained white shirt and
called me mature; I didn't know it then, but that
was when I fell.

Spring, in New Zealand’s terms. I should
really say autumn, or perhaps later-summer,
because in Tokyo it would still be unbearably
muggy deep into October, during the goodbye
kisses of the typhoon season. In Kyoto it
would be sunny enough to punish those of us
who thought sunblock would give us pimples.
Nevertheless, though the moment fell in Kyoto,
it was a spring sort of love, and we tumbled
through the New Zealand-spring-Japan-autumn
to rush towards the Pohutukawa-Christmas
and claim it as the summit of our affair, marking
spring as our first baby-steps towards it.
Perhaps we were jet-lagged.

The inception of our love placed itself
during the first weekend of this Japan Trip,
when me and the other students had left our
host families behind in Tokyo and bullet-trained
to the old capital. I wheedled myself into the
supervising team’s conversation to joke about
the amount of Facebook likes on our profile
pictures, to reveal my impressive multicultural
upbringing and show my keen interest in
his, and to see his slightly surprised, slightly
intrigued appraisal of me as he slipped me the
words like they were a secret birthday party
invitation. I humbly accepted; mature was a
compliment I was familiar with.

Mature: when I was still oily outside my
T-zone and helmet-haired, the ‘little waiter’
at my parents’ dinner parties; when I still
played with my older brother’s copy of Naruto:
Shippuden in the weekends, and Pokemon:
Diamond and Pearl in the holidays; when
I watched anime like Attack on Titan, read



manga like Hirunaka no Ryuusei, and sang
along to comedy voiceovers from Youtube with
my best friend as if knowing every inflection
would win us a medal. That last one I did in
front of him early in the trip, hoping to impress
him. Later, in bed, he told me he thought that

was the one time I seemed immature. Figures.

In Kyoto we walked in lines, prising open gift
shops and shrines, and gathering attention

as we went. Seven girls and seven boys in
uniform, marched through streets by four very
Caucasian adults. There was Mr H, later known
to me as Oli, from our quasi-brother school

in Miramar, who had the task of corralling

the boys; Joe and Leo, recent graduates of

that same school and our laid-back teacher
aides; Mr L, or Sean, our Kiwi-Japan link and
live-in tour guide; and Mrs V, from our actual
brother school, whose job was to steal joy

and spread unhappiness, it seemed. We were
never permitted to use her first name. Mrs V
was the most conspicuous of our supervisors,
with her scowling pale skin, cold blue eyes,
and tawdry yellow hair (probably bleached
and blow-dried). I suppose she could be called
my eventual saviour, in retrospect, but at the
time I considered her the villain: an undercover
Umbridge. Excluding her, everyone on the trip
had friended each other on Facebook by the
end of the first week.

And then there were the fourteen of us
students; cool kids and nerds, girls and boys,
mixed and mingled until we were as familial as
pubescent teens could be. The rabble included
my two enduring best friends: supportive
Cam and motherly Elaine. In Kyoto the three
of us fought for room arrangements, moved
mattresses to slumber party together. When let

loose in the Sanjo-kai Shotengai, we rushed

in the baking heat to show each other only-in-
Japan knick-knacks.

Cam had already developed a crush on one
of the Miramar boys by this time (I say, having
already frothed over a teacher on the first
day). He was (and still is, I imagine) a sweet,
funny, and tall boy, who incidentally also had
a hankering for anime and manga. In one of
the shotengai arcades, the Cam and I stalled,
cheering on his attempts to acquire a Captain
Levi figurine from a claw machine. The stalling
made us late, so we panicked and ran through
the market in a frenzy, lost in its labyrinthian
aisles—or perhaps that was the version of the
story we had decided on. Sometimes, often, I
find it easier to remember what I said in the
past, rather than what really happened. Either
way, Mrs V was livid. Oli looked unimpressed,
and though I must have been a major
contributor to our construction of an excuse,
imaginative and quick-thinking as I always am,
I could only profess that I was sorry, Sir, and
bow my sweaty brow in shame. I remember this
story, I think, because Cam’s boy crush gave
me that Levi figurine. These are my only two
memories from Kyoto.
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Jeffrey Paparoa Holman

BIO

Jeffrey Paparoa Holman is a Christchurch poet
and nonfiction writer. His collection, Blood Ties:
selected poems, 1963-2016 was published in

2017 (Canterbury University Press); a memoir, Now
When It Rains, in 2018 (Steele Roberts). In 2011,

he travelled to Japan to meet the families of two
kamikaze aircrew who died attacking his father’s
aircraft carrier, HMS lllustrious, off the Sakishima
Gunto in April 1945. The Nagata family (Kashima-
machi, Kyushu) and the Nishida family (Osaka) were
deeply moved by this encounter, as was the author.
The story of his pilgrimage, The Lost Pilot (Penguin
New Zealand) was published in 2013. A new
collection of his poetry, After Hours Trading and
the Flying Squad was published in 2021 through
Carbide Press.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Poem ‘The departed’ previously published in
The Lost Pilot (Penguin, New Zealand, 2013)
and Blood Ties: New and Selected Poems,
1963-2016 (Canterbury University Press, 2017).

The departed

there are bullet holes in the silence
of certain selected homes
black and white photographs

of departed kamikaze

grief for them is hidden deep
you cannot see it from the street

not even in the cries of the crows
JEFFREY

PAPAROA
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is it possible to trace that sound

only perhaps in this old woman
who passes bent beneath
a protein deficiency in her bones

shined hollow by a life of rice and fish

in one house in particular

there will be a portrait of the old

emperor and in another wrapped

in cloth behind the shrine a ceremonial
sword its golden sakura blossoms disguising

the blade asleep within the scabbard

there are certainly sword strokes and sobbing
deep in the night but impossible to tell

from where they come
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And things more or less came to a head over
Sapporo-style nabe

So when Jonathan Dubuc, an eighteen-year-old
fresh off the boat from Montreal, was admitted
to Rikkyo University in 1994 after the three-
part, cripplingly difficult entrance exams had
been passed, and the equally crippling non-
refundable application, admission, tuition and
laboratory fees had been paid, it was Yasu’s
professor Maeda-san who suggested the buddy
arrangement with Yasu, who could ease Dubuc
into school and Tokyo and Japanese food and
the hours required to absorb the punishing

CARL
number of kanji required to study chemistry SHUKER

in Japanese. The sagacious Maeda foreseeing 63
this buddy system as also having the effect of
preventing Yasu sliding into paranoia and a
lifelong aversion to the English language.

Yasu agreed, more out of deference to
Maeda’s (retrospectively bad) judgment than
any particular desire for an English-speaking
Canadian pal. Dubuc agreed too, because, at
this point, having lied about his proficiency
test (he’d claimed the prerequisite Level 1:
Advanced: 2,000 kanji, a vocab of 10,000
words and more than 900 hours’ study—the
fact was that Dubuc, a better forger than he
was or ever would be a language scholar, had
altered his certificate with Adobe Photoshop)
to get away from Montreal and his Catholic
bishop and super-strict and son-beating dad
who had nonetheless financed the first of four
years at Rikkyo (with allowance), and Dubuc at
this point having been only one week in Tokyo
(Maeda and the professors at his orientation
putting his quietness and constant nodding
down to nerves and an endearing enthusiasm
for all things Japanese, including deference to

one’s superiors), the young Canadian agreed to
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be buddied because he was both sleeping very
little and doing anything he could understand
of all he was being told.

But that didn’t last long.

And nothing at all about Jonathan Dubuc
seemed to quite add up or feel destined
to last very long. The first clue was the
accommodation he had chosen. Dubuc had
set himself up at Kimi Ryokan, a budget inn
for tourists, just a few blocks from Rikkyo on
Ikebukuro’s west side and a single room at the
Kimi cost around ¥4,500 a night, so per month
his rent worked out at roughly double that of a
standard gaijin house. Impressive for a student.

But this—although, of course, no one
ever raised the matter—could have been
explained away.

So then there was class. For the first few
weeks, sometimes up to five hours a day, six
days a week, he sat in lectures silently scribbling
in a new Muji folder, never looking up, never
offering a word, never offering an easement for
alecturer to call upon him. Yasu sat beside him
in only two classes per week, as a favor, and
never once heard him speak. But Dubuc seemed
to take copious notes, carefully shielded by an
elbow, and the instant the ninety minutes were
up and it was polite to leave, he’'d clap his folder
shut and meet Yasu outside, where he'd smoke
duty-free Gitanes until next class so furiously
there was no opportunity for conversation.

Cracks began to show.

Vague rumors began to circulate in the
Chemistry Department some weeks before
midterms. Rumors that Dubuc had been
spotted entering and leaving in different
states of disrepair some less than salubrious
nightspots in West Ikebukuro. That someone
reported someone else had seen him wading in

the fountains of the plaza late at night reciting

a Latin catechism in just a pair of stained
white Speedos. That he was a ghost. That he
took drugs.

And things more or less came to a head one
morning when, between a first-year bio lecture
and a tutorial for foreigners on Japanology,
between furious puffs on dizzyingly strong
Seven Stars cigarettes, 18-year-old Canadian
Jonathan Dubuc, in the midst of massive
culture shock and a general meltdown, invited
his university Buddy, the young mycology
student Yasu, to an early lunch in very formal
stilted Japanese.

Yasu, more than a little shocked, said, “But...
what about the tutorial?”

Bloodshot-eyed and furtive, Dubuc simply
repeated the carefully rehearsed invitation,
honorifics and all.

Put this way, and really the first time in
his life someone had addressed him in such
flattering and respectful language, Yasu just
couldn’t refuse. But still, his first real suspicion
that something might well be wrong in the alien
world of Dubuc didn’t come until their food
arrived at the seedy little izakaya that Dubuc
had quickly and unerringly led him to. Yasu
ordered some yakitori and green tea; Dubuc
ordered a large draught beer with impressively
dismissive familiarity, then tapped a finger
randomly on the menu with what Yasu wasn’t
sure was either extremely classy or somewhat
worrying indifference.

Dubuc lit yet another cigarette and sat in
erect silence, one epileptically tapping foot
aside, until his beer arrived. He downed half the
glass in one prolonged, unselfconscious swill.
Naive Yasu remained unconvinced of any kind
of trauma in the world of Dubuc. The Canadian
downed the rest of his Asahi, and croaked out
“Sumimasen!” to the waitress through a burp.



He ordered another.

Yasu waited. Prepared to put lunchtime
binge drinking down on his expanding list
of cultural differences. He'd heard about the
English, after all.

But the moment of epiphany came—that
Dubuc might just be lost, desperate, freaking
rapidly out—when, by a waitress who showed
some equivocal familiarity with the boy (a
sidelong glance; a nasal sigh), their lunch
was served.

Dubuc had randomly ordered Sapporo-
style nabe.

Nabe Sapporo-style arrives on the table as
a box of matches and a miniature hotplate on
three stilts mounted over a small sterno. The
hotplate is piled with raw beef and cabbage,
the idea being that the diner supervises the
cooking of his own dinner, stirring and turning
the meat with his hashi to cook it evenly.
And although the meat—pinkish, fatty, in
gristly blobs as big as fingers—was piled high
on the flat little hotplate, and there was no
bowl or broth as per regular nabe, Sapporo-
style usually works very well. Somehow, the
amount of meat is calculated precisely that it
cooks in its own juices without overflowing
the hotplate’s little rim, steaming the cabbage
above, and usually without requiring any more
than a minimum of attention.

Yasu knew that something was up with
the young Canadian when he didn’t light the
sterno and, with a minimum of attention, began
(with the fingers of one hand; Seven Stars still
burning in the fingers of the other) to wolf the

meat down raw.
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‘Letters from Japanese Kids’is a found poem
made up of goodbye letters from students at
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as Essential New Zealand Poems: Facing the
Empty Page (Random House, 2015).

Miss Red In Japan

I make telephone calls
to my bones, eat evenings
full of 12-year-old

video credits.

Crows snap black
on power lines, shine

beaks inside my leaf window.
My childhood home
is coffee cans, a frying pan

on the living room floor.

Mum is a Moritz stick.

The stove is a piece of dried seaweed.

At night I cover mother
in a yellow plastic hard hat.

‘Goodnight dad, I call out.

The road is dancing.
In the dark I salute
packets of HOPE
cigarettes inside
spacelight

roadside machines



Letters from Japanese Kids

Dear Ms Johanna

[ very enjoyed your class

I am lonely, but I do my best
I could forget bad feelings

I very enjoyed your class

You are always smiling and talking in a loud voice
I could forget bad feelings

Get a boyfriend and have a happy life

You are always smiling and talking in a loud voice
Sometimes you danced with us so kindly
Get a boyfriend and have a happy life

Sometimes you scolded me, ‘Yusuke!

Sometimes you danced with us so kindly
[ don’t want to say goodbye but I have to

Sometimes you scolded me, “Yusuke!

To tell the truth I need more time to spend with you

I don’t want to say goodbye but I have to

I'll always remember that you have a habit to bite your pen

To tell the truth I need more time to spend with you

Is this the end?

I'll always remember that you have a habit to bite your pen

I am lonely, but I do my best
Is this the end,

Ms Johanna?
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GNOSSIENNE NO.1

Slabs of sunlight fall, dust motes float like
amoeba across the room. Books, sheet music
and vinyl records line the walls, cover the
tatami in wooden cases and teeter in precarious
stacks. In the tokonoma, a pair of hand-tinted
photographs hang above a black lacquer shrine.

Yuki is playing a sensual, jazzy arrangement.
It is only her second attempt, so you feel good-
natured and forbearing about her fumbles on
the keys. Finally, she gets a feel for the piece.
She closes her eyes like a torch singer and

COLLEEN
launches into the chorus, her surprisingly husky Lg"'\ll*l*:l':N
voice plaintive.

You usually detest J-pop, but you have to riré

admit this piece by Nakashima Mika is quite
charming. You have been teaching Yuki piano
since she was ten, when her family first moved
to Tokyo. Her mother called on you with a gift
of green tea from Kyoto, saying she’d heard you
were the best piano teacher in Shibuya-ku and
would you please look upon her favourably and
take her Yuki on?

The winter sun rings Yuki’s glossy black
bob; her shoulders rise and fall. As always, she
is in school uniform: white blouse, check skirt
fashionably shortened, baggy white socks. She
sings the last line, which pleads in English:

‘Please ... please ...

The notes hang in the air. You walk over to
her, clapping.

‘Subarashii, Yuki-chan’

She shakes her head.

‘Te, ie, Hamasaki-sensei. So many mistakes’

‘Such feeling though!

‘My best friend sings this at karaoke. She
lives in your building’

Yuki slings her schoolbag over her shoulder,
bows and says goodbye. As she walks out
the door, you take in her long Bambi legs, the
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swing of her hips ... this is a young girl about
to blossom. You feel pangs of moe. Not in a
lecherous way. More a protective wonder.

The ‘Super View’ Odoriko train looks like a
Shinkansen, but has wider windows and moves
at a far more leisurely pace. Sitting on the left
for the views of the Pacific below, you see the
island of Oshima in the distance. Your surfboard
has been sent ahead to the guesthouse you
always stay at in Shimoda. A full wetsuit with
booties and a hood is packed in your canvas
duffle bag, ready for the chilly typhoon swells
due to roll in from the north-east. The train
attendant rattles past with her cart. You order
a Kirin beer to have with the bento box you
purchased at the station. Shogayaki is your
favourite, and you devour the juicy slices of
pork. The family seated in front of you are at
the window. The father points out the fishing
boats to his little girl. Her chubby hand traces
circles in the air. You think about Natalie, the
woman who had once loved you, and imagine
what you’d say to her if she was sitting next to
you in the first-class car.

‘What’s the most beautiful thing you've
ever seen?’

You already knew your answer. A volcano
erupting in Hawai’i. Natalie, with the heart-
shaped face and cropped blonde hair, would
think for a second, then say:

“You!

A cab deposits you outside a white
weatherboard guesthouse. There are two
houses side by side and double storeyed: four
units. A faded sign says ‘AZUL BEACH SIDE
CONDOMINIUM’. The owner Abe-san, an old
surfer in worn tie-dye and camo Crocs, greets
you. He gives you the key to your usual room
on the second floor, the one with the framed
print of the Matterhorn. Your surfboard is
waiting for you, at the door. You remember
when Natalie kicked off her Mary-Janes and
rushed in to jump up and down on the bed like

a child. You'd joined her, until you both fell back
on the pillows, breathless.

You fix yourself a Jack and Coke and smoke
on the balcony until dark.

The next day you are up early at what Natalie
used to call Dawn’s crack’ You had hoped dating
an Australian would improve your English, but
it’'s mada sugoku heta. You brew coffee and
drink it on the balcony. Your eyes scan the swell.
In the half-light, sand, sky and sea are strips of
texture, like a grainy black and white photo.

The beach is deserted. It is closed at this time
of year. You are breaking the rules, but the
locals don’t care about the few die-hard surfers
like yourself who still head out in winter. Izu
people are relaxed like that. It is a relief to be
out of Tokyo, away from the sea of people and
crushing weight of collective obligation. You
amble onto the beach with your board and take
in long, deep breaths. The sky is bone white
and the ocean is grey. The spare desolation
exhilarates you, and you break into a jog. The
freezing water shocks you awake. You must
keep moving so the cold doesn’t overtake your
senses and force you back to shore. You jump
on the board and paddle out.

Flat water. A lull. Out there amongst it all, you
are totally alone. Scraps of fog cling to the
ragged coast behind you, and you catch spooky,
sharky feelings. You negotiate with the ocean:
don’t drown me, or give me a beating. I don’t
need any trouble. Black lumps form in the
distance. You paddle up and down the beach, in
search of the perfect position to catch a wave
when the set rolls in.

You sigh as you ease yourself into the
steaming waters of the onsen. For a moment
you are the luckiest man in the world. Eyeing
the “‘TATTOOS PROHIBITED’ sign, you drape
a wash cloth over yourself to conceal the tiny
inking on your inner forearm. You and Natalie
had got each other’s initials on a bender in



Thailand. The next day, she’d laughed and
said, ‘Winona Forever!" She made you want to
be gaijin too sometimes. You wouldn’'t have to
think so much before you opened your mouth.
You wish she was up to her pale neck in the
cypress tub with you, green eyes shining. They
changed colour according to the weather and
her mood. The opalescent chalkiness of the
mineral pool would probably make them a light
grey green. Where is she? What is she doing
now? She who was once the centre of your life
is now an unknowable stranger. You resolve to
banish Natalie from your mind, once and for all.
You block her on every platform and delete all
evidence of the relationship from your phone.

The routine for the next four days is this: up

at Dawn’s crack, coffee and cigarette, surf until
your teeth chatter, soak in healing waters, fall
asleep in massage chair, pad back to your room
in yukata and slippers, re-read Murakami’s
Norwegian Wood, drink Jakku Coku on the
deck until midnight.

You catch the train back to Tokyo, hungry
for your favourite ramen, icy cold pints at your
local izakaya, your piano. You look forward to
seeing your students and asking them about
their holidays. You alight at Daikanyama
Station. It’s nice out. Young fashionable couples
stroll past looking pleased with themselves
and their choices. They throng the outdoor
café. You smile at a black French bulldog being
pushed around in a buggy. It smiles back. Your
apartment block is nearby, just a minute away.
You stop by Lawsons to get a tamago sando and
a can of hot Royal Milk Tea. A handwritten note
is taped to your door.

Hamasaki-san
Please contact Shibuya Police Station
03-3498-0110

Huh? You read it again. Your heart starts
to pound. You grab the note, unlock the door,

dump your bag in the genkan. Have you been
robbed? No broken windows. You scan for signs
of a break-in, but your stacks and piles appear
undisturbed. You dial the number on the note,
and a woman puts you through to a Detective
Furiyama.

‘On January first, a gaijin living on the
fourth floor of your building, Daikanyama
Royal Copo, jumped from their balcony and
landed in your backyard. Police and ambulance
workers had to enter while you were away. We
are sorry for the trouble’

‘Eh! Honto desu ka? Are they okay?”’

‘She died. A high school student. It is most
regrettable’

You hang up. Your hands tremble as you light Ca:ﬁi’\'
a cigarette. You look upon the picture of your LENIHAN
grandmother; an attempt to draw comfort from ~g

her serene countenance. You step into the yard
and see the wooden fence has been knocked
askew. A crow has lit on it, so black it is almost
blue. It watches as you see the blood on the
concrete tiles. You look up to see the balcony the
girl jumped from. It’s higher than you expect.

You light several sticks of incense with your
grandfather’s silver Zippo. Thick white smoke
curls up into the cold January air, releasing
agarwood and benzoin. Press your palms
together and bow. You think of this girl and her
parents. You think of your parents. You think of
their parents. You think of your childhood pet,
Mochi. You think of Kano-sensei, your piano
teacher. You think of your student, Yuki-chan.
You think of Natalie.

The incense clings to your clothes and
follows you inside. You search through the
piles of sheet music to find a piece by Satie and
sit down at the piano. His unusual notation
instructs you to perform ‘monotonously and
whitely, ‘very shiningly’ and ‘from afar’. You play
and the melody slips out of the room into the
yard, whirls for a while with the drifts of smoke,
and then floats up, up, up into the ether.
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Fabric Canto

Two thousand squares,

cut from old kimono and pieced by hand,
the indigo cloth speaks of long ago.

Who made these dyed treasures

for the adornment of woman?

The blue, the blue, the blue of indigo.
Dip again, again, again, intensify.
Twenty-two shades:

Kame Nozoki, Usu Ai, Ruri,

Tetsu, Nasu and Kachi.

In Arimatsu, old Tebayubi-san wove
Miura Shibori, by hook, pluck and loop.
Making patterns:

kanoko, arashi, suji, boshi,

kumo, oke, nui, itajime.

In Matsuyama, Mitsugawa-san at her loom,
peonies from weft and warp unfolded true,
kasuri flower magic. In Kyoto, Oteao-san
dipped his brush into the dye,

katazome, tsutsugaki produce their treasures.



The quilt hints at women’s private lives
behind the hanging noren.

Green squares,

an indigo and myrtle blend,

disturb the resting eye.

Celebrate indeed the hundred daily chores,
the rice bowls filled, the tea is poured.

At evening, indoor tasks complete,

JOHN
joy usurps the daily toil CHRE‘_I["EELLER
when we lie beneath the quilt. 85

From paper, indigo and cotton yarn,
from pattern, cloth and patchwork,
a poem and a quilt are made,

fable and fabrication.
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