
I shall confide in you, the Story of Sunday.

---
Shigemi-san, home-stay Father and friend, intoned across the savory supper-table—
toppling TV chatterings with gravity—that tomorrow is Sunday.

Gravely, I nod obeisance. Friendship is patriarchal, here: it often serves.

Etsuko-san shall be no help, I see. Her eyes are dashed into the meal, aground the reefs of 
pork ton-katsu—thin, and limp, above the white-rice sea. Your eyes ‘re slits when Father 
speaks, I see.

Gravity. “I humbly beseech you suffer the slight of my presence at your altar of Church, 
tomorrow.” I must apologize, again, tomorrow. Friendship’s humble, here. It often bends; 
today, it begs.

---
My home-stay Father is 67.

My home-stay Mother, 64.

The Great War suffered them by—though not without its murders of the heart.

---
My home-stay Father acquiesced, that once, that I should taste the chant and golden ritual 
of Buddhist faith. All families are Buddhist, here, you see—though faith dilutes as 
families run to Shinto streams, the nullities in Zen, or timid shots of Christianity.

I liked its weary opulence. Siddharta Gautama Buddha is a portly man, in effigy.

I liked His followers, who’d gape astride their worship-time to find American flesh aside 
them. I sat with them; and gave my song, with them! That once.

---
Sumimasen-deshita.

I’m sorry.

---
Shigemi-san pulls up before us. The wind is talons in us: crisp January air that picks at 
Sunday wear is gath’ring us into the cove of the car.

The engine whispers quiet in the streets—quiet streets. This day’s the day that all Lords 
make, to revel us in stillness afternoons—and cool.

The engine whispers reverie.

“How do you feel about the atomic-bomb?”



“How do you feel about Hiroshima?” asks the man to my left.

{Who summons August 5th—1945?}, asks the day to the men in the way. Though this 
temple sways near, Day and man barb me with question. Born of our city of quiet: the 
mushroom seeds to quiet all cities. In hindsight, we sin; but sight needn’t focus behind. 

—— [ in our blindness
—— [  we gather thorns for flowers ]

 -- Grantland Rice

—— [ stumbling long,
—— [ we plunder long
—— [  the rote effluvias of grace ]

 
—— [ how sad--my friend’s name
—— [ on the Student’s Cenotaph 
—— [  Hiroshima Day ]

 -- Yasuhiko Shigemoto

I look to the day when, wonderingly, he sternly say “See the sunset!” These are not those 
days; nor strong with the winds of 67 years. In time, even callow love slows down to 
stale. The rhymes of a War; his ruptured Youth; ol’ time, and “How do you feel…?”
How feel? I don’t know Mother Night, or death. I just know gilt, green days, and Mother 
Capital. I know the new American Century.

I laugh! I laugh. And laugh, till warm car-air arrests my breath.

“Why do you laugh?” asks the man to my left. My God: his anger is here. Scourge of all 
memory is hard; and hoveling trees flow sighs against the sky outside; and we race on! 
The sons of all nations know the sins of their nation.

… I laugh because I lack the honesty to speak.
 “I laugh… since I am sad.”

Shigemi-san, man to my left, Father in my year, friend in his Way, stares in the shield of 
the car—for the lense of 9:00AM—to sift the ways of childhood ash and tender cinder, 
underfoot. Away, Ahead, Behind.

---
Brian is their home-stay student… He is their last.

The gauze of fall, winter, spring, and summer lies silent in the student’s room. In winter, 
Laughter knew: the spring will come. In spring, the laughter warmed and rose. And 
summer saw the laughter fly.


