





SIGH! MY CLASSMATES COMPARE WHAT THEY HAVE IN
IT'S LEFTOVERS AGAIN. THEIR LUNCHBOXES.

THEY COME TO SCHOOL EVERY DAY
WITH A SPECIAL LUNCH

I TRY TO HIDE MINE... SOMETIMES THEY TEASE ME.



BUT I CAN'T ASK MY mOM TO MAKE A LUNCHBOX LIKE THEIRS, CAN I?

EVEN ON SATURDAYS
| SOMETIMES.

BY SUNDAY SHE'S PRETTY
EXHAUSTED.

Bl scrore TsTARTER T
| SCHOOL SHE HAD MORE
| TIME FOR ME...




HOW WAS
L YOUR DAY?

COME ON!
TELL ME MORE.

I LOVE WHAT mOMm C:OOKS. IT'S DELICIOUS, AND I DON'T MIND HAVING
LEFTOVERS FOR LUNCH...IF ONLY THEY DIDN'T LAUGH AT ME...

I'M SORRY,
SHOTA. BUT I
HAVE SOME
WORK TO PO
TONIGHT.

T'LL DO THE
WASHING UP.




HEY,
LET'S GO FOR
A WALK!




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

—————

P

| LIKE TO BE?

...WHERE
wouLp You

OH,
IDONT
KNOW...

IS IT JUST ME,

. OR YOU AND ME
“..  TOGETHER?

-
;s 1 GUESS..
. TOGETHER.

4 E"‘{,‘

...SOMEWHERE
WILD AND EXOTIC
AND FAR...
FAR AWAY. ..




WHEN WE GOT HOME
e MOM SAID SHE'D MAKE
A SPECIAL LUNCHBOX FOR ME.

~ "ITLL BE SO SPECIAL,
'YOU'LL REMEMBER IT FOR THE
REST OF YOUR LIFE,” SHE SAID.
-PT HEARING STRANGE

FROM THE KITCHEN.

ALL MORNING... I.COULD

BON THINK OF

APPETIT! NOTHING
BUT MY

LUNCHBOX.

HERE
YOU ARE.

WHAT'S THIS?
IT'S ALL GREEN! F

IN my - | SOMETHING WRAPPED IN ...WHEN I SNIFFED THE
CHOPSTICKS FOIL, AND... POWDER INSIDE...
CASE... Tl




WHAT ON
EARTH IS
THIS?

IS THIS mY
LUNCHBOX?

OR
HAVE 1
SHRUNK?

LOOKS LIKE
THE TOP OF
A TREE.

HERE’S A PIECE
OF PAPER.




IT'S A BIG

Y sTHATA S B
% WOODPECKER? )

MY HANDS
ARE NUMB.

[ ALMOST
THERE... |




BUT HOW
CAN I FIND
LUNCHINA
PLACE LIKE

THIS?

T HAVE
NO IDEA.




WHAT ON
EARTH WAS
1 DOING?

THE MOMENT
T SAW THE RABBIT,
I STARTED
CHASING IT.

I WANTED
TO EAT IT!!

T ALWAYS

) THOUGHT

4 RABBITS WERE

CUTE BUT
NEVER
EDIBLE.

SERIOUSLY
HUNGRY.




THIS IS
IMPOSSIBLE.
THERE'S
NOTHING TO
EAT HERE.




I CAN'T BELIEVE
MY EYES!
MAMMOTHS!

I THOUGHT THEY
WERE EXTINCT!

I WISH
IHAD A
CAMERA.

THESE ARE
SAFE TO
EAT...

I SAW THE
SAME BERRIES
AT THE
SUPERMARKET.

I GUESS
IT'S TIME
TO GO

SO
DELICIOUS!
NOW I FEEL

MUCH

I NEED

TO FIND
THE TREE
I CLIMBED



ICANT
REMEMBER...

CALM DOWN.
I MUST THINK...
HEY, STOP
GROWLING...
YOU...
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THIS BEAST
IS TOO HEAVY
TO CARRY HOME.
T'LL TAKE SOME
MEAT FOR
TONIGHT.

mom,

I DIDN'T KNOW
YOU COouLp
THROW
A JAVELIN.




How ERRR... PRI GE  [FRE mom,
WAS YOUR | 1T WAS ), = | THIS MEAT IS
INTERESTING. .. /& ! B DELICIOUS! &

THIS PIECE IS
SO BIG. IF I CAN'T
FINISH IT, CAN I HAVE
THE REST FOR LUNCH
TOMORROW?







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
Ohito hot springs. Turtledoves always fly in pairs.
Now my wife and I live in Atami, on a mountainside in
Ohoradai, 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, Rando 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,”
Ireplied.

“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

Naoya Shiga

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 Rando
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.

34



Seven Modern Poets
on Food

selected and translated by Andrew Campana



Hisajo Sugita (1890-1946)

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

Seven Modern Poets on Food
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Akiko Yosano (1878-1942)

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

MONKEY
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Shizunojo Takeshita (1887-1951)

SIX HAIKU

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

Strawberry jam—

in the process of crushing the berries

Icrush 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

Seven Modern Poets on Food
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Hokuto Iboshi (1901-1929)

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
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Awajijo Takahashi (1890-1955)

FOUR HAIKU

Grilling mochi BN TEILEIEXIRON
for my dear friends—

the first week of the year

In a big pot KENTIRE B ST 0D

bubbling and overflowing
rice porridge with nazuna leaves

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

Chestnut rice— BEERP.LODYDEDH
exactly enough
for the number of guests

Seven Modern Poets on Food 40



Takuji Ote (1887-1934)

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!

Kurako Nishigori (1889-1949)

A TANKA

The noren shop curtain
advertising roast sweet potatoes
has transformed

into a rattan sign for shaved ice—
summer has arrived
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Seven Modern Poets on Food

HISAJO SUGITA (1890-1946) is the pen name of Hisa Sugita, born in Kagoshima
on Kyushu. She founded Hanagoromo, a journal for women haiku poets, with the
aim of fostering a new generation of women in a largely male-dominated literary
form. Her turbulent personal life made her the subject of many novels, plays, and
television dramas in the decades after her death.

AKIKO YOSANO (1878-1942) is the pen name of Sho 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, Héléne and Auguste
(who appears as a toddler in the poem included here).

SHIZUNQJO 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
an indigenous Ainu poet and activist, and his works were closely linked to his
aim of promoting a unified Ainu identity and recovering aspects of Ainu history
and culture.

AWAJIJO TAKAHASHI (1890-1955) is the pen name of Sumi Takahashi, born
on Cape Wada in Hyogo prefecture. She was a member of the haiku coterie
Unmo (“Mica”), and became famous for writing haiku that evoked poetry from
centuries earlier.

TAKUJI OTE (1887-1934) was born in a hot spring inn in the village of Nishikami
Isobe, now part of the city of Annaka in Gunma prefecture. An extremely prolific
poet who worked largely in a Symbolist mode reminiscent of Baudelaire (whom he
also translated), he did not publish any poetry collections in his lifetime and gained
recognition only after his death.

KURAKO NISHIGORI (1889-1949), born in Niigata prefecture, was an early feminist
activist, Christian, tanka poet, and essayist, whose work often centered around
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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writers in Japan today. His novel Belka, Why Don’t
You Bark? was translated by Michael Emmerich; his
partly fictional reportage Horses, Horses, in the End
the Light Remains Pure: A Tale That Begins with
Fukushima was translated by Doug Slaymaker with
Akiko Takenaka; and his short novel Slow Boat was
translated by David Boyd. His work appears in every
issue of Monkey Business and MONKEY; vol.1 of
Montey Business features an interview with Haruki
Murakami by Hideo Furukawa; vol. 3 of MONKEY
features “The Little Woods of Fukushima,” an
excerpt from his memoir Zero F; vol. 4 includes an
excerpt from his epic poem Zen-On.

SATOSHI KITAMURA is an award-winning picture-
book author and illustrator. His own books include
Stone Age Boy, Millie’s Marvelous Hat, and The Smile
Shop. He has worked with numerous authors and
poets. His graphic narratives are featured in vols. 5-7
of Monkey Business: “Mr. Quote” in vol. 7, “Igor
Nocturnov” in vol. 6, and “Variation and Theme,”
inspired by a Charles Simic poem, in vol. 5. In vol. 1 of
MONKEY; he published “The Heart of the Lunchbox™;
“The Overcoat” appears in vol. 2, “The Cave” in

vol. 3, and “Five Parallel Lines” in vol. 4, to which he
also contributed the cover illustration.

MONKEY

TOMOKA SHIBASAKI is a novelist, short story writer,
and essayist. Her books include Awa’ke or Asleep,
Viridian, and In the City Where I Wasn’t. She won
the Akutagawa Prize in 2014 with Spring Garden,
which has been translated by Polly Barton (Pushkin
Press). “The Seaside Road” appears in vol. 2 of
Monkey Business, “The Glasses Thief” in vol. 3,
“Background Music” in vol. 6, translated by Ted
Goossen, and “Peter and Janis” in vol. 7, translated by
Christopher Lowy. Her stories, translated by Polly
Barton, are featured in vols. 1-4 of MONKEY.

NAOYA SHIGA (1883-1971) was a master stylist
closely associated with the development of the
“Inovel.” His short stories, such as “The Razor”
(1910) and “Night Fires” (1920) established his
reputation. Ted Goossen’s translation of “Night
Fires” appears in the Oxford Book of Japanese Short
Stories. The novella Reconciliation (Wakai, 1917),
translated by Goossen, was published by Canongate
in 2020. Shiga’s only full-length novel, A7’ya Koro
(1921-37), was translated by Edwin McClellan as
A Dartk Night's Passing.
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Translators

POLLY BARTON is a translator of Japanese literature
and nonfiction, based in the UK. Recent translations
include Spring Garden by Tomoka Shibasaki
(Pushkin Press, 2017), Where the Wild Ladies Are by
Aoko Matsuda (Tilted Axis / Soft Skull Press, 2020),
There’s No Such Thing as an Easy Job by Kikuko
Tsumura (Bloomsbury, 2021), and So We Look to the
Sky by Misumi Kubo (Arcade, 2021). After being
awarded the 2019 Fitzcarraldo Editions Essay Prize,
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vols. 1-4 of MONKEY, and her translations of stories
by Kikuko Tsumura appear in vols. 2 and 3.

ANDREW CAMPANA is an assistant professor of
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Music” in vol. 4.
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others are featured in every issue of Monkey Business
and in MONKEY, vols. 1-4.
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Postwar: Yasuoka Shotaro and Literary Memory in
Japan (Vanderbilt University Press, 2019). His
translation of Kaori Fujino’s Nails and Eyes was
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