
One day my mother said she’d had enough. She used a portion of her severance pay to buy a
clawfoot bathtub online. �e delivery men placed the bathtub in the middle of our yard. It was
still early in the morning. My mother had recently lost her job, and over the last couple of weeks,
she’d spent a great deal of time watching the yard’s growth, because, she said, she could not bear
staring at a glowing screen for another minute. My father was living in another town with
another mother. My mother, meanwhile, had begun to pull up the strange mushrooms that
popped up out of nowhere into our yard. She said they might be poisonous to me, her daughter,
or if not poisonous than at least ugly, or if not ugly, at least too phallic for my innocent eyes.
When the clawfoot bathtub arrived, my mother said, “Go play!” �en she �lled the tub
halfway up with fresh soil. Sweat beaded the small �ne hairs on the back of my mother’s neck.
She took o� her clothes and stood naked in the yard. I could see the scars on her belly from her
caesarian, where her doctors had opened her up to dig me out from the earth of her. Finally, she
climbed into the tub of soil. She closed her eyes. She let out a long sigh.
Before this, my mother told me dirt was bad. We must wash the dirt out of our

母が腕を上げ、目を瞬かせる。
いざない、でも私は入りこめない―
月に根ざしたことばを詰めこみすぎて。

そこから見える私の母の舟が、
水の系図を滑るように
岩と塵の始祖へと遡る。
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One day my mother said she’d had enough. She used a portion of her severance pay to buy a
clawfoot bathtub online. The delivery men placed the bathtub in the middle of our yard. It was
still early in the morning. My mother had recently lost her job, and over the last couple of weeks,
she’d spent a great deal of time watching the yard’s growth, because, she said, she could not bear
staring at a glowing screen for another minute. My father was living in another town with
another mother. My mother, meanwhile, had begun to pull up the strange mushrooms that

肘の内側に刺青した目がひとつ
魚のように、開く。

ガラス扉が目の前で閉まる
生は滴下する、
焦げつく肺、痺れる手足、
私は装着されるのを見ている
ラテックス手袋、
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�e other children of the neighborhood went up to my mother and so did a few mothers,
though of course they kept to the appropriate distances. �ey asked my mother what she was
doing. She said the night before she had seen new mushrooms pop up in the yard and instead of
falling into a spiral of anxiety and removing them and then worrying about how she and I might
fall through the cracks of the social safety net of this country, she had paused. In this pause, she
had listened. �en she read online that the appearance of the mushrooms meant the soil was
healthy and �ne. In fact, a dense network of mycelium, which basically meant fungal threads,
were always pulsing beneath our feet, trying to talk to the roots of trees and to us, too, if we
listened. “�ere is a mile of mycelium in a square foot of healthy soil!” my mother declared.
“It’s not a safety net exactly, but it is a kind of net.”
“Hm,” said the other mothers. �ey looked tired. It was still morning, and the other
mothers needed a cup of co�ee. In fact, the dirt around my mother looked a li�le bit like co�ee grounds.
My mother went on: She had wasted so much energy misunderstanding fungi, trying to
keep our yard presentable so people knew she cared about being a mother. But my mother also
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though of course they kept to the appropriate distances. �ey asked my mother what she was
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第
1
回 

京
都
文
学
レ
ジ
デ
ン
シ
ー

K
yoto W

riters R
esidency 01

2022年10月2日［日］ 15:00－17:00（開場14:30） 

香老舗 松栄堂 薫習館
無料・要事前申込｜対面およびオンライン配信を予定
h�ps://forms.gle/5rcu9MVVkPCpRVTK9

イメージテキスト：
“Organic Ma�er”
Lee Conell
“AFFECTUEUSE INFECTION”
Emmanuel Bueya
「とある生きもの」
イングヴィル・シャースタイン作｜田中玲子訳
“Pretending to be in Dessau”
Mara Genschel
「私の日々 」
シルパ・ディークシット・タプリャル｜中村仁美訳
「小鮒」
デイジー・ラファージ｜吉田恭子訳

主催：京都文学レジデンシー実行委員会
共催：立命館大学国際言語文化研究所／龍谷大学国際社会文化研究所八幡プロジェクト／京都芸術大学
協賛：香老舗 松栄堂／DMG森精機株式会社／ワコールスタディホール京都
助成：ベルギー王国フランス語共同政府国際交流振興庁   後援：京都市／文化庁   共同プロデュース：MUZ ART PRODUCE／CAVA BOOKS
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アンナ・ツィマ 
Anna Cima
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エミリ・バリストリエリ 
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アルフィアン・サアット 
Al�an Sa'at

ユベール・アントワンヌ 
Hubert Antoine

ポーラ・モリス 
Paula Morris

Writing (in) Disruptions
Opening Forum



One day my mother said she’d had enough. She used a portion of her severance pay to buy a
clawfoot bathtub online. �e delivery men placed the bathtub in the middle of our yard. It was
still early in the morning. My mother had recently lost her job, and over the last couple of weeks,
she’d spent a great deal of time watching the yard’s growth, because, she said, she could not bear
staring at a glowing screen for another minute. My father was living in another town with
another mother. My mother, meanwhile, had begun to pull up the strange mushrooms that
popped up out of nowhere into our yard. She said they might be poisonous to me, her daughter,
or if not poisonous than at least ugly, or if not ugly, at least too phallic for my innocent eyes.
When the clawfoot bathtub arrived, my mother said, “Go play!” �en she �lled the tub
halfway up with fresh soil. Sweat beaded the small �ne hairs on the back of my mother’s neck.
She took o� her clothes and stood naked in the yard. I could see the scars on her belly from her
caesarian, where her doctors had opened her up to dig me out from the earth of her. Finally, she
climbed into the tub of soil. She closed her eyes. She let out a long sigh.
Before this, my mother told me dirt was bad. We must wash the dirt out of our
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another mother. My mother, meanwhile, had begun to pull up the strange mushrooms that
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One day my mother said she’d had enough. She used a portion of her severance pay to buy a
clawfoot bathtub online. �e delivery men placed the bathtub in the middle of our yard. It was
still early in the morning. My mother had recently lost her job, and over the last couple of weeks,
she’d spent a great deal of time watching the yard’s growth, because, she said, she could not bear
staring at a glowing screen for another minute. My father was living in another town with
another mother. My mother, meanwhile, had begun to pull up the strange mushrooms that
popped up out of nowhere into our yard. She said they might be poisonous to me, her daughter,
or if not poisonous than at least ugly, or if not ugly, at least too phallic for my innocent eyes.
When the clawfoot bathtub arrived, my mother said, “Go play!” �en she �lled the tub
halfway up with fresh soil. Sweat beaded the small �ne hairs on the back of my mother’s neck.
She took o� her clothes and stood naked in the yard. I could see the scars on her belly from her
caesarian, where her doctors had opened her up to dig me out from the earth of her. Finally, she
climbed into the tub of soil. She closed her eyes. She let out a long sigh.
Before this, my mother told me dirt was bad. We must wash the dirt out of our

そこから見える私の母の舟が、
水の系図を滑るように
岩と塵の始祖へと遡る。
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�e other children of the neighborhood went up to my mother and so did a few mothers,
though of course they kept to the appropriate distances. �ey asked my mother what she was
doing. She said the night before she had seen new mushrooms pop up in the yard and instead of
falling into a spiral of anxiety and removing them and then worrying about how she and I might
fall through the cracks of the social safety net of this country, she had paused. In this pause, she
had listened. �en she read online that the appearance of the mushrooms meant the soil was
healthy and �ne. In fact, a dense network of mycelium, which basically meant fungal threads,
were always pulsing beneath our feet, trying to talk to the roots of trees and to us, too, if we
listened. “�ere is a mile of mycelium in a square foot of healthy soil!” my mother declared.
“It’s not a safety net exactly, but it is a kind of net.”

“Hm,” said the other mothers. �ey looked tired. It was still morning, and the other
mothers needed a cup of co�ee. In fact, the dirt around my mother looked a li�le bit like co�ee grounds.
My mother went on: She had wasted so much energy misunderstanding fungi, trying to
keep our yard presentable so people knew she cared about being a mother. But my mother also
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小説家。著書に『きみだからさびしい』
『死んでいる私と、私みたいな人たち
の声』など多数。短歌、絵本など活動
は多岐に渡る。23年に『ぬいぐるみと
しゃべる人はやさしい』が映画化、エミ
リ・バリストリエリ訳で英訳版がHarper 
Collinsから刊行予定。

2022年、第1回 京都文学レジデンシー（参加者は10月1日から21日まで滞在）の
ウェブサイトはこちら。進行中のイベント情報など、随時更新中。
h�ps://kyotowriters.org/kwr01/

京都文学レジデンシー発行の雑誌、『TRIVIUM』刊行
誌上での文学者の交流を実現した雑誌「TRIVIUM（トリヴィウム）」が販売中です。人気作家テジュ・コール
の美しい写真とエッセイに始まり、世界各地の書き手たちによる作品、京都文学賞のグレゴリー・ケズナジャット
のエッセイ、日本翻訳大賞受賞の福嶋伸洋セレクトの詩と解題も。さらには、イギリス作家たちと谷崎由依、
マーサ・ナカムラが往復書簡形式で作品をやりとり。歴史と痕跡をテーマとする写真家・大坪晶の論考、円城
塔・福永信・澤西祐典による鴨川文学トーク&作品競演など、バラエティに富む充実の内容です。
翻訳者たちも一流。詳細、お求めはCAVA BOOKSのこちらのページから。
h�ps://cavabooks.thebase.in/items/60769254
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2020年以降、わたしたちは困難な時代を生きてきました。
感染症、交通の遮断、そして戦争。人との距離感は変容せざるを得ず、
それは連続した生に走る亀裂、裂け目のようです。
ただ、その亀裂をくっつけるテクノロジーも急速に発展しています。
文学者は現代の亀裂、裂け目をどうとらえるのか。
何を書き、何を書かずにいるのか。
ここ、京都文学レジデンシーに裂け目を越えて集まった人 と々語り合います。

In the age of global disruptions, what do writers capture? 
What do they write about? And what do they not write about?
�e inaugural Kyoto Writers Residency welcomes everyone 
to gather over  �ssures and ask writers to share their thoughts.

Writing (in) Disruptions
Opening Forum

大前粟生
Ao Omae

小説家、詩人、劇団Wild Rice座付
劇作家。シンガポール在住。著書に
短編小説集『サヤン、シンガポール』
（幸節みゆき訳）、『マレー素描集』（藤
井光訳）、詩集に One Fierce Hour、A 
History of Amnesia、戯曲集など。

アルフィアン・サアット
Al�an Sa'at

ニュージーランドのオークランド出身の
マオリ族小説家・エッセイスト。長編
Rangatiraでニュージーランド・ポスト文
学賞受賞。エッセー集False Riverでは
世界中の都市における人種、ディアス
ポラ、移動の問題を取りあげている。
オークランド大学准教授。

ポーラ・モリス
Paula Morris

京都市中京区烏丸通二条上ル東側
Tel: 075 212 5590  営業時間10:00－17:00（不定休）
・地下鉄 烏丸線 丸太町駅7番出口 徒歩3分
・地下鉄 烏丸線、東西線 烏丸御池駅1番出口 徒歩5分

※駐車場あり

日英文芸翻訳者。米国ウィスコンシン
州出身。東京生活10年間を経て、現
在は大阪に拠点を置く。英訳に森見
登美彦『四畳半神話大系』や『夜は短
し歩けよ乙女』、角野栄子『魔女の宅
急便』、朽木祥『光のうつしえ 廣島 ヒ
ロシマ 広島』など。

エミリ・バリストリエリ
Emily Balistrieri

小説家・翻訳家。チェコ・プラハ生まれ。
現在東京在住。2018年に長編小説
『シブヤで目覚めて』でデビューし、マグ
ネジア・リテラ新人賞などを受賞。複数
の外国語に翻訳され、邦訳も刊行さ
れた（阿部賢一・須藤輝彦共訳）。『うな
ぎの思い出』が9月にチェコで刊行。
訳書に高橋源一郎『さようなら、ギャング
たち』（共訳）など。

アンナ・ツィマ
Anna Cima

© Barbora Maršíček Votavová

詩人、小説家。詩集5編、随筆集、短
編小説集のほか、ガリマール社から
Les formes d’un soupirほか長編小説2
編を出版している。ベルギーで最高位
の文学賞ロッセル賞をはじめ受賞多
数。26年間メキシコに暮らしたのち、
2022年にベルギーに帰国。

ユベール・アントワンヌ
Hubert Antoine

© Lucile RONVEAUX

© Rachel Ng© 本人の右手 

© Colleen Maria Lenihan
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