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D e d i c a ted to the Hibakusha (Japanese surv i vo rs of the atomic bombings)

T h e re’s a grave for my moth e r

at Hiro s h i m a ,

w h e re you can still see victims’ shadows

p ri n ted on the ground where th ey burned

l i ke photo gra m s

or black silhouet tes aga i n st the sidewa l ks

and buildings that would have caught their fa l l s

Women who wo re kimonos on Au g u st 6, 194 5

still have the fl owe red designs of the cloth

p h oto graphed onto their aged flesh— 

c h e rry blossoms that never fade or fa l l ,

a promise of eternal springtime 

b randing them Japanese

Those at Hiro s a ka and Na gasaki exc h a n ge let te rs

of condolence with those from Auschwitz, 

people branded with numbers —

whose loved ones fell to the poison air

l i ke the cherry blossoms that fo rever th re a ten to fa l l

f rom the skin of the women who hide their losses

b e n e a th new fa b ri c

That fall my fa ther moved us to a farming collective 

in the country— 

my thinning hair and cri m s o n - s p ot ted fa c e

hidden as I bent to plant the baby rice shoots 

in a half fo ot of wa ter that sucked me in by the ankles

releasing the poisons from my ro ot s

JALINA MHYANA August 6, 1946
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A year later now, Au g u st 6, 1946— 

I honour my mother who collected glass balls

f rom the seashore like ove rgrown pearl s ,

placing them th roughout our ga rd e n

l i ke secrets that gl i m m e re d

o n ly once a day

when the sun looked at them just ri g h t

In celebration I collect bra n c h e s

f rom the cherry blossom tree that messes up our ro o f

eve ry year when it re l i n quishes its beauty to the winds.

Those blossoms we re my moth e r’s favo u ri te— 

p e rfuming the ghosts 

that lurk around until th ey are inv i ted out of the winds

to warm th e m s e lves around the camp fi res of Oban.

The sun warms my back as I reach for each bra n c h ,

face to face with a shadow 

that mimics my eve ry move on the tree trunk— 

this silhouet te with arms reaching high ove rh e a d

grasping at petals just out of reach 

could be anyone at any moment—

A child catching a ball ove rh e a d ,

a fa ther th rowing his baby in the air,

a ballerina tickling the sky’s underbelly with tiny fi n ge rs ,

or my mother hailing the bus

that never brought her home 

the day her shadow outlived her.


