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— Professor

isk tales from the Edo

market. It starts with salt, rice, and a clap
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heat and cool tricks, a master’s
word by the box, and a dream of fish in

Edo’s breeze. Now lend an ear

of rhythm - then shouts and whispers,
Junki’s got a story for ya!

Step right up, folks!

Here come five br

summer






Sujiko Shoyu - Salmon Roe Marinated in Soy Sauce
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Professor Junki

No.5 of Eiwa — never skips his sujiko
musubi (rice ball with salmon roe). Rice
painted red, salt biting like sea wind. One
chomp and sleep’s gone. It ain't just
breakfast — it's fuel for the icy-hot grind.
Before the city wakes, the market hums,
and even a grain of saltis treasure.

Through the steam
and cl r

strides Professor Junki, clasping his
musubi like a morning vow. Professor
Junki (solemnly): “Salt, Sir, is the herald of
labor. One bite, and the limbs obey.”
Onlooker: “A single mouthful to summon
the day? That's no snack - it's a bell of
awakening?!”







Kisu - Japanese Whiting, the Clear Taste of Edo Ba







Maguro - Tuna, the Voice of the Edomae Master
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Professor Junki
doesn’t holler

yet the crates still fly like lightning. “Don’t
just look — listen,” he says, eyes sharp as
hooks. Some fish shout, others whisper,
each tone a test of truth. He moves the
boxes in rhythm, a silent drummer of Edo’s
dawn. In this hush, wit hides between
breaths and trust fills the air.

Leadership lies notin
noise

but in rhythm, trust, and timing. Professor
Junki (polishing a fillet): “Each cut must
listen before it speaks.” Onlooker: “You
command with no shout?” Professor Junki
(tapping scales): “Some fish yell, some
whisper — but only truth-tellers earn a seat
in my box.”







Iwashi - Sardine, the Humble Silver of the People







e P ——

o

’4."...:. ..a_







=
%
=
~F
)
S
2
2
=
3
=)
o
=
k23
7T
2,

B
S
=%
O

L 1))

D>

)Y

D3
&
L
Py

I
=

e

E

Y.

-’c

NIFT INVER TR WETS YRR W
AR OSSN DRI & AR

HOEAINAANE RIS ST
(AP ¥ OBBROVEH®A
SN I YRTTERNIEAAC K
ISP BT (AN

FEIPMEONBARTE WoS(1AOE
S00%A_IENNASEY FT5 AT

RDFESANGRBE SO NT
ACBY SN s SN O O

Breath turns to smoke

that dances in the freezer’s fog. It swirls
around Professor Junki, whose hands
move slow but sure, frost clinging like
loyalty. “The cold teaches time,” he says,
stacking faith on ice. Every crate hums
with distance — nation, name, and promise
inside. Even cold sweat carries flavor when
work becomes ritual.

Move with purpose or

freeze in vain — such is the creed of
Professor Junki, walking light in the realm
where breath turns visible. Onlooker:
“Each box marked to a name... "Professor
Junki: “Each is a promise - fish kept onice,
trust intact.”







Kinmedai - Splendid Alfonsino, a Deep Red Shine
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Seasonal bukkake assort
— tempura toppings of
horse mackerel, shrimp,
shaved kombu (kelp),
okra, and egg. Edoon a
tray — with a boost of salt
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A box is canvas

— in Professor Junki’s hands, brush and
twine become tools of grace. Foam
white makes fish colors leap, each hue
alive in its chill. Deadlines press hard,
yet style never cracks under speed. One
knot tied, and the market glows like a
painted scroll — for in Edo’s frame, even
haste bows to beauty.

Shipment or gallery

the question hangs in the air as Professor
Junki binds the string. “When five fish
gather,” he says, “the box becomes a
frame. Each scale, a brushstroke.” Thus
the fish speak through flesh and form
alike — even haste can be elegant.
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assorted fish set — more ways to
taste, more reasons to return.”

That’s Edo flair: variety as joy, flavor
as surprise. Whether star or
sidekick,fish keeps the story rolling.

And here’s the kicker — the power of
“U.” Udon, Unagi (eel), Umeboshi
(pickled plum), Uri (gourd): all beat
summer’s blaze. U isYOU - the diner
- making the bowl your own.




Summer’s heat? Cool it with bukkake
udon (chilled noodles splashed with
sauce). From Toyomi’s floor, Junki's
eye roams — Shinbashi, Ginza, Tsukiji -
where fish strut center stage or slip
aside like sly actors. Today, the stage
is noodles. Not fish by nature, yet
toppings — shrimp, horse mackerel,
kelp — summon the sea into the bowl.

Junki (laughing): “Pick your toppings
and the bowl is yours. Same with an







Uri - Gourd, the Green Scent of Summer
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“Guess lI've gotit!”

Junki grins, as the scale freezes at 5.555.
Knobby wasabi sits proud, its sting sharp
as pride itself. “Don't rage - trust the
scale,” he says. Chance turned chic — that’s
the market’'s breath, the payoff of every
day’s grind.

Honor precision,
not chance

— that is Professor Junki's creed as the
scale settles at 5.555 kilograms. Onlooker:
“Divine!” Professor Junki: “Nay — the scale
speaks, not L.” Thus a root was weighed
not in grams but in grace — the spice of
faith, the sting of style.




Wasabi - Sharp as a Sting, Fresh from the Root, a Spark of Edo Spirit







Five acts done,
folks. The market
still hums, and

the Professor’s
already cooking
the next tale.

Till then — catch ya
at the next stall!
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This book is
designed ina
Japanese “Wahon”
style.

Please flip it over
and read it from
right to left.




Toyosu to Rainbow Bridge - A View toward the New Market







