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INTRODUCTION

This is the second selection of our translations of Sagawa Chika’s poems. Our first
selection was published as “Selected Translations of Sagawa Chika’s Poems I, in June 2013,
as a working paper series from Shiga University, which can be downloaded at
http ://mokuroku.biwako.shiga-u.ac.jp/WP/No192.pdf. The introduction to Sagawa’s poetry
including her short biography can be read in “Preface” to “Selected Translations of Sagawa
Chika’s Poems I, both m English and in Japanese.

With regard to our translation process, we choose to translate together, as one native
speaker of Japanese and one native speaker of English. We find this creates an interesting
negotiation around the meaning in both languages. It is not a case of one of us translating
from Japanese into English and then the other checking that work, but rather a jointly shared
process. Other details of our translation process are explained in “Notes on Translation” in our
working paper No0.192.

The poems included in this working paper are a selection o fSagawa’s more experimental
work, mainly published in one of the most notable modernist journals of the time, MADAME
BLANCHE (1932 -1934), founded by Kitazono Katsue (1902-1978). Some of these works sit
on the border between prose and poetry and demonstrate the truly experimental nature of
Sagawa’s work. “If a fish’s eye” (Sakana no me de attanaraba), categorised as prose in
Sagawa’s collected works, is a good example of this. We argue this work is better categorised
as a ‘prose poem’, and have thus chosen to include it in this working paper focused on her
experimental poetics.

Our translations are based on the poems collected in New Complete Poems of Sagawa

Chika unless otherwise noted.
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IF AFISH’S EYE

When things get boring I look at paintings. In these painting, I can see human
hearts shaped like myriad flower petals, displaying their sad colours, their
transformations into yellows and purples. A horse, wearing glasses, races down a
treeless black mountainside. These paintings are so fascinating because I’ve never yet
seen a living heart or dead skin. Such splendid poetry! And here was I just thinking
about making those wormlike letters crawl over a dry piece of paper. The beautiful
colours reform into tiny specks and bury the wind and sea. Full of pigment, the colours
of the painters’ dreams are still wet and raw. Though dismissing these paintings as
ridiculous scribbles, when I look at the gleaming of the intestines, ripped apart and torn
to shreds, a shiver of pleasure runs through me. Their leaping rhythms, their undulating
air. One of their charms is how these assorted paintings of living creatures, nailed to the
walls, revolve i front of my eyes.

A painter uses lines and colours to freely transfigure an instantaneous image into
the concrete in a real space. His magic is his success in destroying every mundane
concept. Audaciously, he builds up each image, intricately analysed with the light of the
sun and his own inner light. Sometimes, he managed to give shape to things for us,
things that humans have never even thought about. He completely destroys all the
things we are used to, we are bored with, and he creates categorised labels for new
values. I think that the work of a painter and a poet are very similar. The proof is how
worn out | feel when I look at paintings.

The colours and motifs within a composition, the mood created by the shading, or
the way the lines touch space within each image, I wonder how many poems are created
by paying attention to these things, or by carefully thinking about their impact? I think
in most cases people write poems on the spot just as the thoughts come to them.
Sometimes it works. But such poems are already extinct. They were so common and
short-lived.

When we depict a single apple, I don’t think we should impose the concept of
roundness and redness on this object. This is because the common concept ofan ‘apple’
as a single ‘circle’ has been established without any real foundation and is absolutely

meaningless when applied to a painting. Even if someone argued it was round and red,
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that would only reflect one tiny dimension; sometimes the other side of the apple could
be rotten and gangrenous blue, or sometimes it could be the cut into zigzagged
segments.

We should look at the possible ‘implications’ of this thing called an ‘apple’ from
many different perspectives and angles. Therefore I think it is important that we apply a
three-dimensional observation to this physical object. Perhaps the world of poetry
should express things that reflect reality from different angles that are drawn once again
from the territory of deep thought.

Until now all I looked at was the intersection of the diagonals on a single flat
surface. There were many times when I failed to notice the lines that projected through
parallel planes sitting three dimensionally beside those diagonals, or the verticals that
can be drawn down onto those diagonals. Some areas are black and others white, but
then some sections are neither black nor white, they seem to blur together and I find
myself wondering, how much space is occupied by this clouded blur? And what a
pleasure it would be to open the window, like the mesh of a net, in this so complex
room. [ feel I must wrench open the window with my own strength.

I also saw a number of completed paintings at the exhibition. Some may think
these were good paintings. But such paintings are not interesting. This is because they
only show completed perfection in one single area, all motion has stopped, they cannot
tell us anything except that they have nothing more to tell us. But I was more attracted
to something made up of disharmonious parts. I think that the sense of unease | felt at
that moment somehow expresses potential for the future. I also thought that many of the
paintings had been influenced by motion pictures. Such as the distinctive use of
silhouettes or the balance of black and white. Some paintings looked like a Van Gogh in
decline, or paintings that seemed to have two suns.

I was so tired my feet no longer seemed to even touch the ground, but when | went

outside, the fresh greenery caught my eyes moving me deeply.

May 1934, Cahier






POEMS &



SRS

WD ED, ROBEBHBE S, FROBA~TROZ T,

A FERELRORY 28 F121F 5,

BT EO TS 2 & 2 it

WHITREDE, HolcT) LT D8k HIELARDRKTF TH O, KL han
DT, BORBHEWMEL ThDOEFIIAE LD ThD,

B, TSHLWNOFEEDBENERLOTRT,

RO LD % 7o 7o & FL L THIT 5,

FMA 1TV TRD L.

B ENF LI L& E 5 LT < D,

19324 5 H TMADAME BLANCHE]



BLACK AND WHITE®

The white arrow flies true. Shot, fallen, the night bird dives deep into my pupil.

Endlessly disrupting the sleep of the fig.

Silence prefers to remain motionless in the room.

They are the shadows of the candelabras; the pots of stripped primroses; the
mahogany chairs. | watch over them as time and flame tangle together, sliding up
and around the windowsills.

Oh no, the man with a black face comes in through the rain again today

violating the flower garden of my heart, he runs off.

Rain! Stomping in with your high boots,

will you be trampling the ground all night?

May 1932, MADAME BLANCHE

% It was the first poem published in the first volume of MADAME BLANCHE. It was republished as “Age of Sleep 3”
(“‘Suimin-ki 3”) in Literature (Bungaku), in December 1932. Our translation is based on the poem collected in New
Complete Poems of Sagawa Chika.
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A DREAM’

Reality disintegrates, though just in the naked midday light. The ash trees all white
bone. Her back to the transparent window, she cannot explain. Only her ring repeats
reflection on reflection. Ornate stained glass. Time was dressed up. They’ll probably
choose the bustling path, bypassing this house. Dark leaves, moist with sweat. Above
them, the crippled wind cannot move. Rejecting such visions of darkness, | become

aware --- of human unfaithfulness. Outside the salty air whirls the souls up and up.

July 1932, MADAME BLANCHE

" Our translation is based on the version published in MADAME BLANCHE, which is different from the version
included in the New Complete Poems of Sagawa Chika. . It was republished as “Age of Sleep 4” (“Suimin-ki 4”) in
Literature (Bungaku), in December 1932
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CLOUD SHAPES

Opening an archway of silver waves

the line of people push through.

Shattered memories shine

above the rocks, trees and stars.

Near the window creased and wrinkled

curtains gather together and then pull apart.

A single wreath of flowers floats
through the beams of light radiating from the marble city.

Day after day, a fingertip leaf-slender

draws the map.

November 1932, MADAME BLANCHE
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LIKE CLOUDS®

the line of beetles pass greenly through the orchard

crawling along the underside of the leaves they multiply over and over

disgorging mucus from their nostrils

it becomes the blue mist

from time to time they

disappear into the sky soundlessly flapping their wings
women with inflamed eyes

gather up the unripe fruit

the sky has myriad scars

hanging loose like elbows

sometime later, | watch ---

the orchard splits right down the middle

and from that crack, the bare ground, burning like clouds, appears

January 1933, Shii no ki
December 1933, Kodo

° Based on the version publishedin K6do, whichis slightly different from the one collected in New

Complete Poems of Sagawa Chika.
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TO THE FLOWERING WIDE-OPEN SKY

That is the eye of all mankind.

It’s words, isn’t it, whitely echoing.

| take off my hat to put them in.

Just as the sea and the sky are hiding the myriad petals.

Someday soon the blue fish and small rose-coloured birds will pierce my skull.

What is lost will never return, will it.

April 1933, MADAME BLANCHE
August 1934, Shiho
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TELEGRAPH WIRE

Faded with age, time becomes a hot seed and scatters through the void. Wash off
the adornments and fancy techniques!! Each time you fly over the wordless figures or
traverse the land, wash them from your lips that blossom with flowers of blood.

The branches violently shake the hand that discarded the winds of yesterday, that
hand which overflowed with the promise of engagements. The branches transform
passion and hope into a powerless shape. A pile of thoughts are left behind for those
who have had the rhythm of their steps stolen, under the relentless attack of that corpse.
Honour within the hearts of the travellers crossing the desiccated sandbar is already lost
and the strange splinters of snow blend into the darkness of the night. What drags me

along forever and ever on towards the end?

December 1933, Bungei hanron
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PROMENADE

seasons change their gloves
petals filling up the promenade
fading light

three o’clock in the afternoon
black and white screen

eyes covered by clouds

a day without a single engagement ends

February 1934, Toke
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A DIALOGUE

—— God’s hand will be raised up to help the season apprenticed to the heavy rhythm,
won’t it. Salt flowers bloom along the railway line as it crawls out over the undulating
waves. With dusty fingers, the old-fashioned keyboard waits for the time when the sun
burns hot, longing for a rhythmic cadence.

—— Leave dreams to the dreamers themselves. Amongst the grasses, heat-shimmer
vibrates its green-coloured cilia-like hairs and protects its fragile reflection. Then purple
madrigal smoke turns the sky to clouded glass.

—— The sound of a leaf bud splitting open is heard. Utterly enchanting luscious fruit.
The rhythm of passing steps taps the retinas of people.

—— | want to know when the lost limitless colours, already part of the ground in the
absolute darkness under the gravestones, disturb reality and the flowerbed.

—— That sound, becoming the war cry for those who awaken over and over as they roll
in the immortal abyss, gives me birth, and its light pierces me. The hotel lobby is buried

in saffron flowers, ready to welcome this banquet of heaven.

March 1934, MADAME BLANCHE
April 1934, Sono
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FLOWERS"

1
dreams are severed fruits
a red-brown pear lies fallen in the meadow
parsley is flowering on a plate
leghorns sometimes seem to have six claws

cracking an egg, the moon comes out

2
a snail crawls through the woods

on top of its feelers, is the sky

3
today, the colour of the wind is deeper
the piston charges forward tearing apart the salty air
under the overturned morning, the rain turns to sand

July 1934, Chahier

1 Our translation is based on the version published in Chahier. The only first part of poem was collected in the first
collection of Sagawa Chika’s poems edited by Ito Sei, which was published in 1936 after her death, but we have

chosen to translateall three parts together as one poem.
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AFTERNOON

Falling like flower petals.

Struck by a heavy weight, a beetle crawls down the tree shade.

Creatures gather at the fence, behind the breeze, the sunlight the waves murder all sound.
Bone structure places a white flower.

Thought is obstructed and a fish climbs the cliff.

(publication prior to Ito Sei’s edited collection unknown)*®

13 We have followed the chronological order in New Complete Poems of Sagawa Chika, for the first
publication date of this poem is unknown.
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MOUNTAIN RANGE

Mountain peaks sway as wind

The orchard at the foot of the range blossomed white
The mountain face still winter

So beautiful morning after morning like a silk cloth spread wide
Water flows a chattering rapid inside my eyes

“Thank you kindly”

| want to give prayerful thanks to something | cannot see
No one is listening, there is no reply

A mountain dove cries in empathy

I wonder if anyone will return my voice to me

As the snow melts

Rhododendrons and red lilies bloom in the valleys
Creating shady bowers

Late to arrive, summer stays hidden in the nettles

In our hearts, with such

beauty, the flame draws a circle

August 1935, Tanka kenkyi



FHiDO®

HIRELE LA CRESE O
KHINE A B

FHIOEBY ORLHICODZTY LThD
VEIERS DR P T~ H~
D05 ITESTWL

DN E DIFF- FED TRV~
DB OYeta T3 E TARE

R DEEZRD D LT

RS Li=7= 5

YEN DR IR SR ER,

1936 4 3 H [HED A



A NIGHT OF THE SEASON

carrying piles of fresh leaves, young leaves

the final train of the day runs along the narrow rail

as deserted as the back streets of the season

out of the larch forest into the cabbage plots

crawling along like a snail

“Step down out right now, those with nothing to do”

still twenty four kilometres to the dyeing factory deep in the mountains
the road on this dark night wet and gleaming

sap drips

March 1936, Shii no ki'®

15 This poem was published in the journal two months after Sagawa’s death.
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