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I forget the exact conversation but at one point M said the phrase graphic
“manufacturer” (instead of designer) and I realized it was the most accurate
description of the activity I had been trying to understand for the last six years.

I also think most graphic designers working today would be offended by
the term precisely because it describes what they fear most — that their jobs
are insignificant and meaningless. I think a lot of these people (who describe
themselves as graphic designers) feel like they are in a somewhat of a cre-
ative'! position. That somehow, their job is better than the normal salary-man
because it’s closer to Art (with a capital A). I’d counter that in this era where
nearly everything is commodified, privatized, and part of a system that exists
by manipulation and exploitation for the benefit of the rich, there’s no real
difference.

It’s much easier to to describe them as manufacturers because it’s more
truthful and straightforward; on demand, they produce and assemble specif-
ic things that serve a simple purpose (more often than not, to sell a product
or idea). A designer of graphics on the other hand seems to imply there’s
some actual creative visual expression going on, or if not, at the very least, it
muddles a lot of what should be a simple explanation. Try it — ask a self pro-
claimed graphic designer to describe what they do in a simple sentence and
you’ll find it’s nearly impossible.

Personally, this kind of manufacturing holds no interest to me whatso-
ever. If anything, the profession as a whole actually represents a lot of what I
feel dedicated to oppose in this world. However, I'm still not able to abandon
it completely. It is, after all, the way in which M and I are currently supporting
ourselves. Moving to the countryside and continuing to work as graphic de-
signers has been informative, and in some ways enlightening. On a small and
local scale, I’ve come to think that working with graphic design (or as one of
our former professors used to infamously call “mark making”) can actually
have tangible, positive impacts on the community and lives of those within it.
It’s within this domain that I feel interested and inspired to continue.

@ The word creative, especially when being used as a noun to describe what
one does is also frustratingly difficult to unravel, but let’s save the seman-
tics for another time.
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Unfortunately, to more accurately describe what I’'m trying to say I'm
afraid a bit of background information is needed to contextualize how we got
here in the first place.

a berer avhobiogaphicad  diyresdoon.

Our story began in that big stinky metropolis of metropolises... New
York City. Me and M met as students at a university called the Fashion Insti-
tute of Technology.? Whenever explaining this we always have to follow up
and clarify that we did not study fashion design or have any connection what-
soever to that side of the school. We were actually relegated to the chronically
underfunded art department in the graphic design program.

By the senior year of our program, (when me and M first became really
acquainted) the only thing clear to me about graphic design was that I didn’t
want to do it the way we were being taught. All of our classes and professors
operated within the context of “preparing us for the real world”, a euphemism
that just meant learning how to take orders from a boss and produce pretty,
sellable, trendy, consumable, soulless design using the latest Adobe software.

After graduating, M had similar reservations about entering the “profes-
sion”, i.e. getting a job. By taking a huge leap of faith (mostly on M’s part,
she had only a year extension on her student visa) we decided to (1) move in
together at her basement apartment in Sunset Park Brooklyn and (2) turn our
apartment into a studio for our own graphic design company. The idea was to
work for ourselves from the start and choose the projects we wanted to work
on. The name was chosen over coffee and a half eaten blueberry muffin in
chinatown.’

@ When people think of art universities in New York City the names are al-
ways SVA, Pratt, Parsons, etc.. these schools are incredibly expensive. FIT 1is
actually a SUNY (state university school) which means that tuition rates are
incomparably lower, and for long time New York state residents like myself,
more than affordable. In this era of blatant corporate money machines that
like to pass themselves off as higher education, I feel lucky to have been
spared the massive debt.

® As in,

W: “So what should we call ourselves?”

M: “Hmm, I think we’re still thinking...”
W: “That’s good!”
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For one year we tried really hard. We both held on to our part time jobs
as we floated by on rent from paycheck to paycheck. Still, we were privileged
enough to have the opportunity to even try something so selfish as working
for ourselves so we were happy, grateful, and exhausted. Finally with the visa
running out we had the long overdue epiphany that nothing/nobody was forc-
ing us to stay in New York. With a limited portfolio of our collaborations and
school projects we then applied for residencies all over the world. Somehow
we were accepted by two programs (a month in Wassiac New York followed
by three months in Kortrijk, Belgium®.

While traveling, we had no home. We moved out of the Brooklyn apart-
ment and kept most of our stuff at my mom’s place. It was fun to call our-
selves nomadic but it’s not really something either of us are comfortable with
for long periods of time. So after the residencies we regrouped at M’s home in
Japan. We had a vague idea we would continue to try and work together but
we had no idea how.”

In the early Spring of 2016 we stumbled on an open call for a place
called the NishiAizu International Art Village (here on NIAV) in Nishiaizu,
Fukushima. They were looking for a designer to help as a chiikiokoshikyo-
uryokutai ® It was the first time we had ever heard the phrase and the concept
sounded intriguing to us so despite knowing nothing about Nishiaizu and the
open call only looking for one person, something compelled us to apply.

Our application out of the pile’ and we were saved. Invited for an in per-
son interview, together with M’s parents we drove the eight hours to Fukushi-
ma and back.

@ I intend to write more about our residency experience somewhere in the
future, but for now, if you ever have the means and the time, apply for and
do residencies! Good or bad, (perhaps especially bad) the experience of going
somewhere totally new and working out of your usual element is so incredibly
humbling and educational.

® At this point I have to mention M’s parents, who were so incredibly
generous and understanding as we shared their home in Saitama while we des-
perately looked.

® g H T LIB/IB Roughly, “Local revitalization staff”. The position exists
almost everywhere in Japan, mostly in depopulated areas. Hired for three
years at a time, the specifics of the actual job vary a huge amount depending
on what the town needs. As it turns out, not getting this position was the
absolute best scenario for us as we later learned what it would have entailed.
That is, a close relation to the town hall (i.e. bureaucracy) and an ability
to take orders from authority which is, for us, problematic to say the least.

@ Thank you Kobo-chan!
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A few days later in a ramen shop in Ikebukuro I can clearly remember
getting the phone call from Yabe-san® telling us we didn’t get the job. What
would have been woe turned to excitement when he struck a deal with us. In-
stead of the job we applied for, we’d come to Nishiaizu as artists in residents
and help Yabe-san as staff for a non-profits art organization in Fukushima.

So that’s the long story of how we first arrived in Aizu. Our year of liv-
ing as residents was a huge learning experience. The fact we lived for free
(no rent) was no small factor either. We had a crash course of what living and
working in the countryside of Japan is like; at the same time we had space to
work on our own projects and think about what we wanted to concentrate on
going forward.

We never had/have a long term plan. But when our year was winding
down we didn’t need to have a big conversation about what we would do or
where we would go next. It felt obvious and right to both of us that we had to
stay. We soon found a vacant house in a small village near NIAV and decided
this would be our home base. This house would become the Institute of Bar-
barian Books.

and news, am Xwmple

We designed a package for a burger’ made by a group of local women.
It’s one of my favorite projects we’ve ever worked on.

The women run a small kitchen in a small village called Okugawa in
Nishiaizu. Together they make a few food products using local ingredients
but they usually don’t have time to think about the packaging too carefully.
By chance, there happened to be some room in the budget for designing and
printing so we were recommended by Yabe-san.

® NIAV director, among many other things. The importance of Yabe-san in our
lives here is Nishiaizu can’t really be overstated. Suffice to say that if it
wasn’t for him, Nishiaizu would be a very different town. The way I always
like to describe it is that he’s a gardener who is planting a lot of seeds.
We just happened to be one of them.

® In Japan, a burger (/N\—7%)) is really just a piece of meat. It’s not neces-

sarily paired with buns and french fries like Americans tend to picture the
word.
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What followed was about three months of an extremely collaborative
and fair exchange of ideas and skills. We had periodic meetings over this time
to talk about the package, find out what they wanted and how we could help
them. These meetings were in the same kitchen they cook everything in over
hot tea, snacks, and the warmth of a makeshift kotatsu table.

On our end, instead of a simple box or bag, we offered to try and intro-
duce a little more of their story. We were limited by costs but the solution was
simple and appropriate. An A3 printed sheet would be printed via risograph
in one color. It would be styled like a newspaper telling the story of what the
hamburger is and a bit about the kitchen and the women who make it together.
Each page would be folded down to wrap the burger as the package that way
the newspaper would be a kind of secret surprise when opened.'"”

Honestly, I don’t really want to support or encourage the consumption
of meat. Environmentally and ecologically it doesn’t make sense to me. But
at the same time, keeping an open mind proved to be incredibly important.
As it happened, the hamburgers were already being produced by the time we
were involved. We could have declined from the start but there’s a significant
trade-off; if they aren’t able to sell their products they cannot continue to
support themselves and therefore another healthy part of the community ends
and is lost. In the long term, for our town, I still believe it’s better to help them
the most useful way we knew how. This time it happened to be with graphic
design.

Of course, more than the package, becoming friends was more reward-
ing. We see them quite regularly; at the store, at festivals, at the restaurant, in
a small town we all share a lot. While it’s possible to avoid everyone if one
wishes, finding ways to work collaboratively is a constant reminder of how
little the differences between each other can matter and how great it can be to
share a community together.

i\

@ Everyone, including ourselves is very happy by the way it turned out and
I’m even happy to say we’ve had to order more sheets to be printed already.

6



”n C.ﬂdu_“&v\ (kc'n'n( "6’)

I’m uncomfortable when people describe what they do with their lives in
a single term. For me, calling ourselves graphic designers still sounds lifeless
and uninteresting but I’'m equally aware that it’s a big part of what we do on a
daily level to support ourselves. As a compromise, I think I’d rather be a per-
son who uses graphic design (e.g. using tools like general knowledge about
typography, composition, and printing) to make something interesting and
meaningful as opposed to just being a graphic designer as an end in itself."

@ I realize this is still not such a clear way to put it. Maybe I’m just
embarrassed to be called a graphic designer because of all the negative (at
least to me) connotations it entails. I want to distance myself from those
connotations but still explore the ways in which graphic design can be a
serious and useful (and hopefully subversive) instrument in society today.
Needless to say, it’s an ongoing process. Living in Nishiaizu has given us
the time as we continue to figure it out.
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KIMI NO INAKA

Did you see that movie called “Kimi No Na Wa ? It was a really big deal here in Japan.
It was probably the biggest anime hit of 2016. Actually, it definitely was. You couldn’t turn
on the television or walk into a store and not hear about the film or the stupid theme song.

| saw it on the airplane which is maybe my least favorite place to watch a movie. De-
spite this, | still thought it was great and interesting. Right up until the final act when it
proved to be just another piece of mass entertainment rubbish.

To get there, I'll give the synopsis; teenage girl lives in unnamed countryside, teenage
boy lives in Tokyo. Due to mysterious circumstances, they switch bodies and experience
each others’ lives. But there’s a twist! It turns out the girl’s home village was actually de-
stroyed by an asteroid and she died some years ago. They were switching between time
too, apparently. Anyway, because it's a feel good movie, the boy somehow maneuvers his
way into saving the girl, and at the end they meet.

Here’s why | thought it was interesting: | took decimation of the girl’s village as a meta-
phor for the destruction following 3.11’s earthquake and subsequent nuclear meltdown. In
both cases, towns were literally wiped off the surface completely by factors unexplainable.
In one instant, memories, histories and families were erased, lost forever — a poignant
reminder of how fragile and limited our existence is. As a highly marketed and profitable
product, (I would say the equivalent of a summer blockbuster in the U.S.) the film has a
large reach — a statement like this has potential, if anything to just serve as a reminder. On
multiple viewings however, I'm certain that this was not Makoto Shinkai's intent.
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The previously mentioned final act goes something like this: the boy, acting in the past
in the girl’s body, is able to warn the residents and evacuate the town. It's suggested
everyone survives despite the asteroid destroying the town physically. It's after the boy
grows up, as his life in Tokyo is seemingly, utterly “normal”, i.e. he’s a kaishain/salaryman,
that he reunites with the girl after seeing her on his train commute.

If this seems innocent enough allow me to point a few things out. First of all, the focus
on over-sentimentality as the lovers reunite completely shifts attention away from what
was a legitimate disaster; the destruction and loss of community, history, and environment.
Instead of exploring what the consequences of losing an entire town could be, or perhaps
what cleanup and rescue efforts could look like, the disaster is brushed aside to make
room for the emotional and unsurprising climax. The entire inaka (countryside) segments
of the film seem at this point to serve as little more than a pretty and quaint reminder of
something that was, not something that is. What | mean is, just because we’re no longer in
the countryside does not mean that it no longer exists. As much as politicians and corpo-
rate leaders would like to try, just because time has passed since 3.11 does not mean that
the situation is under control. It doesn’t even necessarily mean that we’ve made progress
or things are respectively better.

Secondly, it's implied that after the girl and her friends survived, they moved to Tokyo
since their homes were destroyed. This parallels a lot of what happens on an everyday
scale in reality. Young people, with a lack of job options or desire to stay in the countryside
move to the cities and start families. Meanwhile their hometowns continue to depopulate
and decay as no one is able to take the older generations’ place. From a first hand expe-
rience, | can say this is a vicious cycle, one that’s hard to break.

However to break the cycle, it must start with asking why moving to the city is such an
easy solution? With that comes the question of is it necessarily the best solution? By the
end of the film both of the characters seem to have matured into young adults. They're
taking part in the morning commute, they wear the appropriate work attire — by all visual
evidence they're “productive members of society”. But why is this presented as normal?
Why is this necessary to have a happy ending? In my opinion, having to live such a life
is the definition of a living hell; a meaningless, trite existence that has no benefit beyond
immediate financial satisfaction.

Furthermore, my qualm is that this is a film that is more or less marketed to young
adults and teenagers, in other words, the very people who are at once extremely impres-
sionable and significant in terms of the near future. They’re also about to make some very
important decisions about what to do with their lives. The “happy” ending here reads to me
as little more than propaganda for the Capitalist machine.

Kimi No Na Wa treats inaka as something defiantly in the past. Perhaps it's nostalgic
and pleasant, but only for short visits. The people and customs of inaka are fading, and
it may be a shame, but in the end, real life and all the important stuff happens in Tokyo
anyway.

| live in inaka. | live with people that have spent generations building their lives and
communities together. It's true — it’s slowly deteriorating and there are less and less young
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people every year, but it doesn’t change the fact that we exist here, now, together. It
doesn’t change the fact that we actually like living here too — given the choice | could never
choose to live in a city again.

There are endless problems here in Fukushima. Closer to the nuclear plant it becomes
much more understandable why families want to live elsewhere. | don’t want to put any
blame on them. It really belongs to the lawmakers, to Shinzo Abe, to TEPCO executives
and the Tokyo Olympic committees; all the people who want to pretend the disaster was
a freak accident and is better to leave in the past instead of fixing the problems now. Like
Shinkai’s Kimi No Na Wa they want to pretend the happy endings lie in Tokyo and in selling
your life at an hourly rate. Meanwhile, in inaka, life continues.
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ALTERNATIVE ANIMATED
FEATURE FILM RELEASED IN
2016 RECOMMENDATION:

Kubo and the Two Strings

Despite studio Laika’s questionable corporate ties (the director of Kubo, Travis Knight is the
son of Nike founder and billionaire Phil Knight's son plus Nike owns the studio) the anima-
tion studio is responsible for some of my favorite animated films in recent years. Kubo is a
good film too. Besides the craftsmanship, story, and visuals, it's one of the few films based
in Japan that seems to have done a good job translating Japanese culture (to a Western
audience) and not just using it via stereotypes.
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Fukushima Update 2018

Seven years after the triple meltdowns at
the Fukushima Daiichi nuclear power
plant, TEPCO, the company who own and
run the plant, have finally managed to
locate some of the melted fuel inside one
of the three wrecked reactors. By sending
a camera robot into reactor 3 they have
confirmed that most of the 364 tons of
melted nuclear fuel has burnt through the
bottom of the reactor pressure vessel
(RPV) and has slumped to the concrete
floor of the primary containment vessel
(PCV) underneath. TEPCO said they think
that the molten fuel had escaped through
the holes in the RPV, through which the
control rods are inserted, by melting the
graphite gaskets which sealed the holes.
The designers used graphite because
they assumed the reactor fuel would
never melt down.

TEPCO also got robots into reactors 1 and
2, but one was quickly overcome by the
high levels of radiation inside the reactor,
and the other one became caught on the
fuel debris. Now they will have to design
metal-cutting machinery which can get
inside the PCVs to chip away at the
deadly piles of melted fuel, without also
being wiped out by the radiation. How to
shield the workers operating this machin-
ery? They could fill the PCVs with water -
if they could find and patch the many
holes in them. “We will have it all done in
40 years,” they still claim. But most of
them will be retired long before then,
leaving the next generation to sort it out.

TEPCO have now surrounded the four
reactor buildings with an “ice wall’
composed of vertical pipes which freeze

the soil around them to create a barrier.
This is to reduce the 400 tons per day of
groundwater which has been flowing
through the site, entering the basements
of the reactor buildings and becoming
strongly radioactive through contact with
the melted fuel there before flowing on
into the ocean. Although the ice wall is
now fully frozen, the Japanese NRA
(Nuclear Regulation Authority) say that
they doubt if it will be “very effective” as
many pipes and channels cut through the
area, and it is not possible to freeze the
ground under them. So this eye-water-
ingly expensive ice wall, combined with
other measures such as wells, has only
reduced the water flowing through the
site, by two-thirds, to around 120 tons a
day.

In fact the ice wall has created another
serious problem by causing a huge
volume of radioactive water to accumu-
late in the area inside it. It's as if the four
reactor buildings are now sitting in a
‘bathtub’ of water which, less able to flow
out of the site, is becoming increasingly
radioactive due to the melted fuel in the
basements. Should the ice wall melt due
to a failure of its power supply, or should
a future earthquake shatter it or the rock
underneath it, then this huge volume of
deadly water will escape and make its
way into the ocean and hence our food
chain.

Another problem is that inside this
'bathtub’, the ground is becoming increas-
ingly waterlogged and soggy. No one
knows what effect this will have on the
stability of the four damaged reactor



buildings. Three of the reactor buildings,
no's 1, 2 and 3, still have many tons each
of highly radioactive used fuel rods
cooling down in swimming-pool-sized
‘spent fuel pools’ up on their fourth floors.
Should these buildings collapse during
another earthquake or due to subsidence
in the soggy ground, the pools will drain,
and the rods will be exposed to the air
causing them to burn and release clouds
of radioactivity which would permanently
cut Japan in half and necessitate the
evacuation of Tokyo. With the 2020 Tokyo
Olympics just around the corner. TEPCO
have nearly finished building a new,
stronger roof for reactor 3, so that they
can lift out the 88 tons of fuel in the spent
fuel pool there. Hopefully they will do so
before another big earthquake strikes. But
that still leaves reactor 2 with 100 tons of
spent fuel, and reactor 1 with 50 tons, in
the pools on their fourth floors ...

Around 800,000 tons of highly radioactive
water are being stored in huge tanks on
the site. This water is contaminated with
tritium - radioactive hydrogen. Since it's
impossible to separate tritium from water,
they are now planning to dump it all into
the sea. Although it's no doubt cheaper to
do this tritum is readily absorbed by
anything which contains water so it can
contaminate any fish, vegetables or
animals which it encounters and hence
end up in the food we eat. The local fish-
er-folk are objecting strenuously, saying
that this will destroy the still fragile reputa-
tion of Fukushima fish products.

And there are more than 22 million
one-tonne bags of radioactive waste from
the 'cleanup’ to be dealt with. These are
currently stacked in farmers’ fields, beside

roads and rivers, along beaches and near
schools and houses.

The central premise of nuclear energy
advocates has always been that the
by-products from the splitting of uranium
atoms would always be kept out of the
environment. Now that this premise has
been proved false they've raised the "per-
mitted' dose of radiation to which citizens
of Fukushima can be exposed from the
global standard (for non-occupational
exposures) of 1 millisievert per year to 20
millisieverts per year (20 mSv/yr).

So if your former village is polluted to a
level of 19.9 mSv/yr, the government now
wants you to move back. They will have
stopped financial support for you to live
elsewhere, and your compensation
payments. This may cause you such
economic hardship that you and your
children are forced to return to your ruined
village, and accept the increased risk to
your health, and the even greater risk to
the health of your children, as well as the
threat of new calamities posed by the
ruined reactors tottering at the edge of
your neighbourhood. This new 20 mSv/yr
radiation threshold is utterly scandalous;
the increased risk of cancers and many
other radiogenic illnesses imposed on vul-
nerable populations in order to protect the
economic and military interests of a
powerful minority. Hopefully as awareness
of this appalling situation spreads it will
come to a rapid end.

For the best updates, photos and videos
on the situation at Fukushima:

www.fukuleaks.org/web/

Leaflet by Kick Nuclear London: .’
www.kicknuclear.com Kick Nuclear
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“That’s not a star,” he continued to
protest.

The sun was behind the mountains,
the last of its rays outlining the
trees in oranges and pinks. In this di-
rection, almost due west, the bright
spot did seem a bit out of place.

“There are no other stars in the sky, you
see?” he tried to reason.

“Because it’s not dark enough!” K
yelled back at him.

We were all laughing. The char-
coal crackled at a pleasant rhythm.
The first barbecue of the season and
it felt nice to be outside without a
jacket. He 1lit another cigarette and
continued.

“I've been seeing this light everyday for
years. It’s part of an antenna or something. But
it’s definitely not a star.”

He exhaled as we thought about
this.
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“*And in a few hours, by 10, it will be gone!”

K couldn’t keep quiet. “That’s
because it’s a star and it moves
behind the mountains!”

His wife rolled her eyes as if to
say, not this again. We laughed some
more. When asked what the light was for
(if it wasn’t a star) he had no answer.
The important part was that it was ar-
tificial. But it looked too high for
one, to be an antenna, and by now the
other stars came out. In comparison, it
looked quite similar.

Still, nothing anyone could say
would convince him otherwise. There’s a
term in Japanese we heard used to de-
scribe him a few times; maipesu, as in
literally, my pace. It was really quite
accurate. When we would join them for
dinner he would often butt in mid-con-
versation about something totally dif-
ferent and off topic, as if he just
remembered something incredibly im-
portant. It wasn’t like he didn’t care
about us or our conversations, he just
lived, quite simply, at his own pace.
Marched to his own drums. I always
liked him.

It was dark now. We finished
cleaning up and started gathering our
things. The light was still there, but
it seemed to have shifted. He was, of
course, adamant that it had not.



“Just wait until 10. It will disappear!”

“Next time!” we promised.

“Well, come again soon,” he said with
a smile as he stubbed out another ciga-
rette and went inside.

K and her mom gave us some of
the un-grilled freshly cut asparagus
from earlier to take home. I promised
to make more bread again on our next
visit. The summer was just beginning
and the air smelled fresh and green.
Driving home I tried to find the light
but couldn’t see it in the sky anymore.
Or perhaps it just passed behind the
mountains.

That ended up being the last time
we saw him before he died.

A few months later, he had a heart
attack early one morning while clean-
ing the roads. He fell into a coma in
the hospital and hung on for a few more
days but never regained consciousness.

It was a shock to all of us. He had
always seemed so healthy and energetic.
It was a weird impulse at the time but
I immediately thought of all the unfin-
ished farming work he still had to do.
I couldn’t believe that he wouldn’t be
around to complete his work and take
in the harvest. I also couldn’t imagine
how K and her mom were feeling.
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A few days later we came back to
the house to light incense and say
goodbye. The house was full of friends
and relatives when we arrived and
people were smiling and talking. Laying
on the tatami, he looked like he had
just dozed off for an afternoon nap. If
it wasn’t for the towel under his neck
propping his head up I would have been
convinced he was sleeping.

In the next moment he would wake
and say, “Hello! Don’t worry about me, I’'m
fine. It was nothing. By the way, have you
looked at the sky recently?”

Was it the cigarettes? The
pachinko? Nothing else seemed to re-
motely account for how such a healthy
man could pass so suddenly. But maybe
searching for logic and answers is
pointless. Sometimes, these things can
and do happen. There doesn’t always
have to be a reason.

K seemed okay but we knew it was
a lot to process. Additionally, there
was the funeral ceremonies to orga-
nize, the farms to be maintained, and
Chibi, the new kitten, to be cared for.
We wished we could help more. Before we
left she wanted to show us a video she
planned to show to relatives during the
funeral.

By chance, a few days before his
heart attack, K filmed her dad in the
new komugi field. The video is simple:



he’s walking in the field surrounded
by tall, golden stalks and examining

a handful of stems. In the background,
the mountains cut a deep silhouette in
the bright, cloudless, blue sky. He
seems to be in his element; a sense of
peace and happiness embodies his every
movement. Maipesu.

At the time, K never expected to
use the video in this way. But every-
one was thankful that she happened to
capture this beautiful, small, wordless
moment.

The moments we all have are like
this too, if we are mindful enough. In
fact, our entire short lives are just
a moment too. One that we often forget
is not infinite. I think of the night
with the stars often. The smokey grill
slowly dying, bits of grilled corn
stuck in my teeth, Chibi chasing birds
away from the potatoes, smiling, laugh-
ing, and feeling grateful to be alive
as K’s dad looks up and says for the
hundredth time,

“that’s not a star!”
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