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Note from the editor: In the summer of 2020, the  
novelist Hideo Furukawa walked through his home 
prefecture of Fukushima, traveling more than  
360 kilometers on foot, meeting people along the way 
and listening to them talk about how the 2011  
triple disaster affected their lives. In 2021 Kodansha 
published Zero F, a book-length report of the  
experience. The first chapter of Zero F appears here  
in translation.

ON DECEMBER 15, 2019, we took my mother’s remains to 
the gravesite as part of the forty-ninth-day services.  
I was the one to carry the urn that held her bones  
from the family house, where the Buddhist services 
had been held, to the cemetery where the Furukawa  
family plot is located. It was only 500 meters. The 
cemetery is just to the rear of the village. Most of the 
people in attendance went by car, but my wife, my 
sister-in-law, one of my nephews, and I went on foot. 
My sister-in-law led the way. There were rules, so  
we learned, about how to proceed through the village. 
“Hideo,” my sister-in-law said, “the dead have their 
own route.” Meaning that the four of us—or the  
five of us, I should say, counting my mother’s bones—
took a course through town that followed the rules  
of the world beyond and was completely at odds with 
what we did in our everyday lives.

A number of rituals had to be performed at the 
gravesite as well as on our way there, but I was still in 
an emotional state, so I don’t quite remember what  
I did with whom or where. What was the sequence of 
events when we offered the ceremonial sake at the 
entrance to the site? The image that is burned in my 
mind is of the moment the gravestone was moved  
off the pedestal, revealing the cavity beneath, where 
the bones were placed. My grandmother’s bones  
were there. They had been interred at the end of 
1999, and that time, too, it had fallen to me to carry  
them to the grave. Before my grandmother’s death,  
the family tradition had been simply to bury the  
bodies—meaning, in my bloodline, no one had been  
cremated before then—so in truth, there was no  
one but my grandmother in the family ossuary. Her 
bones were entirely a product of the twentieth century. 

Such old bones, I thought, studying them. It’s been  
a long time, hasn’t it, Gram? And then the new bones 
were added to hers. My mother’s twenty-first-century 
bones were poured—and “poured” really is the  
best verb to describe their kinetic energy—into the 
ossuary. It was over in a moment, but the afterimage 
is seared into my own visual repository.

When this was done, I headed back to the house with 
my sister-in-law and the others. This time we took 
the street that ran through the village in a straight 
line, cutting across the cemetery to get there. “Look,” 
said my sister-in-law. I looked. “The graves in this 
section are all new,” she said. “Every single family’s.” 
Even as she was saying this, I realized that they were 
all in mint condition, so to speak. The surfaces as 
smooth as a mirror (on the headstones), the carefully 
tended plots (one for each family), the sense that 
everything here was pristine . . . it all clicked into place 
for me. I understood exactly what I was looking at. 

As anyone doing the math will have deduced,  
eight years and nine months earlier there had been  
a monstrous earthquake, which had toppled many  
of the gravestones in this cemetery. What might  
surprise you is how they were first put back together, 
using things such as instant adhesives, available  
in any store, for emergency quick fixes. Later they 
were properly replaced, but perhaps this is something 
that only happened at my family’s cemetery. Suffice it 
to say that from then on I thought a lot about the plight 
of people who felt they had to do something about  
the family grave as quickly as possible, and were willing 
to go to such lengths to do it.

I could see my family house up ahead, at the end of 
the road. The first thing that came into view was the 
no-longer-used workshop (there is another workshop 
in a different location that is still called the “new 
workshop” despite having been there for forty years), 
and next to it a little clutch of greenhouses with  
plastic-sheet siding. Behind the workshop were more 
of the same kind of semicylindrical greenhouses,  
all in a row. My family grows shiitake mushrooms. 
They work at it 365 days a year. This is their entire 
livelihood, and between my father and my older 
brother, the business has continued for two generations 
now. The moment I saw the “old” workshop, all kinds 
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of memories from my youth came flooding back.  
Long ago, it had housed a number of dryers, used to 
produce dried mushrooms, that whirred continuously, 
even through the night. Under the eaves of the  
workshop was a recently acquired—and by this I mean 
“something we shelled out a lot of money for”— 
automatic packaging machine. We would be out there 
packaging mushrooms (on trays for shipment) until 
eight, nine, ten at night. I was in third grade when it 
happened: I was helping with the work, feeding trays 
into the packager on a conveyor belt in my clumsy 
way, when one of my little thumbs got caught in the 
belt. If you visualize the end of an escalator when  
it reaches the next floor, and what would happen to a 
finger that was swallowed up by (“sucked up in”? 
“caught up by”? or perhaps I could just say “mangled 
by”) the gap, you’ll get a sense of what I faced. But 
my older brother managed to shut off the machine at 
the last second, and then put the belt into reverse. 
Thanks to him, to this day my left thumb continues to 
be happily attached to my hand.

Even as I describe these things, though, I doubt my 
own memory. Was I really only in third grade? It  
didn’t happen when I was in fourth grade, or even 
fifth? Maybe when I was in third grade the work that 
happened under the eaves of the old workshop was  

Hideo Furukawa

the prep for mushroom drying (in which we spread 
them over wire netting), and the automatic packager 
didn’t arrive until later. Why I doubt myself is that, 
although my father would always say, “I started  
producing mushrooms when I was thirty,” which led 
me to place it in 1966 or 1967, right before I was  
born or while I was a baby, my brother now swears, 
“No, I think it was before that, maybe two or  
three years earlier.” Now that I think about it,  
it takes two years from the time a fungal strand is 
inoculated for the first flush of shiitake to appear.  
Considering that this was how shiitake were cultivated 
at the time—by growing them on decaying logs— 
perhaps by the time the initial crop was developed, 
harvested, and brought to market, my father really 
was thirty years old. Memory is more than mere  
data. Even if we don’t intentionally lie, our memories 
can be unreliable.

The important thing is that I was born into a family 
of shiitake cultivators.

And also that when I was born, I was surrounded by 
cut timber, fungal filaments, and the forest.

IN THE TERMS OF THE TRADE, shiitake are classified as  
“forest products for special use.” They aren’t  
considered agricultural products. Because they are  
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a separate classification, I was conscious of the fact 
that I was born into a forestry family. Chestnuts,  
walnuts, wild vegetables such as takenoko, koshiabura, 
fukinotō, and warabi—all are forest products, as  
are shiitake mushrooms. And so, I defined myself as  
a child who was raised by forest products, things that 
come from the trees, the groves, the woods.

I still do. Even after leaving Fukushima when I was 
eighteen, and even after the events of March 11, 2011, 
when Fukushima became famous as a disaster site,  
I still do.

MY HOMETOWN, the city of Kōriyama in Fukushima  
prefecture, was a weak 6 on the Japan Meteorological 
Agency’s seismic intensity scale. Eleven municipalities 
in Fukushima registered as a strong 6, but none  
of them approached the devastation in Kōriyama in 
terms of the number of houses that were deemed 
“completely” or “half” destroyed: 2,732. That number 
appeared in the Mainichi Shinbun on May 6, 2011;  
I was so interested that I saved the clipping. It reads: 
“In this year’s earthquake, damage such as the  
collapse of houses and other buildings was particularly 
devastating in areas that were once part of Lake  
Kōriyama, an ancient body of water that is thought to 
have occupied inland areas of central Fukushima  
prefecture 100,000 years ago, according to research 
conducted by Tatsuya Kobayashi, 23, a native of  
the village of Tamagawa in central Fukushima and  
a graduate student in geography at the University of 
Tokyo.” This “Lake Kōriyama” is “thought to have 
been largely filled in with mud 23,000 years ago, and 
sometime after that, what remained became swamp-
land.” The largest number of building collapses  
in Fukushima prefecture was on tableland where the 
foundation was thought to be generally solid. 

After the earthquake—or rather, after the nuclear 
meltdown—all kinds of figures were thrown at us, 
trading in orders of magnitude, such as, for example, 
plutonium-239 having a half-life of 24,000 years, 
while uranium-238 has a half-life of 4.5 billion years. 
I was made to look at the same kind of numbers 
—the reckoning of tempus fugit—in regard to my 
childhood home. When I went to the house for the 
first time after the disaster, a geological formation 

from 100,000 years ago had me saying, “This is 
awful. This . . . this is awful.” The city authorities had 
determined that the main house was “half destroyed.” 
The entryway was intact, but taking just a single  
step inside, you could see that of the four walls of  
the main room, two were no longer there. What 
remained were a number of exposed posts and beams, 
and the floorboards—which had caved in. My  
mother and sister-in-law came out to greet me. (As  
I mentioned above, my mother is no longer with us.) 
Something my sister-in-law said at the time left a 
deep impression on me: “If this entryway had collapsed, 
the house would have been considered ‘completely 
destroyed,’ and we would have received a fairly large 
compensation.”

In a later development, even the “half destroyed” 
determination was revoked (as I understand it, the 
area of the destroyed portion of the house as a percent-
age of its total footprint was recalculated), and we 
received nothing by way of compensation. But now the 
interior of the house from the entryway on back has 
been beautifully remodeled. Already, I have to really 
focus my mind to conjure up how it looked in ruins; 
that horrible image exists nowhere else.

OVER THE PAST SEVERAL YEARS, people have asked me the 
same question again and again: “After such a terrible 
disaster, I really thought Japan would change. For 
sure, I thought, Tokyo (as the capital, as the place that 
consumed all of that electricity produced by the Tokyo 
Electric Power Company’s Fukushima Daiichi Nuclear 
Power Plant before the meltdown) would change.  
But nothing changed. Japanese society, the Japanese 
people, changed absolutely nothing about their  
lifestyles. Mr. Furukawa, how can this possibly be?”

I wish I knew.
Or else I reply along the lines of, It is human nature 

to forget . . . whenever possible.
But now that I am writing this out, the writer in me 

wants to do everything I can to get it right. So I’ll  
try to answer properly. I have two ways of getting at 
this clearly and concisely. The first is to say that  
Japan (meaning, the Japanese people) has no sense of 
tenacity—at least not when it comes to the tenacity 
required for deliberative thinking. The second is that 
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the media bear responsibility. The so-called mass 
media were too quick to cater to the desires of their 
masses, who are inclined to feel that Heaven is  
boring and Hell is thrilling. I harbor the same inclina-
tions myself. If you assume Heaven to be “stories 
about recovery” and Hell to be “stories about disaster 
areas and entire prefectures that are struggling  
to recover,” you’ll get a pretty good sense of the situa-
tion. To be fair, there were quite a few stories about 
recovery, but they were formulaic and trite, because, 
after all, boredom is the province of the divine. If,  
on the contrary, there are forebodings of even greater 
tragedies on the horizon for the affected areas, now 
that’s news worth watching. The moment the masses 
hear that things might get even worse for these people, 
they will feel the frisson of morbid curiosity. Two 
problems emerge from this. One is that, while it is 
true that a certain amount of thrill can bring interest 
to a story, when that thrill crosses the line into actual 
fear, people’s minds snap shut.

Deliberative thinking, for the most part, is rooted in 
the everyday. The everyday is another way of saying 
“that which is continuous.” But newsworthy events 
are the manifestation of the non-everyday—the con-
tinuous everyday’s polar opposite. “Continuous,”  
on the other hand, is intimately connected to “tenac-
ity”—they are practically synonyms. So why did 
people stop thinking about March 11 and its aftermath? 
The reason is written into the logic of how news  
is generated.

But this leads us to a second problem.
We have established that utter fear was the driving 

force behind forgetfulness. Now, I could follow this  
up with, well, if that’s the case, then what we need is 
news programming that will strike only a little fear 
into people, but if it is true that most people don’t want 
this (and I’ll go ahead and say they do not), then it is 
even more the case that the mass media are fundamen-
tally incapable of providing it. That said, someone 
will try. There are surely people of that mindset in the 
news profession. Some of the really hard-charging 
journalists. I have no doubt. But I don’t believe that 
this is my role (not to any significant extent, anyway). 
I have no illusions about that. Even if I were to try  
to get involved in that way, I am, in the end, a novelist. 

Hideo Furukawa

To write novels is my main order of business. And  
so, as one of that breed known as writers, I will say this 
instead. In spite of myself—look, I didn’t see this  
coming either—here is what I will proclaim: If some-
thing’s tragic nature is emphasized, and it is widely 
recognized that there is value in depicting it as a trag-
edy, and it is then abandoned for the very reason  
that the tragic narrative was so desired, then maybe  
I want to write a tragedy, too.

In the end, I fight the battles that I am destined  
to lose.

It’s in my nature.
In April 1955, Albert Camus gave a lecture in Athens 

entitled “On the Future of Tragedy.” As Camus 
defines it in this talk, tragedy requires two opposing 
forces. Each has a claim to legitimacy, each has its  
own rational justification. This is so interesting. It’s 
like a description of the face-off between advocates for 
nuclear energy and the anti-nuclear movement. 
Camus sums up the situation by saying that “the per-
fect tragic formula would be: ‘All can be justified,  
no one is just.’” Interesting, interesting. I have nothing 
but respect for Camus (as a novelist, as a dramatist,  
as a person), but these words that he left to posterity 
certainly feel overwhelming.

Actually, I’m feeling a little too overwhelmed by 
these words. Let me start the story of my own family’s 
tragedy with a selection from something a little more 
approachable than Camus.

YŌKO HANO IS A MANGA ARTIST living in the city of  
Shirakawa in Fukushima prefecture. I don’t know her, 
so I was surprised to learn that, like me, she had 
grown up in Nakadōri (the central region of the pre-
fecture), in the village of Nishigō, and that her  
family cultivated shiitake. I was even more surprised 
to learn that she has published a manga in which  
the main character is the son of a shiitake producer: 
Chainsaw Rhapsody, the second volume in her series 
The Spring It Started. I will here reproduce for  
you in its entirety the dialogue that is to be found on 
pages six and seven (together with some “stage  
directions”). A high-schooler is riding his bicycle and 
talking with his close friend on his cell phone. The 
friend will someday take over his family’s dairy farm. 
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Meaning, he’ll be a dairyman. Which would make  
the main character a mushroomman, I suppose.

April 4, 2011

Ken’ichi [the main character]: Yeah, for  
a long time now we haven’t been able to ship 
anything. Supposedly it’s going to open up  
again on April 10.

Genta [the friend]: Whaa—? Are you going  
to be OK, Ken’ichi?

Ken’ichi: Sure . . . You’re the one I’m worried 
about, Genta. You’re throwing out milk every 
day, right? Even though we’re 80 kilometers 
away, that radioactive stuff came floating 
toward us.

Genta: Things have to be tough for shiitake,  
too, I imagine?

Ken’ichi: Yeah. We lost the roji* crop for  
the spring. [*outdoor cultivation of shiitake]

Genta: Man, those are the most delicious.

Ken’ichi: It’s outside. Absolutely everything  
is radioactive outside. We know from  
that nuclear accident in the Soviet Union,  
for a short time the milk is polluted,  
but the mushrooms are a problem for a long  
time. Well, in one sense, it’s making stars out  
of us.

The two are seventeen or eighteen years old. When  
I came across this manga, I admit I got goosebumps  
all over.

I CAN’T REMEMBER exactly when I decided that I needed 
to interview my brother. But according to my date-
book, I resolved that I was going to write something 
about him about a month and a half before my 
mother died. At that point, I didn’t realize what was 
going to happen just a few weeks later: my mother’s 
death. I wouldn’t learn that it was on the horizon  
until nine days later (this I am also pulling from my 
datebook). I should say that my mother had been  

in a nursing home for a number of years at this point. 
Her body had grown weaker over time, and now  
she was bedridden, as they call it. It was the onset of 
depression that had led to this decline. It got to the 
point where she couldn’t eat anything. They inserted 
a feeding tube that goes through the abdominal wall 
directly into the stomach. But nine days later, I heard 
from my brother that she was vomiting the nutrient 
mixture she was getting through the tube. So clearly 
the feeding tube had to go. The facility would not  
take any measures to extend her life—the directive 
we all agreed to when she was first admitted. I got  
a phone call to the effect of, What do you think, Hideo, 
we need to make a decision.

I made the decision, and my other siblings made the 
decision. There are three of us: my older brother  
and me and a sister in between us. My sister and her 
husband produce rice and strawberries for a living. 
They are a full-time agricultural household.

We were told that once nutrition was no longer  
provided through the feeding tube, we should expect 
my mother to pass in the next week to ten days;  
the next few days were horribly stressful. That proba-
bly goes without saying. I went up to see her briefly 
during that window. It was on that trip that I said  
to my brother, “I want to interview you. Once things 
quiet down, obviously.” I remember being in a very 
frazzled state of mind. Or perhaps I was utterly calm. 
Memories are not to be trusted.

In the event, my mother hung on for another twenty-
five days before passing away.

They were strange days for me (and my wife),  
as we stood by in Tokyo. To make matters worse, the 
day after my mother died, my wife’s father had a 
stroke. It felt as though the world was falling apart. It 
seemed to us that during those twenty-five days my 
mother’s death was being drawn out. But she showed 
no cognizance of this. She had no way to show any 
cognizance of this. She was simply doing what she could 
to live on. I would be lying if I said that what I had 
taken to be an extended death didn’t start to instead 
seem like an extension of life. I can’t yet say what  
it might mean for a pregnancy to be extended, or for 
a baby to be given a reprieve. I don’t have the words 
to explain it.
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For a long time, I had steered clear of interviewing 
my brother (or any immediate blood relative) for the 
simple reason that it might cause alarm. Cause alarm 
to me, that is. It struck fear somewhere deep inside 
me, in my inner recesses. Mainly because, as soon as I 
 start thinking about him, I’ll end up having to take  
a long, hard look at myself, I thought. I knew that 
once I do that, I will have no choice but to write about 
it. I’ll say it again: a writer is a writer by nature. And 
that’s why I was dodging this one. Of course, I under-
stood full well the terrible predicament that the 2011 
earthquake and tsunami had left shiitake producers  
in, and I knew what other difficulties others with crops 
were facing. I felt it in the hollows of my hands. And 
yet, I couldn’t speak on their behalf.

No way. Absolutely not.
Let me say something very simple here. I’ll start with 

something clear and concise: I knew that if I were  
to shout out, in the wake of the Tōhoku disaster, “I 
stand here in support of my homeland, Fukushima 
prefecture,” I would have to say as a precedent to that, 
“I loved my life in Fukushima.” In the event, I did 
declare my support for the homeland. And the moment 
I did so, I shoved my own feelings into the classified 
files of my soul.

I am being completely logical about this, man . . .  
is what I think.

Ah, I used to be so logical about this, man . . . is how 
I shift this sentiment into the past tense.

Here I am now, moving forward with this sentence 
by sentence, and all that I can reasonably predict is 
that my discretion will go directly out the window. If  
I move ahead with writing about my older brother, 
this will certainly be the case. If I wish to tell the story 
of my brother, the purveyor of shiitake mushrooms 
from Fukushima, I will undoubtedly be ambushed by 
an urge that compels me to write about myself. I 
accept this truth with a hearty Fukushima, “Sounds 
about right. Whatcha gonna do?”

But before we go there, what if I reveal memories 
such as this one—and not just the memory but  
the entire scene it evokes. My mother had a license to 
operate a forklift. Behind our house was a submersion 
tank, a pool of water into which are submerged  
hundreds or even more than a thousand bolts (the cut 
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logs of unprocessed timber on which shiitake fungal 
filaments are grown). This process, called “shocking” 
the log, requires a forklift. My mother was really  
good at operating it. In my early childhood, she would 
get up before five in the morning and work until after 
eleven at night. She was that kind of person, and it 
was that kind of family operation. And most of  
what she did was manual labor. I think of my mother 
as having been an extraordinary woman. Therein lies 
my respect, my love.

I have absolutely no doubts about the veracity of 
these feelings.

WHEN I WAS BORN, my older brother was eight, and three 
months later he turned nine, which would put him  
in third grade at the time. When I was born, the smell 
of the fungal filaments permeated everything in the 
vicinity and there was rich, organic soil in the forest. 
But this hadn’t been the case for my brother. When my 
brother, Kunikazu Furukawa, was in first grade,  
our family decided to pursue shiitake production as 
the family business. At that moment it was still  
more a venture than a family business—they started 
with the idea that it could become the family business. 
They acquired 1,200 bolts and inoculated them  
with shiitake fungal strands. These bore mushrooms 
two years later. By the way, the fungal strands are 
inoculated into the bolts in spring (March or April), 
so as the shiitake operation grows, spring becomes 
“inoculation season,” which can take an entire month. 
There are a huge number of bolts to be treated, and  
a correspondingly huge number of people—including 
temporary hires—doing exactly that.

The bolt starts out as a round log not quite a meter 
in length, maybe 90 centimeters. We use a power  
drill to bore holes into it, and then a hammer to pound 
small dowels called “plug spawn” into the holes.  
Over time, the fungal strands will colonize the inside 
of the log, turning it into the aforementioned bolt— 
a magnificent mushroom-growing log.

I have already said that my family cultivated shiitake 
year-round, 365 days a year. The spring that my 
brother was in first grade (meaning, right before he 
became a second-grader by the Japanese academic  
calendar), they first experimented with inoculating 
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logs with shiitake spawn. Two years later, the first 
flush of shiitake appeared. Meaning, it was only after 
this that year-round cultivation became possible. 
Meaning, the same time I was born.

People generally understand that farming house-
holds have busy seasons and slack seasons during 
which farmers can do other kinds of work, and  
that this pattern produces a need for migrant workers, 
or seasonal labor. But not so with us. Our circum-
stances were horrid. Three hundred and sixty-five 
days a year, without a break. To be exact, every four 
years it was three hundred and sixty-six days a year 
without a break.

My older brother, Kunikazu, took over the business 
in the spring of 1976, after he graduated from high 
school. He was eighteen, and I was nine. And my sister 
was fifteen—the gap between her and my brother was 
three years, and between her and me was six years.

To me, my brother was always a giant. He was tall, 
so much taller than I was. Obviously. My father was 
stricken with polio when he was two years old, which 
left him with a bad leg. He was registered as having  
a disability. Never once did he carry me on his back. It 
was my brother who did that. He gave me piggyback 
rides (in standard Japanese, onbu), spun me around, 
played with me. That’s what made me think of him as 
a giant. In March of my last year of junior high,  
when I was fifteen, my brother’s first child was born. 
It was a baby girl, meaning I had a niece. But although 
technically my niece, she really felt like a much 
younger little sister to me. I gave her piggyback rides 
(which we called oburu—perhaps our dialect,  
I am realizing now), gave her milk (from a bottle, of 
course—I would heat up water and prepare the  
formula), change her diapers. I thought of my niece 
as a younger sister, in the same way that I thought of 
my older brother as a father.

Well, let’s put a lid on all of this talk about me, and 
get back to Kunikazu.

This is the interview I conducted with him in January 
2020. Since the forty-ninth-day services, another 
forty-two had passed.

“WE HAD CONVERTED over to 100 percent mushroom beds. 
You thought it was the year before the earthquake? 
No, no—it was earlier than that. We started experi-
menting with shiitake mushroom beds in 2000.  
We were still doing the log inoculations. At first, we  
were doing a ratio of half the shiitake from the  
bolts and half from the mushroom beds. You’re prob-
ably wondering why we started doing the mushroom 
beds in the first place, so I’ll try to give it to you  
in a proper order. At any rate, if we hadn’t switched to 
100 percent mushroom-bed cultivation, it would have 
been completely hopeless. I mean, we did switch  
to 100 percent mushroom-bed cultivation, and it was 
still completely hopeless.”

My brother Kunikazu was explaining to me how he 
had narrowly escaped having to shut down the business.

I mistakenly believed that the family mushroom 
business had entirely switched over to mushroom beds 
in 2010. That was not the case. Through a series of 
twists and turns—well, through a process of trial and 
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error to which they felt driven by external forces—
they converted at an earlier point to using exclusively 
mushroom beds. I left home in March 1985, during 
the inoculation, in the time when humble logs become 
bolts, so I don’t know a thing about cultivation using 
mushroom beds. I couldn’t even tell you the basics. But 
I know that it doesn’t require setting up bolts in the 
woods (in specialist terms, “creating a laying yard”), 
nor is a crop exposed to the elements—meaning, it’s 
not something that is done outdoors. Mushroom-bed 
shiitake are raised in greenhouses.

This became the difference between survival  
and ruin.

The situation was grave, I will note for the record 
once again. After the hydrogen explosions in the 
building housing the nuclear reactor at the Fukushima 
Daiichi Nuclear Power Plant (on March 12, 2011,  
and again on the 14th and 15th), mushrooms were  
considered “dangerous for consumption.” Perhaps 
the situation would be better described by saying 
Fukushima mushrooms were considered to be danger-
ous for consumption. Information on which agricultural, 
forestry, and marine products easily absorb radioactive 
material such as cesium was instantaneously made 
available to everyone at that time. Among forest 
products, there were a variety of mushrooms and edible 
wild plants being tracked. I had a real sense that  
shiitake were, in a word, feared, so they couldn’t  
be sold, and prices plummeted. I could feel that reality 
even from Tokyo. In any case, there was an active 
effort to avoid stocking the region’s goods, so there 
wasn’t anything from Fukushima on the supermarket 
shelves even if people were willing to buy them.

And, for shiitake cultivated outdoors, there was 
also a restriction on shipping them.

This began on April 10, 2011, when the Ministry of 
Health, Labor and Welfare announced that they had 
“detected radioactive cesium at levels that exceeded 
provisional regulation levels in shiitake grown  
in Iitate village, Fukushima prefecture.” Three days 
later, the shipment of shiitake that had been cultivated 
outside in any of five cities, eight towns, and three  
villages in Fukushima prefecture was prohibited. A 
limitation on intake was assigned to shiitake cultivated 
outside in Iitate village. On April 25, another city was 

Hideo Furukawa

added to the list that prohibited the shipment of  
shiitake that had been cultivated outside, while another 
had its shipping restrictions lifted. But however you 
looked at it . . . however you looked at it, things were 
headed in a bad direction.

Shiitake cultivated in mushroom beds were allowed 
to go to market, but there was a problem.

I knew nothing, truly nothing, about mushroom 
beds, but I boned up for this very interview with my 
brother. They use something called a mushroom 
block as a sort of artificial log-cum-bolt. The medium 
is a nutrient source mixed with sawdust from broad-
leaf trees and allowed to harden into a block. You will 
note that sawdust is a crucial component. Where  
was Kunikazu procuring his sawdust? In Haramachi. 
It is currently a ward in the city of Minamisōma, but 
until 2005 it was an independent city.

I imagine the factory was in the eastern foothills of 
the Abukuma Highlands.

If so, that would put it right next to Iitate village.
“If we had gone on like that, we would probably have 

been using polluted sawdust, stuff from a place with  
a high level of radioactivity. But we changed suppliers 
with unbelievable timing. In March—meaning, in 
March 2011—we had switched to a vendor in Maru-
mori, in Miyagi prefecture. I thought it was a great 
stroke of luck. It was sawdust from outside the prefec-
ture, so I thought we would be OK, we could continue 
on with our mushroom-bed cultivation, keep on 
trucking. And then the report hit.”

“The report?” I asked.
“It was radioactive.”
Oh, man. That was all I could say. The town of 

Marumori is the southernmost place in Miyagi prefec-
ture, located along the lower reaches of the Abukuma 
River. Three months before this interview took 
place, it had been devastated by Typhoon Hagibis, so I 
recognized the name when he said it. Oh, that place,  
I thought. “That place” borders Fukushima prefecture. 
Right after the nuclear meltdown, the cloud of  
radioactivity moved in a northwesterly direction from 
the Fukushima Daiichi Nuclear Power Plant. And 
Marumori was right along that path.

“With that, I couldn’t procure any more sawdust.  
I had some blocks that I had finished preparing  
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before all of this, and they fruited. So I was able  
to produce a crop of shiitake. And I was able to ship 
the shiitake. What I couldn’t do is sell them. Even 
though, of course, there was no trace of cesium  
on them, there wasn’t a thing I could do to sell them. 
And I couldn’t prep any more mushroom blocks. 
Finally, in the fall—”

He’s talking about the fall of 2011.
“—I managed to buy some sawdust from a place  

in Yamagata. But it was sawdust made for harvesting 
nameko mushrooms. It’s different. It’s just a  
little different. OK, it’s completely different. Here was 
another problem. So we got hit with this double 
whammy—no one to buy them, no way to prep the 
beds, so it was all completely hopeless that year.”

I figured it wouldn’t do to try to drag anything more 
out of Kunikazu, so I used my standard, “Oh,  
man,” with a groan. Then I straightened my back and 
repeated it a few times, dragging out the last vowel 
each time: “Oh, maaaan.”

“At the end of the year, we received a settlement 
from the power company. With that, somehow,  
some way . . .” he said, bringing the narrative of the 
hardships of 2011 to a close for the time being.

From there, we went back to the time when my 
brother Kunikazu was a young man and I was a child, 
nine years younger than him.

NO ONE REALLY KNOWS THIS, but 71 percent of the total 
surface area of Fukushima prefecture is forest.  
It boasts the fourth-largest total forested area in all  
of Japan.

No one really knows this, either, but in 2010 
Fukushima prefecture ranked seventh in timber  
production, and first in the number of logs supplied 
to other prefectures for mushroom cultivation.

And no one really knows this, but in that same year, 
the amount of fresh shiitake produced there was  
seventh in the country.

No one really knows this except for my brother and 
me, but when we entered the little wooded area  
where we had the laying yard for the bolts (we had 
created a number of these “wood in the woods” 
areas), there were squirrels, there were bamboo par-
tridges, there were pheasants.

Perhaps this is something that only I would remem-
ber, but I loved everything about the plug spawns  
that we used to hammer into the logs to inoculate them: 
their texture, their elasticity, their smell. I felt that I 
had a lot in common with these fungal strands. And 
then, the cut ends of the logs, their rings visible. In the 
spring, during the aforementioned “inoculation sea-
son,” a pile of the logs, well over 10,000 of them, would 
be stacked up in front of the work area at our house. 
This too was a forest. My own private forest. I would 
even go into this cultivated forest from time to time 
and hide out for a while. Sorry, I can’t go into details.

And yet, the family operation (and my role in it) was 
just brutal.

My older brother, Kunikazu Furukawa, took over 
the business in 1976. He was eighteen. Did he do  
it because he was so attracted to the cultivation of 
mushrooms? “Nope,” Kunikazu answered straight 
out. To begin with, he said, the family business  
was brutal. Where have I heard that before? In our 
house, children were laborers. That is a brutal life. 
“Sundays were depressing,” Kunikazu says. At  
the time, there was still school on Saturdays; it hadn’t 
yet been cut down to five days a week. Sundays  
were depressing because physical labor was waiting 
for him on his one day off.

Best not to get him started on long holidays, or the 
lack thereof.

But, he took over the family business. The shiitake 
operation had been scaled up in size, and my father 
had come to the determination that “if things carry on 
like this, you should be able to live a pretty secure  
life well into the future.” He had ordered Kunikazu to 
take it over. At the time, Kunikazu had nowhere  
to escape. His little brother Hideo, on the other hand, 
would have a place to escape. But at the time I was 
nine years old and figuring out life.

To be sure, life was on the upward swing. In 1979, 
we built a new house (the one where the main  
room next to the entryway was “half destroyed” on 
March 11, 2011).

In the mid-1980s, the winds of change reached  
our house.

Dried shiitake produced in China began to flow into 
the Japanese market.
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My brother stopped producing dried shiitake.  
It wasn’t worth it anymore, he said. They focused 
exclusively on fresh shiitake, but from a financial  
perspective, they were feeling the pinch.

In 1992, my father was still alive and well, but  
he handed over financial control of the business to  
my brother.

In the following year, fresh shiitake from China 
entered the Japanese market.

My brother had a bad feeling about this.
In 1997, the supply of fresh shiitake from China 

suddenly increased. Kunikazu described this as  
landing with a whomp. At this point, domestic fresh 
shiitake went into free fall.

In 1999 and 2000, imports of Chinese shiitake con-
tinued to rise. The family’s losses increased, and their 
debts mounted.

“That’s why we turned to mushroom beds,” he said. 
Kunikazu, my brother.

The operation shifted away from inoculating logs. 
At first, they did half bolts and half beds. They 
started out by buying prefabricated mushroom blocks 
that had already been inoculated, also to minimize 
the initial risk. “The cost of production went down, 
and the yield went up, so we switched over completely 
to bed-mushroom cultivation. At first we were buying 
the mushroom blocks, but we did some research,  
and starting in the spring five years later, we began 
producing our own mushroom blocks.”

This was in 2005.
Earlier than that, in 2001, government safeguards 

were implemented, in the form of emergency 
restraints on imports, measures to protect domestic 
producers from sudden increases in imports of  
designated products. Fresh shiitake, spring onions, 
and tatami rushes were all three protected.

Between 2001 and 2005, deflation steadily chipped 
away at the business. And yet, it somehow picked  
up. “Have we finally achieved altitude now?” Kunikazu 
dared to wonder.

In September 2008, a financial crisis on a global 
scale peaked with the collapse of Lehman Brothers. 
Another serious blow.

They rode out that storm.
And then came March 2011.

Hideo Furukawa

WHEN I DID THE MATH to figure out how old my brother 
was when it happened, I realized that he was the 
same age as I was now, interviewing him: fifty-three.

I’LL TELL YOU ABOUT my mother’s wake. What happened 
at the wake for the mother of my brother, Kunikazu, 
and me, Hideo, and my sister . . . well, this piece isn’t 
about my sister, so I won’t give her name. 

I went around and poured sake for the people who 
came, table by table. I came to the table for my  
mother’s relations. My father’s side of the family was 
much more active in our lives. So, truthfully, I am not 
all that close to my mother’s relatives. 

“Hey, Hideo, have you heard this one?” a cousin 
asks me.

Maybe I know it.
“It’s about when your mother learned that she was 

pregnant with you.”
Maybe I know it.
“She came to consult with my dad. ‘You’re my big 

brother, what do you think—should I have this baby? 
We’re so busy with the shiitake. I don’t have any  
time to look after a child. But I’m pregnant. Should I  
keep it?’ she asked him. And my dad said, ‘Yeah, you 
should.’ Did you know that?”

I know it.
I didn’t know that I had been saved by my uncle  

like that.
I was hearing that part for the first time. But I  

knew it.
When I was maybe thirty-two or thirty-three—my 

memory is a little fuzzy on this—I was riding with  
my wife in the car my mother was driving, and she con-
fessed this for the first time. I was going to abort  
you, she told me. She said that she thought it would be 
impossible to raise me, so that’s what she was thinking 
of doing. The version that I heard from her was, 
“Grandma said to me, ‘I’ll take care of it,’ so I had you.” 
In the end, I have to think that I was born after 
receiving a reprieve from my grandmother and uncle.

My sister (who was at the same table, paying the 
same courtesy-in-a-bottle to the relatives as me) 
didn’t know the story. My brother still doesn’t know,  
I imagine. It’s possible he will learn about it for the 
first time when he reads these words.
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I WAS CLUMSY, not fit for manual labor—in other words, 
completely unsuited for the job. I made mistake  
after mistake. I injured myself time and time again.

Over spring break at the end of my first year of 
junior high (at the end of which I would begin my  
second year of junior high), when I was in the middle 
of inoculating a log, I bashed my own finger with  
the hammer. The index finger on my left hand. I was 
forced to leave the front lines of the war known as 
“inoculation season.”

There was another time in the summer of the same 
year. I was transporting bolts into the forest, driving 
a three-wheeled truck (designed for forest work, the 
brand name was Derupisu). At the laying place in the 
mountain forest, in a little wooded clearing, I gunned 
the Derupisu by accident, and drove it straight into a 
tree. I didn’t have the presence of mind to hit the 
brake, I panicked so much. I took a blow to my ribs on 
my left side. Naturally, I was reprimanded. My father 
gave me a good dressing-down. My father’s scoldings 
were of a category all their own. He had the pride  
of a person with a physical disability, so when someone 
without his disability couldn’t do something that he 
could (pull his own weight), he chalked it up to laziness. 
I have no good counterargument here.

I didn’t add a lot of value to our family business.
Every time I was told I was inept, the words had the 

power of a curse.
I can give you some other good examples. As a child 

I was afflicted with chronic sinusitis. I was always sit-
ting in some corner of the house, my nose dribbling. My 
aunt admitted later that until I went to school, quote, 
“I thought you were a moron.” I was hyperactive, I had 
my own mixed-up sense of how the world worked . . . 
let’s see, what else? I’ll add that I was frail, and I had 
asthma. There was a certain couple who hadn’t been 
able to conceive a child who said they were interested 
in adopting me. But it didn’t happen. I don’t know  
the particulars of why it fell through. I had the feeling 
that there was something about me (innate to me) that 
was off-kilter. As I said, I was figuring out life.

I’m sure I was in second grade the time I left our 
house, walked away from the village, crossed some rice 
paddies, and just kept right on walking. A missing 
persons report was filed on me.

When I was in sixth grade, I contacted relatives who 
were living in Yokohama, in Kanagawa prefecture, to 
consult with them about possibly going to junior  
high in one of the Yokohama public schools. But my 
dreams of getting out that way didn’t come true.

About this phrase, “getting out.” I wanted to get out 
of my house. “I wanted to get out of my house” meant 
“I wanted to get out of Fukushima.” I wanted to leave 
Fukushima behind me. Looking back, I can see that I 
already felt that way as a second grader.

MY BROTHER, Kunikazu Furukawa, even today cultivates 
shiitake. He also has a kikurage mushroom crop. 
Demand for kikurage is on the rise.

Back to 2011. To the days just after 3.11. Kunikazu 
wasn’t able to sell any shiitake outside of the prefec-
ture, so he sold where he could in the area. He sold 
them at direct distribution outlets run by Japan  
Agricultural ( JA) Cooperatives and at various stores 
in a supermarket chain based out of Kōriyama. Both 
of those routes suffered from a dearth of mushroom 
buyers. The people of Fukushima prefecture were not 
interested in buying any scary shiitake, which along 
with other mushrooms had become synonymous with 
“radioactive contamination.” The economic damage 
was increasingly dramatic.

“When there was news of a suicide in the village of 
T—,” Kunikazu began, naming the place in question. 
A full-time farmer in Fukushima prefecture saw  
no hope for the future and had killed himself. “I was 
pretty . . . pretty shocked. I just thought, when things 
come to that, what happens?”

He was delicately glossing over something. He was 
saying in a roundabout way, if he were to make  
the same choice, what would happen? And, of course, 
what I take from that is about humans in general: 
When an option you hadn’t particularly thought a lot 
about is shoved in your face, you suddenly realize  
that it exists as an option. Information expands your 
options. When said information is the fact that some-
one out there chose death, you can choose it, too.

But I don’t know anything about the person who 
committed suicide in the village of T—. There  
were bigger stories (in terms of their shock value), 
such as when an organic farmer in Sukagawa City 
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committed suicide late in March 2011, or when a 
dairy farmer in Sōma City did the same in June of the 
same year. The former was a good friend of my sister 
and her husband.

ABOUT MY SISTER.

I’m not researching her story, so in principle, I feel  
I shouldn’t write anything about her. I’ll just say one 
thing, which is related to my own story. There were  
no books in our house. There was nothing “literary” 
to speak of, nothing enriching, nothing like a set  
of great works of literature. My brother has also said 
this, but we never had any picture books in our lives 
when we were children. I first encountered an actual 
book during the winter I was in second grade. I took  
a book that belonged to my sister, then in her second 
year of junior high, and read it. It was a work of  
children’s “literature” by Satoru Satō, called A Little 
Country No One Knows. In it, there is a little hill, mean-
ing, a little woods, and an imaginary, happy country. 
To put it simply, I was on fire for this book. To the point 
that I danced through the flames. There was another 
forest in there, and it offered hope.

After that, reading became part of my life. I have 
since fostered the belief that, for me, books were a 
tool directly related to my survival.

I have never told my sister this. Anybody else prob-
ably would have.

THE LAST THING MY older brother Kunikazu talked about, 
starting with “And yet . . . ,” was how he decided  
in 2011 to continue on with the family business (in 
shiitake production).

“Mushrooms are a symbol of nuclear disasters, so 
there was no way that we could stop.”

That was his declaration.
I was about to cry.

WE HAVE THE FOREST. We Furukawa siblings have the  
forest. We three siblings. And so do other sets  
of siblings out there. I left Fukushima of my own  
free will, so I think there is nothing that someone  
like me can say about life after the nuclear accident. 
Yet somehow I am in the position of cheering on 
Fukushima, to the point where I have spoken about  

Hideo Furukawa

it publicly, both in Japan and abroad. I have kept on 
speaking my truth—or, at least, a truth. Now, as to 
where this work goes next. People might want me  
to tell my entire story in detail, but I would just point 
out that that isn’t so easy. I understand this in the mar-
row of my bones. Since I know this is the case, isn’t  
it best for me to switch modes at this point, to listen to 
other people tell their stories, and to listen atten-
tively? It’s possible I will get everything wrong, but 
even so . . . 

Even so . . . 
Even so, I am convinced that if all we do is adopt the 

stance that reconstruction should just be about  
getting things back to the “good old Fukushima” (of 
pre-March 11, 2011), there are things that will never 
be restored and there are people who will never be 
made whole again, so maybe (just maybe) something 
good can come from this modest contribution.

 . . . just maybe, I think to myself.
I will leave it to my own clumsiness to take care of 

the rest.

February 2020 

Note from the translator: The quote from Albert 
Camus is from his essay “On the Future of Tragedy,” 
published in Lyrical and Critical Essays, translated 
by Ellen Conroy Kennedy (New York: Knopf, 1968), 
p. 301.
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Dinner at Mine
translated by Polly Barton
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AS A CHILD, whenever I saw television shows or commer-
cials for household products that featured a mother  
in an apron, standing there cooking in the kitchen as 
she greeted her husband and kids with “Welcome 
home!” and “What would you like for dinner tonight?,” 
I would find myself wondering if homes like that 
really existed. Very possibly, they didn’t just exist but 
were in fact the norm, and yet for me they always 
seemed far away, like something out of a fairy tale.

In other words, the home in which I grew up did not 
look like that. In my home, my dad made the dinner. 
My mum was a hairdresser, and after my younger 
brother and I started at the daycare center, she returned 
to work, eventually setting up her own salon when I 
was six. It was from that point on that my dad started 
cooking the dinner. These days, you occasionally hear 
talk of stay-at-home husbands, but my dad wasn’t 
one of them. He worked at a company like any other 
dad. Every day, though, he would get home before 
seven to make us dinner. When we moved up to middle 
school, he packed our lunches too. 

The kind of food he rustled up for us was what you 
might call bachelor cuisine: yakisoba, stir-fried vegeta-
bles, things like that. Nestling alongside the rice in 
our bento boxes would be grilled chicken, edamame, 
frankfurters—basically all the things that people ate 
when they were out drinking. At the time I remember 
resenting his cooking, and would occasionally voice 
my complaints. But if my mother happened to be 
home in time to eat with us, my father wouldn’t even 
let her make us tea after dinner—that was the kind  
of man he was. From time to time, he’d tell me that  
if I ever got married I’d better not take it for granted 
that all men would do as much around the house as  
he did.

As it happens, to this day I’m still not married. But 
when I look around at my friends who are, it surprises 
me to note that there are still very few men who do  
as much as my dad did. When my mum had to work 
weekends, it was my dad who took us out to Osaka 
Castle Park or the botanical gardens. 

Now that I’m about the same age as my dad was 
back then, it strikes me as amazing that he made  
us dinner every day, and I also find myself wondering 
what on earth his life must have been like. Coming 

home on time day in, day out—did his colleagues  
not go out drinking after work? And what about the 
days he was expected to work overtime? I remember 
how from time to time, when both my mum and my 
dad were home late, my brother and I would go rifling 
through the fridge, making plain rice sprinkled with 
salt or powdered sushi vinegar (however sad these 
culinary choices may sound, I think it was less a case 
of that being all there was, and more that that was what 
we liked), but aside from set events like end-of-year  
parties and so on, I don’t remember my dad ever com-
ing home late after drinking. 

By now, I’ve finally got to a point where I feel I’d  
like to ask my dad how he managed it, and what his 
feelings were on the whole thing, but he passed away 
three years ago, and now it’s too late. 

Not long ago, my mum spoke to me about her 
younger years, which for her is something of a rarity. 
Thus I found out for the first time that, back before 
she opened her own place, when my brother and I 
were still small, she had worked at a hairdressing salon 
that was in a prime location in Osaka and quite well 
known at the time. The owner took to my mother  
and was kind to her, but tended to land her with the 
unpopular shifts, on the weekends and in the early 
mornings, because she knew that my dad would step 
in to take care of her kids. 

Listening to my mum talk, I felt as if I were listening 
to a friend. A friend worrying about whether she’d be 
able to keep her job if she took time off to look after 
her kids. A friend wanting to try and save up the money 
to open her own place. Up until then I’d always viewed 
my parents as a child would, and this felt different. 

My brother has recently had a baby, but I still feel  
as though my hands are full enough dealing with my 
own stuff. 

As a child, seeing those aproned mothers on TV 
welcoming their children home from school, I’d  
wonder if my family situation was weird in some way, 
but now I think that maybe there isn’t such a thing  
as a perfectly normal family situation. All we ever 
really know is how things are in our own homes. 
There are only homes, homes, and more homes, with 
everyone inside them desperately trying to create 
some resemblance of a family. 

Tomoka Shibasaki



SIGH! 
IT’S LEFTOVERS AGAIN.

MY CLASSMATES COMPARE WHAT THEY HAVE IN 
THEIR LUNCHBOXES.

I TRY TO HIDE MINE . . .

THEY COME TO SCHOOL EVERY DAY  
WITH A SPECIAL LUNCH

SOMETIMES THEY TEASE ME.



BUT I CAN’T ASK MY MOM TO MAKE A LUNCHBOX LIKE THEIRS, CAN I?

SHE’S  
FAR TOO 
BUSY.

BY SUNDAY SHE’S PRETTY 
EXHAUSTED.

BEFORE I STARTED 
SCHOOL SHE HAD MORE 
TIME FOR ME . . .

SHE WORKS EVERY DAY. EVEN ON SATURDAYS  
SOMETIMES.



I LOVE WHAT MOM COOKS. IT’S DELICIOUS, AND I DON’T MIND HAVING  
LEFTOVERS FOR LUNCH . . .  IF ONLY THEY DIDN’T LAUGH AT ME . . .

HOW WAS  
YOUR DAY?

I’M SORRY, 
SHOTA. BUT I 
HAVE SOME 

WORK TO DO 
TONIGHT.

I’LL DO THE  
WASHING UP.

COME ON!
TELL ME MORE.

OKAY.



HEY, 
LET’S GO FOR 

A WALK!



MOM, SUPPOSE
YOU COULD BE
ANYWHERE IN
THE WORLD . . .

. . .  WHERE 
WOULD YOU 
LIKE TO BE?

OH, 
I DON’T 
KNOW . . . US

TOGETHER.

WELL . . . 
I GUESS . . .IS IT JUST ME,

OR YOU AND ME 
TOGETHER?

. . .  SOMEWHERE
WILD AND EXOTIC

AND FAR . . . 
FAR AWAY . . .



WHEN WE GOT HOME  
MOM SAID SHE’D MAKE  

A SPECIAL LUNCHBOX FOR ME.
 “IT’LL BE SO SPECIAL,  

YOU’LL REMEMBER IT FOR THE  
REST OF YOUR LIFE,” SHE SAID. 

I KEPT HEARING STRANGE  
NOISES FROM THE KITCHEN.

ALL MORNING . . .

WHAT’S THIS?
IT’S ALL GREEN!

SOMETHING WRAPPED IN
FOIL, AND . . .

IN MY 
CHOPSTICKS 
CASE . . .

. . .  WHEN I SNIFFed THE 
POWDER INSIDE . . .

I COULD  
THINK OF  
NOTHING 
BUT MY 
LUNCHBOX.

HERE 
YOU ARE.

LUNCHTIME AT LAST! 

. . . I BLACKED OUT.

BON
APPÉTIT!

?

WHAT’S
THIS?



WHERE
AM I?

WHAT ON 
EARTH IS

THIS?

WHAT!
IS THIS MY
LUNCHBOX? WHY

 IS IT SO
BIG?

OR
HAVE I 

SHRUNK?

HELLO . . .
HERE’S A PIECE

OF PAPER.

SO 
THIS IS

THE
LADDER.

IS SHE 
SERIOUS,
MY MOM?

THIS 
LOOKS LIKE
THE TOP OF 

A TREE. AND 
NOW TO 
FIND MY 
LUNCH.



WOW,
IT’S A BIG

TREE.

OOPS!
THAT WAS 

CLOSE.

ALMOST
THERE . . .

I MADE
IT!

MY HANDS
ARE NUMB.

IS THAT A
WOODPECKER?



THIS MUST
BE A RAIN 
FOREST.

WHAT 
SHOULD 
I DO?

I’M 
STARVING!

I HAVE
NO IDEA.

. . . AND
TIRED.

?

BUT HOW 
CAN I FIND 
LUNCH IN A 
PLACE LIKE 

THIS?

I’M SO
HUNGRY

I HAVE
TO REST.



IT GOT 
AWAY!

WHAT ON 
EARTH WAS 
I DOING?

THE MOMENT
I SAW THE RABBIT,

I STARTED  
CHASING IT.

I WANTED 
TO EAT IT!!

I ALWAYS 
THOUGHT

RABBITS WERE
CUTE BUT 

NEVER
EDIBLE.

I MUST 
BE 

SERIOUSLY
HUNGRY.

THAT 
MUST BE
A BIRD
NEST . . .

!WHERE’S 
MY LUNCH?



IF I’M
LUCKY,
THERE 

MIGHT BE 
SOME 
EGGS.

THIS IS 
IMPOSSIBLE.

THERE’S 
NOTHING TO 
EAT HERE.

BINGO!

OH,
NO!

HELP!

OUCH!

?

WOW!

OH, THAT
HURTS.



I CAN’T BELIEVE 
MY EYES!

MAMMOTHS!
I THOUGHT THEY
WERE EXTINCT!

I WISH 
I HAD A 
CAMERA.

? BERRIES!

SO 
DELICIOUS!
NOW I FEEL

MUCH 
BETTER.

I SAW THE
SAME BERRIES

AT THE 
SUPERMARKET.

I KNOW
THESE ARE
SAFE TO 
EAT . . .

IT’S 
GETTING 
DARK . . .

I GUESS
IT’S TIME

TO GO
HOME.

I NEED 
TO FIND
THE TREE
I CLIMBED

DOWN.



BUT 
WHICH

WAY DID
I COME  
FROM?

CALM DOWN.
I MUST THINK . . .

HEY, STOP
GROWLING . . .

YOU . . . 
WHAT?

I CAN’T
REMEMBER . . .

OH, NO . . . I THINK 
I’M LOST!

!

OH, 
NO!



HI, 
SHOTA.

LET’S 
GO HOME.

MOM,
I DIDN’T KNOW 

YOU COULD  
THROW  

A JAVELIN.

THIS BEAST
IS TOO HEAVY

TO CARRY HOME.
I’LL TAKE SOME

MEAT FOR 
TONIGHT.

MOM!



HOW
WAS YOUR 

DAY?

ERRR . . .
IT WAS

INTERESTING . . .

MOM, 
THIS MEAT IS
DELICIOUS!

OF COURSE!

THIS PIECE IS 
SO BIG. IF I CAN’T

FINISH IT, CAN I HAVE
THE REST FOR LUNCH

TOMORROW?
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Naoya Shiga

Turtledoves
translated by Ted Goossen
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TURTLEDOVES ARE FINE-LOOKING BIRDS, and I like their 
husky, off-key voices. I used to hear them when I lived 
on the outskirts of Tokyo in Shinmachi, in Setagaya, 
and even more frequently on my occasional visits to 
Ōhito hot springs. Turtledoves always fly in pairs. 
Now my wife and I live in Atami, on a mountainside in 
Ōhoradai, so the sight of a pair of turtledoves winging 
through the sky right at eye level has become familiar 
to me. This year an old friend of mine, Randō Fukuda, 
came to visit on the last day of the spring hunting  
season. He arrived from his home in Kajiya, Toshihama, 
shouldering his hunting gun and dangling a string  
of wild birds—partridges, turtledoves, bulbuls, and 
the like—which he’d shot on the way. It was a greatly 
appreciated gift, for we hadn’t eaten birds like these 
since the war.

“Let me go shoot a few more for you,” he said.
“Why don’t we go duck hunting in Atami instead,”  

I replied.
“Duck hunting in Atami” actually meant paying  

a visit to our friend Kazuo Hirotsu. Hirotsu and I had 
been outmatched many times playing mahjong with 
Fukuda, who, besides being expert in bird hunting, 
fishing, and diving for abalone, was also an accom-
plished mahjong player. Fukuda looked pleased with 
the idea and accepted readily, then checked what 
time the next bus was scheduled to pass.

“Well then, we’ve got half an hour,” he said, “so I’ll 
do a bit more hunting while you’re getting ready.”  
He changed from his shoes into a pair of split-toed 
workman’s boots and headed up the hill at the back.

Fukuda returned about twenty minutes later. Since  
I had heard no gunshots, I’d assumed he hadn’t bagged 
anything, but he handed over the still-warm bodies  
of a turtledove, a bulbul, and a bunting, all of which he 
had shot in that short span.

I was prepared to leave, so I waited for Fukuda to 
change back into his shoes, then we walked down the 
slope to take the bus to Atami.

The next day I could see only one turtledove flying 
about. A pair of turtledoves on the wing gives  
a strangely hurried impression; one always takes  
the lead and the other follows eight or ten yards back, 
striving to not be left behind. I’d watched the two 
turtledoves flying in this fashion for months. Now there 

was just one bird, which flew back and forth before my 
eyes a number of times in the course of the day. 
Though I gave little thought to the partridge, or the 
bulbul, or even the turtledoves Fukuda had shot  
elsewhere, to watch this solitary bird after being used 
to seeing it with its mate left me with a bad feeling.  
I hadn’t killed the missing bird, but I had eaten it, and 
my conscience bothered me.

Several more months passed. One day I again saw 
two turtledoves flying together. I was happy to  
think that the turtledove had finally found a suitable 
partner and gotten remarried. However, I learned 
that in fact such was not the case: this was a new  
couple that had moved in from somewhere else, and 
the solitary turtledove continued on alone as before. 
This situation remains unchanged today.

The hunting season started again recently. A neigh-
bor of mine can often be seen sauntering past in  
his hunting outfit accompanied by his two pedigreed 
English setters. In his case, though, I’ve been led  
to understand that the birds can rest easy as far as his 
marksmanship is concerned—it’s rather his dogs  
that have to watch out. The dangerous one is Randō 
Fukuda, with his split-toed workman’s boots. He 
stopped by again four or five days ago.

“How about not hunting around here this year,”  
I said.

“If it’s bothering you so much, why don’t I polish  
off the other one too,” he answered with a grin.  
That’s the frightening sort of man the birds have to 
deal with. 

Naoya Shiga
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ELEVEN HAIKU 

Opening the pot,
a delicate green—
aster-leaf rice

I draw a cartoon for a child 
begging for sweets—
spring rain

Butterbur miso—
the daughter-in-law must have taken over
the temple kitchen

The rain won’t stop
clouds hang low
ripening loquats

The joyous roar
of a big cauldron—
boiling crabs

Legs 
sticking out of the pot!
boiling crabs

As soon as I bite
into a fresh tomato
I crave more

Come
eat this homegrown strawberry!
a mother proclaims

First strawberry—
the child I wanted to feed it to
is far away

Potato soup—
worth all the soot stains
on these grand sliding doors

Jewels tumbling down
at the pull of a vine—
winter strawberries

炊き上げてうすき緑や嫁菜飯 
 

菓子ねだる子に戯画かくや春の雨 
 

蕗味噌や代替りなる寺の厨 
 

降り歇まぬ雨雲低し枇杷熟れる 
 

大釜の湯鳴りたのしみ蟹うでん 
 

大鍋をはみ出す脚よ蟹うでん 
 

新鮮なトマト喰ふなり慾もあり 
 

手づくりの苺食べよと宣す母 
 

初苺喰ませたく思ふ子は遠く 
 

芋汁や紙すすけたる大障子 
 

蔓ひけばこぼるる珠や冬苺

Seven Modern Poets on Food

Hisajo Sugita (1890–1946)
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SUNDAY BREAKFAST 

All together now, for our Sunday breakfast
(two parents and six children, faces scrubbed)
Let’s sit around these two low tables
and put on our freshly washed smocks
Little Auguste will sit quietly 
Right next to Mom, right? 
Good morning!
Good morning!
Look, even Auguste is bowing, Good morning!
As always, there are two loaves of French bread
and today, butter and jam 
and a pint of milk too
Some rice with green peas, a rare treat,
and miso soup with little clams
Kidney beans
and some freshly pickled turnips too
Everyone, help yourself to your favorite things
Help yourself, no need to rush
Help yourself, as much as you like
They say that breakfast you eat heartily
Lunch you eat to put on weight
Dinner you eat for pleasure
But that’s not what it’s like for us
Meals in a house like ours, you know,
all three of them, every day,
Mom and Dad eat so they can work
And you kids, you eat so you can play well
grow up well, sing well
go to school well, read books
so you can know things well 
But help yourselves, no need to rush
help yourselves, as much as you like
Just on Sunday mornings, at least
Dad and Mom 
can take their time eating, like everyone else
Drink your tea, get ready to go,
and let’s get you to your Sunday classes
Everyone, time to go!
All together now, our Sunday breakfast

日曜の朝飯

さあ、一所に、我家の日曜の朝の御飯
(顔を洗うた親子八人)
みんなが二つのちやぶ台を囲みませう
みんなが洗い立ての白い胸布を当てませう
独り赤さんのアウギユストだけは
おとなしく母さんの膝の横に坐るのねえ
お早う
お早う
それ、アウギユストもお辞儀をしますよ、お早う
何時もの二斤の仏蘭西麺包に
今日はバタとジヤムもある
三合の牛乳もある
珍しい青豌豆の御飯に
参州味噌の蜆汁
うづら豆
それから新漬けの蕪菁もある
みんな好きな物を勝手におあがり
ゆつくりとおあがり
たくさんにおあがり
朝の御飯は贅沢に食べる
午の御飯は肥えるやうに食べる
夜の御飯は楽しみに食べる
それは全く他人のこと
我家の様な家の御飯はね
三度が三度
父さんや母さんは働く為に食べる
子供のあなた達は、よく遊び
よく大きくなり、よく歌ひ
よく学校へ行き、本を読み
よく物を知るやうに食べる
ゆつくりおあがり
たくさんにおあがり
せめて日曜の朝だけは
父さんや母さんも人並みに
ゆつくりみんなと食べませう
お茶を飲んだら元気よく
日曜学校へお行き
みんなでお行き
さあ、一所に、我家の日曜の朝の御飯

Akiko Yosano (1878–1942)
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SIX HAIKU

Trees aflame with greenery—
in the kitchen
a cake is being baked

Strawberry jam—
in the process of crushing the berries
I crush an ant

Strawberry jam—
let’s not let the boys
have any of it

Shuttering the windows
not a soul left in the schoolhouse—
rows of dried radishes

Bought by a college student
what a sad fate
for a salted sardine

So coarse
and so meager
but still—the year’s first rice

緑樹炎え割烹室に菓子焼かる 
 

苺ジヤムつぶす過程にありつぶす 
 

苺ジヤム男子はこれを食ふ可らず 
 

窓しめて魂ぬけ校舎干大根 
 

大学生に買はれて哀し塩鰯 
 

かく粗くかつ軽けれど今年米

Seven Modern Poets on Food

Shizunojo Takeshita (1887–1951)
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SEVEN TANKA 

Catching a bear
for the first time since who knows when
The wonderful taste
of that meat
after so many years!

Now I only rarely indulge
my sweet-tooth self
But when I eat candy
I think of Tokyo

Eating together
at a stand-up ramen joint in Tokyo
around this time last year—
It was fun, wasn't it? 

While talking about Kamchatka
we split a single apple in two
and each ate half

The taste of a meal on an empty stomach
after working hard
Oh man, it’s good—
I slurp up salmon soup

I’ve got used to the back-breaking labor
but I’m still astonished
at how I can devour a whole pot of rice
in one go

I’ve become a man
who can eat a whole pot of rice in one go!
—an announcement to my friends
from the fishing grounds

久々で熊がとれたが其の肉を
何年ぶりで食うたうまさよ 
 
 

甘党の私は今はたまに食う
お菓子につけて思う東京 
 

支那蕎麦の立食をした東京の
去年の今頃楽しかったね 
 

カムチャッカの話しながら林檎一つを
二つに割りて仲よく食うた 

働いて空腹に食う飯の味
ほんとにうまい三平汁吸う 
 

骨折れる仕事も慣れて一升飯
けろりと食べる俺にたまげた 
 

一升飯食える男になったよと
漁場の便り友に知らせる

Hokuto Iboshi (1901–1929)



40

FOUR HAIKU 

Grilling mochi
for my dear friends—
the first week of the year

In a big pot
bubbling and overflowing
rice porridge with nazuna leaves

A clear broth
perfumed with green yuzu
the early days of summer

Chestnut rice—
exactly enough
for the number of guests

餅焼いて親しき客や松の内 
 

大鍋に炊きあふれけり薺粥 
 

吸物に青柚かをりて夏浅し 
 

栗飯や心づもりの客の数

Seven Modern Poets on Food

Awajijo Takahashi (1890–1955)
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APPLE CUISINE

Take it in your hand—
a snowfall of puréed apple vanishing like a dream,
like a woman’s body wrapped in a flannel kimono
Softly piling up, apple purée
almost dissolving on the tongue, sweet and sticky
a light snowfall of apple that somehow resembles 

the lovely frisson of jealousy,
beautifully served up with caramel bubbles
on a pure white plate,
waiting to be pierced by a silver fork soaked in perfume.
On a quiet evening, wind rapping at the door, 
a lonely autumn’s nostalgia 
for apple cuisine!

林檎料理

手にとつてみれば
ゆめのやうにきえうせる淡雪りんご、
ネルのきものにつつまれた女のはだのやうに
ふうはりともりあがる淡雪りんご、
舌のとけるやうにあまくねばねばとして
嫉妬のたのしい心持にも似た淡雪りんご、
まつしろい皿のうへに
うつくしくもられて泡をふき、
香水のしみこんだ銀のフオークのささるのを待つてゐる。
とびらをたたく風のおとのしめやかな晩、
さみしい秋の
林檎料理のなつかしさよ。

A TANKA 

The noren shop curtain
advertising roast sweet potatoes
has transformed
into a rattan sign for shaved ice—
summer has arrived

焼き芋の暖簾は青き氷屋のすだれと化して夏は来りぬ

Takuji Ōte (1887–1934)

Kurako Nishigori (1889–1949)
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AKIKO YOSANO (1878–1942) is the pen name of Shō Yosano, born in Sakai, Osaka 
prefecture. One of Japan’s most well-known modern poets, she became famous  
for her wild, romantic, and innovative tanka poetry, particularly her 1901 collection 
Midaregami (Tangled Hair), as well as her pioneering feminist writings. A devoted 
Francophile, she gave two of her thirteen children French names, Hélène and Auguste 
(who appears as a toddler in the poem included here).

SHIZUNOJO TAKESHITA (1887–1951) is the pen name of Shizuno Takeshita,  
born in the village of Hieda in Fukuoka prefecture, now part of the city of Yukuhashi.  
A schoolteacher and poet, she quickly became known for her haiku promoting 
women’s independence. She was a key member of the haiku coterie Hototogisu 
(“Cuckoo”), whose titular periodical remains the most prominent and longest-
running haiku journal.

HOKUTO IBOSHI (1901–1929) was born in Yoichi, a town in Hokkaido. He was  
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and culture.

AWAJIJO TAKAHASHI (1890–1955) is the pen name of Sumi Takahashi, born  
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advocating for more rights for mothers in Japan. She was the president of the World 
Association of Mothers for Peace in Japan.
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