


JRU \RXU RZQ JRRG DQG WKH JRRG RI \RXU RYHUDOO KHDOWK



Stuck in Nodaya
(Nihonzutsumi 201 3)

In Sanya the shotengai in Nihonzutsumi is a
main focal point of liquor activity, and this Nodaya
liquor store was right at the entrance of it. Nodaya is
gone now, but the building looked tidy and impressive
enough. But this was 10 o’clock in the morning.



Later in the day the liquor machines in front of Nodaya would fill up with coins and people frequented the store for more booze. As a
consequence metal bins in front of the place filled up with empty beer cans, chuhai cans, and sake jars.




‘ Y ’ o 4D &
2245  KAMEYA o
TEL 873 880l
| e [
— -
| ‘ s

A '3’_'_ b Y - -: :
-’;‘_ !"— _3 | k M
- l!r_[ﬂ_}l .: 1 = D S _ >
7 - : i 3 7 dr—.:_ - = 3 \ jﬂ:h‘ : ~ N - >
* s 7 A : I £l ~
= ) il ey (S | |

Baby-echild shop
(Nihonzutsumi 201 3)

The cart caught my attention, as did the cluster of dirty bicycles on the left-hand side. To be honest, after reading what | could of the
Japanese, if the place had been open and displaying its wares for children | probably wouldn’t have noticed it. It would have been just another shop to
me. But with these carts in front of it, loaded with debris from someone’s hard, desperate life, | felt like | had stumbled across an outpost on some alien
civilization’s dirty, dying world.



Shinjuku shoeshine man
(Shinjuku Station 2013)

In 2013 | took 100 photographs over the course of a month of thirteen different men on the streets of Shinjuku. Of those men, this fellow was
the only one who was doing something productive and seemingly respectable. Granted, | didn’t go to Shinjuku to shoot pictures of upright, normal
citizens; but | want to note the respect | feel for this old guy. Sitting outside the world’s busiest train station and trying to make a living shining shoes
can’t be an easy life.




The Kozukappara jizo still does its job and forgives the
blood of 100 ghosts per day
(near Minami-senju Station 201 3)

This jizo guards over Kozukappara, one of
the most notorious execution grounds from Tokyo’s Edo
Period. The statue caught my eye as | was leaving
Minami-senju Station one hot September day on my
way to photograph the living in the Kiyokawa and
Nihonzutsumi sections of Sanya.

| didn’t linger here long, and at the time |
didn’t know the significance of where | was. To me it
was just an impressive statue in a Japanese graveyard.
And normally | feel peaceful and calm in Japanese
graveyards, but those feelings eluded me here.
Perhaps it was the hot and oppressively muggy
weather in Tokyo at the time. But very rarely when |
am standing in a place and judging it do | feel like the
place is judging me back.

| had that feeling here, and even the
presence of the jizo didn’t make me feel welcome.



Centuries past

in the streets of old Edo,

what blood and meat was spilled then
when swords equalized and ended
the lives of whole nations of men.

The blood must be traveling still
past the corpse-rich soils of Tokyo
and ever downward towards

the Earth’s own living, glowing bones.
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Tokyo gone street
(Kiyokawa 2013)

No big deal, just the passing of time and a flesh suit going for cigarettes while | hang back and watch. Normally I'm the ghost in him.
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But today he left me behind so that | could watch the street.

And then when he gets back | will once again meld my ghostly membranes to his meat frame so | can make him remember who he is and we can be

whole again.



Daruma street panic
(Kiyokawa 2013)

In a generally drab part of town, in 2013 this bright Daruma artwork graced the front of a cheap business hotel along Tokyo Route 464 on
the Kiyokawa side of what used to be called Sanya. This depiction of Japan’s beloved good luck symbol looks over all who pass by, including the cops
who look over everyone from the police station directly across the street in Nihonzutsumi.









Smoke, the prince
(Golden Gai, Shinjuku 201 3)

In passing, quiet moments, when tobacco takes you as its lover, maybe you think about all the furrows in fields you've never sown...



...all the gorgeous richness you'll never see, and you
puff on a tube of ledf, it is good Tokyo leaf and came
at great cost...




...but it jackhammers into you that it won't fill your
belly, and maybe that'’s okay because it is hard to care
anyway.




Shinjuku bivouac
(near Shinjuku Central Park 2013)

It was a sweltering day in Shinjuku, the sort of day where the hot, heavy air doesn’t much want to move out of your way, and seems to resent it
when you push it aside to pass by. Days like this in Tokyo can suck the energy out of you, and the man obviously needed a rest.



The people passing by didn’t bother him just as he wasn’t bothering them, for the sidewalk was wide. There was an equilibrium in this, and a
kindness which it is sometimes surprising that Tokyo is willing to provide.






Heated talk and hot air
(Golden Gai, Shinjuku 2013

They spoke heatedly, passionately, and didn’t seem to care who heard them. Overall she didn't seem happy with him and he seemed
frustrated by whatever she said. But it really didn’t matter, because it was a steamy-hot September day in Shinjuku, which made all of Tokyo cranky, so

nobody passing nearby paid them any attention anyway.

Well, almost nobody.



In Golden Gai
(Shinjuku 2013)

| once tripped through these lands like a god, like the pure embodiment of all the liquor the Allies ever drank in Tokyo.

It is quiet here now, and the Americans are gone, but | know these streets. They are masters and servants to me. In the daytime, the vampires are hiding,
well, most of them, even though | know where they lay.

At night they will be back here, disguised as young salarymen, and high school girls in vocational school, and tourists from Russia and France.

| will know their minds and their innocent evils, and | will keep watching until the sun and the train schedules drive them from the streets back to their
lairs.






Life at the koban
(Asakusa 2013)

All the wide happy and the scattering crowds, these are which | watch over. For | am police, | am law. It is good | do this, for there is no better humble
god of justice than me when | am on duty.

In Tokyo we have guns, yes, for we are police and they are subtle extensions of sword and | see them as metals from repurposed katana beaten into
tiny rocket-spitting machines. Musashi used guns. | read this once in torn manga-page literature. To me this brings honor to the idea, and grinds
nothingness into fine subtlety.

For if you can kill disbelief, you can kill injustice. When this is done my work will be over, | will no longer need to be police. | would like to put myself out
of a job, | would like to always go fishing in the Sumida River and hook all the gold rings the yakuza ever dropped into it. It would be a good thing to

be with my son every day, to know | will never need a gun to protect him.

To never need updated training on the best American ways to shoot people in the head. But these times are not here yet. So | will guard you, and you
will love me for it, and | will love you back because you give me purpose and honor.

And money.
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Happy in grey shade
(Nihonzutsumi 201 3)

In Sanya there is, in fact, warmth in the shaded gutters and thermal uplift from cans of varying liquors. And if the sky is clear on a given day
or not, the grey streets can take its place, and one can soar in them, as this man seemed to do in whatever happy reverie put peace and contentment on
his face.









Afterword

This book is about Tokyo street life, even though homeless folks frequently appear. And depending upon which media or Tokyo Metropolitan
Government estimates one reads there are anywhere from 5,500 to 9,000 homeless people living on Tokyo’s streets, most of them elderly men or men
in late middle age. But the truth is no one really knows.

But because of certain social stigmas, such as the fear of bringing shame upon one’s family, the homeless and poor in Japanese society tend to
resist reaching out for the government assistance to which they’re entitled. With that in mind | encourage you to donate to one of the small but
dedicated independent non-profit organizations (NPOs) in Tokyo that tend to the needs of the destitute and homeless.

The two NPO:s listed below have spent a combined 52 years providing food, shelter, and medical assistance to Tokyo’s poorest citizens. Both
NPOs are staffed by committed, dedicated people, some of whom I've met, who are down in the roughest streets of the city every day offering a warm
human hand to those in need. To continue their good works these NPOs would benefit from your monetary donation or, if you live in Tokyo, any time or
expertise you're willing to volunteer.

So do what you can when you can, and thank you for buying and reading this book.

Sanyukai NPO  https://www.sanyukai.or.jp/
Second Harvest Japan http://2hj.org/english/
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