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m Japanese Lessons
KICA tailors Japanese lessons on your requests. The

class report appears on page 5.

KICA Private/Small Group Lessons
8:0001 21:00 at your convenience
Fees: ¥2,000/hour

O Call KICA Office (TEL 075-751-8958)

The Kyoto City International Community House offers

Japanese Classes for Beginners on Fridays:

First Steps in Japanese
13:0000 15:00 and 18:0007 20:00
Second Steps in Japanese 15:3000 17:30
Fees: [03,000 for 12 weeks
0 Call the Kyoto City International Community House
Information and Programming Section(TEL752-3511)

L ARGl )]

ditf ]

LR TTEL

RN
\ . I“ :
w

gboobooboooo




o0100MmOoboOobOoDo

O00o00o00— 0OO0ooboooooooo
Ooo0@Moooooooo
Jdo0ooooooououoooouon oooooo

gbobooooooogo

alalalals s 0000000000 |00 OO
0ooooooo |0 00O 00000 |0 00O
000000000000 |00 0 O 0oooooo |00 D00
00oooo |0 00O 000000000000000 |0 0 O O
D0000D000000000|0 0 O O 0000000000000000| 00000
00ooO0Dooo0oo0 |0 00O 0D0000000000000|0 0 O O
00oo0oo s D00000000000000000 |0 O O O
0oooooooo |0 00O 0000 |0 00O
0oOoooo0oooo s 0000 |00 OO
oooooo |00 D00 0000000000 |02 609980000
oooooOo |0 00O ooooooo |00 OO
00oo0oo |0 00O

00ooooooon |0 00O

00oO00Dooooo0 |0 00O

0000000 EEEIE 0000000000000000000000

oobooooooo
gbobooooooooocobooOooOobooonbo
goooboooooooobooooooooon

0o0oooooo |00000 00000000000
0oooo |0 000 0000000000000000000000
000000 |00 0O ooooo
000000 |0 000
000000 |00 D00
—oooo0o FEEE 000000000000000000015-90
00000000060 30080 30p.m.
noooooon jbooo 000000000000 50000
gooooooog |0 OO0 00000000 030,0000
00oo0oo0ooo |00 D00 0000 030,0000
0oooooooog |0 000 00000 25,0000
0oooooo 00000
0o0oooooo |0 000 nooEaeen
00mooooooo
00ooooooo |0 00D
00000000000 |00 00
0000000000000 |gggg X' eA™




s J0000—-00000000

gooooooooooooooboooooooooo
gboboobooboooobboobooboooooobog
ooooo

Jdeoooooooooooobooooooooboobo
oboooobooobooooooooomoocoooooog
gboooboooboooobbooboobooooboooboo
ooooooovoooooooooOoOoooooobooo
gboooboooboooobbooboobooooooboo
oobooOooomoooocooobooooOooooooo
gboooboooboooobboobooobooooboooboo
ooboooooooooooooomoboooobooooo
goooore200ooooobooooooooDobono
oooooooocooooooooboOoOoOoOooobooo
gbooobooobobooobobooboobooobooobog
ooooooooooooooooobooOoooooooboo
gbooobooobobooobobooboobooobooobog
oooooooooooooooobooooooo

lpowoooooooobogobooobooooooog
ooooooooooooooooboooooooobooo
gbooobooobobooobbooboooboooboooboo
ooooooooooooooooooooooobooo
gboooboooboooobooboobooooboooboog
ooooooboooboooboooooobooboobooomoo
gboooboooboooobooboobooooboooboog
gbbooboobooooboboobooboooboooboa
ooooooooooooooooboooooooooo
gbbooboobooooboboobooboooboooboa
ooooooooooooooooboooooooooo
gbobooboooboooooogo

Ms Salova talks about Czech Christmas.

m KICA Seminar

Prof. Tucker talks about “chusin gishi”.

Dr. John Tucker, the first lecturer for 00 KICA Seminar
on May 16, spoke about the Tokugawa Confucian debate
over chushin gishi. The Tokugawa Shogunate had entered
the politically stable period in the mid-17" century, and
Confucianism fairly flourished. Early-Tokugawa discourse,
especially flavored by Neo-Confucian writings such as
Xingli ziyi by Chen Beixi, understood chisin gishi to signify
a kind of loyal and righteous self-sacrifice, which warranted
apotheosis. The debate about the 1702 vendetta was, in
part, a religious one over the posthumous status of Ako
Ronin. The Tokugawa Confucians denied that they were
worthy of such apotheosis, with the fear that worship of
them might have provided the beginnings of a cult of
martyrs around which Bakufu opponents might rally.

Dr.Tucker concluded that the Ronin were eventually
worshiped as exemplars of a kind of self-sacrificing
loyalism, while the Tokugawa Confucian debate came to be
lost over time.

Ms. Dita Salova, a graduate of Charles University in the
Czech Republic, introduced her country and Czech
Christmas in Japanese at the Seminar on November 18.
Seven years have passed since the splitting of
Czechoslovakia and now it seems that children on both
sides have a hard time to communicate in Czech and
Slovak with each other. The environment around women
has also changed because of the collapse of socialism. Sex

discrimination and the rise of children’s age for entering
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nursery schools have prevented women from equal
opportunity in employment. During the tremendous
historical change, it is only Christmas that people share a
traditional celebration. People enjoy a special dinner of
deep-fried carp and potato salad. Czech children are sure to
go to church with their families, looking forward to seeing
the ornamented manger, which is made in commemoration
of Jesus Christ’s birth, and will continue in the future, too.
On December 9, we invited Ms. Saltanat Ibrien who had
just finished her master thesis on similarities of uses of
particles in Japanese and modern Uighur languages. She
has been active in introducing her culture to the Japanese
public since she came here five years ago besides doing

research, giving birth to her son and raising him.

Ms. Ibrien talks about her hopes.

Earlier in her stay, she felt a little envious of the highly
technological conveniences in Japanese daily life, but she
often thought of her own people and their simple lives with
nice and warm memories. She concluded her talk with her
hopes to continue bridging the two cultures.

On December 17, Ms. Lizvangul and Mr. Nazirov, from
Kansai Center of the Japan Foundation, Ms. Beguvaeva and
Mr. Maglufov from Kyoto University gave talks on their
home country, Uzbekistan and showed us interesting slides
through which we were able to learn their rich historical
inheritances and traditions.

On seeing their enthusiasm in studying Japanese and
exchanging ideas with the Japanese, we reflected and
wondered if we were as interested in their culture as they

were in ours.
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Shigeru Doi with his students
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B KICA Private/ Small Group Japanese Language Lessons

People who have studied Japanese in our program since
1995 have different backgrounds, mother tongues, levels of
Japanese skill, and purposes for studying; “for daily life”,
“for mastering the proper way of saying though not feeling
inconvenience in communication in Japanese”, “preparation
for entrance examination of graduate school”, “preparation
for the certification examination in Japanese”, “urgent
needs for work or research”, and so on. Our curriculum,
schedule, and classroom are set flexibly for each student’s
needs. We had nearly 30 students last year and most of
them studied in person-to-person lessons. The following is
the class report by Mr. Shigeru Doi, who participated in
the classes “Teaching Japanese as a Foreign Language “ in
the academic year 1998 and now teaches Japanese as a

volunteer staff member.

—Going off the Rails is also Exciting—
Shigeru Doi

With the increasing opportunities of meeting with the
visitors from abroad, I was getting uneasy about my
shallow knowledge of Japanese. That is why I started
taking the classes of “Teaching Japanese as a Foreign
Language” organized by KICA. I was close to 70 years old
then. Now I am a volunteer teacher, having the pleasure of
learning together with the foreign students and their
families in the private lessons.

I often find similarities between them and us in the
classes. Therefore communication is, I think, a top priority
over the acquisition of Japanese language for the purpose of
bridging the gap caused by the involved cultural
differences.

These days many of my students are housewives, I teach
things beyond the text in a relaxing atmosphere like a chat
party. On rainy days I introduce Kanji with ukanmuri and
onomatopoeia. For small talk, I bring beans for Sefsubun

and sakuramochi for Girls’ Festival as visual aids. City
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The joy of making jiao zi
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maps and route maps of busses are also used as
supplementary texts. I explain about the local customs and
traditional events, particularly preserved here in Kyoto at
particular times. All the students are so enthusiastic in
learning about Japan that I find satisfaction in teaching
them. Now I have a dream of playing cards of one hundred
famous Japanese poems, Hyakunin-isshu, together with my

students at a New Year’s party someday in the future.

KICA tailors Japanese lessons on your request. Call the

office and make an appointment for interview.

KICA Program for Foreign Students and Families

Our program “The Joy of Cooking with Students from
Abroad” invited a wide variety of people from many
different areas including Ms. Wong, Ms. Xa, and Ms. Chang
from China who demonstrated their exquisite arts of
making jiao zi, and Prof. Signe Kijelstrup from Norwegian
University of Science and Technology who with her
husband, Prof. Dick Bedeaux from Leiden Institute of
Chemistry introduced buttered fillets of cod, cauliflower
soup together with fruit-salad on which she added a special
comment that this was “her child-day feast”.

Ms’s Wong, Lee, Park, and Hong are wives of young and
promising researchers from Korea who taught us how to
fix their famous ethnic pancake, “chijimi”, and kimchee-
drink.

Mongolian meatballs tasted nice and warm after being
simmered in a pot of milk tea just like the wonderful smile
of Ms. Altantzeg who introduced the recipe to us. We
thank the Museum of Kansai Denryoku Company for their
kind cooperation.

One of our staff members invited friends from abroad to
her home and cooked a typical early summer Kyoto meal.
Participants all enjoyed the Japanese ingredients and how
to prepare them as well as her collection of tableware and

art of table setting.
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at Tkebana International Meeting

Italian students at “fusumagami” studio

We organized guided tours to two studios of Kyoto’s
traditional arts. We were able to enjoy the beauty of
“Fusumagami”, paper for sliding door hand-made in “Kara-

”

cho” only because the family had passed down the
hundreds of wood blocks and the skill of printing since the
Edo Era. Accomplished sculptor, Mr. Koukei Eri kindly
showed us the inner structure of images of Buddha in his
studio “Heian Bussho”, and his wife, Sayoko-san, showed
us contemporary works of hers using the traditional skill of

shredded gold leaf, or “Kirigane.”

Mr. Eri shows his works.

Our friends from abroad were invited to Sagano
Prefectural High School several times and introduced their
own cultures to the young students. Our group of
Japanese language teachers also enjoyed meeting the
students of Japanese from Recce University, Italy.

We are very grateful to Dr. Soshitu Sen for his generous

support of this program.
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Each guest enjoyed a bowl of tea offered by Midorikai.

International Tea Gathering

International Tea Gathering (jointly sponsored by
Chanoyu Cultural Foundation and supported by the
Urasenke Foundation) was held on October 21 with an
attendance of some 350. Main guests who attended the
opening ceremony received greetings from Yasunori
Nishijima (President of KICA) and Masakazu Izumi
(Chairman, Board of Director of Chanoyu Cultural
Foundation) after entering the banquet room with a very
heart-warming welcome from Sen Soshitsu (Grand Tea
Master of Urasenke School, Chairman, Board of Directors
of KICA). Each guest enjoyed a bowl of tea offered by
Midorikai, the group of non-Japanese students who study
Chado, the Way of Tea, at Urasenke. And the guests
appreciated the beautiful autumn scenery that was also
found in the seasonably arranged lunch by Shimogamo-

Saryo. There was a harmony among the people who

enjoyed the luxurious afternoon.

Prize winners and judges at the party held after the contest



Just write it! - our essay contest

Our essay contest has three groups of very active
“participants”. They are the contestants, the organizers,
and the judges. We have a format that allows and
encourages intimate interaction among all three parties
involved, and that is the secret behind our success.

While the contest is the culmination of a concerted effort
by all participants, the volunteer organizers contribute by
far the most. Considering that this contest is being run by
a handful of hard-working female volunteers, the
organization and the attention given to detail are truly
impressive. I would like to take this opportunity to express
my great admiration and heart-felt appreciation for their
devotion.

A successful contest requires a solid main theme, and this
one is no exception. One can see that a lot of thought went
into our choice “Japanese Culture — My View”. It is
intentionally broad, if not vague, in order to encourage
people with diverse backgrounds and experiences to apply.
Making personal experience the focal point of the essay
helps writers to freely express their views on Japanese
culture in their own words. The key here is “my view”.

Among the finalists this year were a young Japanese
American woman who was studying Puppet Theater, an
Irish professor of literature, an IT manager from
Switzerland, and a student from China. It is because of the
prudent choice of the main theme that we are always
blessed with participants with such diversity.

I mentioned above that judges are also active participants
of the contest. Indeed, they do much more than just
reading essays and presenting awards.

After the preliminary selection, the finalists were brought
to Kyoto for a presentation. It was only after this process
was completed that the winner was chosen. The judges
were given an opportunity to ask writers questions face to
face. I took full advantage of this and tried to make it a
discourse rather than a simple questions and answers. The
writers responded to this with very clear and intriguing
comments. The exchanges were casual but informative.

Masayasu AOTANI

This process greatly enhanced my understanding of the
essays. | don’t know how else I could have picked the
winner with conviction. Every finalist had submitted an
excellent essay full of personal experiences and cultural
analyses.

After the ceremony, was the dinner, which gave us another
opportunity to talk to the participants. Greek philosophers
were quite right when they said that the best way to get to
know one another is to eat and drink together. It was made
particularly attractive by the presence of the organizers and
the judges in addition to the finalists. This friendly
gathering was very symbolic of the kind of charm this
contest offers.

I don’t know how many of the organizers are actually
mothers, but their motherly love shines in everything they
do. Their warm hospitality and dedication to helping other
participants make this feel like a big family reunion. I hope
that this contest will continue to attract highly qualified
participants with even more diverse backgrounds in the
future and maintain its great family atmosphere.
Organizers, contestants, and judges all made it a
memorable experience for me this year. I personally assure
you that similarly great experiences will await all future
participants of this contest.

Our hope is that, by writing essays, the contestants will
get a chance to reflect on both their own cultures and that
of Japan and to realize the value of their multicultural
experience. This contest will be a smashing success if we
somehow manage to help each contestant with even the
first step in that direction.

I would like to close with a friendly advice for prospective
contestants. What I want to see in your essays are
significant personal cultural experiences, your interpretation
of those experiences, clear descriptions and explanations,
and enthusiasm. That is it. Simple. Right? Right. Good luck
to you all!

Thank you for reading. See you there this year.
(Associate Professor, Kyoto University)



Reflections of a Moonface

PARTI:

“This child saw Japan with the eyes of a foreigner and
was always discovering something new, such as a
particular shade of green or blue and the blossoms of
cherry or peach. On the other hand, her grandchild
was not really a foreigner. She was a Japanese who

has no links to her Japanese heritage.” (1)

Ariyoshi Sawako’s novel, The River Ki, follows the lives of
three women of the Matani family, Hana, Fumio and Hanako,
through the historic transitions that World War II brought to
Japan. Hanako, Fumio’s daughter and Hana’s granddaughter,
grows up in the years right before the War and because of her
father’s job as a banker, she receives her primary education
outside of Japan. When she visits, it is to accompany her
mother, who is going to have another child and wants to give
birth in her own country. Hanako develops a romantic
passion for Japanese traditional culture and spirit. Hana,
quoted above, marvels at what a different experience her

granddaughter has had growing up abroad.

My parents used to make a joke that “Aya is Japanese until
she opens her mouth.” I am a first generation American born
with full Japanese blood. Although I grew up in New York
City, I did visit Japan as a child and young adult on various
occasions to see family members. During those visits and in
my New York home, the Japanese language did find a place in
my brain although my formal training slowly went from not
rigorous to nonexistent. In my grade school days the last

thing I was interested in was studying Japanese when I came

10

4',

home from school, swimming practice or dance class. I had

Aya Kanai

no way of understanding at that time why such a thing would
be useful and after a few years, recognizing my disinterest,
my parents did not force me into dedication to those studies.
Therefore, my level of Japanese language skills remained in
child-like stages: limited phrases and vocabulary, no
knowledge of writing, reading or kei-go, but decent
comprehension of conversation. I could usually understand
the general idea of what people were talking about but always
had a problem with expressing my thoughts. I just didn’t

have the words.

Born and raised in America, I did not have other American
Japanese friends but it never felt awkward to me. It was only
in my pre-teen years that [ was teased for my Asian features;
some gems that come to mind are “pushed-in face” or, my
favorite, “moon face.” But once I got past that phase of youth,
where even a small birth mark would make a girl feel like she
came from another planet, I did not feel that my being
Japanese was necessarily an impediment to my perceptions of
myself or others perceptions of me. We used to make
sarcastic remarks when a Caucasian and African-American
friends and I were together, that we looked like a Benneton
advertisement, the multicultural poster children. But at the
same time, I would say that I have experienced more covert
forms of prejudice, because of the extent to which Asian
women are made objects of desire in American popular
culture. The mystique of exoticism that would disallow an
Asian woman to be seen as a full human and rather some sort
of a “secret from the east.” These are two somewhat

contradictory sides of the same experience. There is a way



that something can so profoundly effect every moment of your
experience that it can be ignored if one chooses. My Japanese
identity can at times be everywhere and nowhere. I believe
that it was resolved, for me, by choosing not to address or
resolve it. At that time it was not interesting to me to grapple
with such issues and I put it aside in the same way that I put
aside learning Japanese as a child, tossed into a mental folder

marked, “to be dealt with later.”

It was not until college that I started to think about and
become frustrated with the fact that I had so little knowledge
of Japanese language and history. The issue of “looking
Japanese until I opened my mouth” became more of a
concern. I took a Japanese language course my first
semester, but I breezed through it on my previous knowledge
and realized that the teaching style of learning Japanese in the
American college setting was inappropriate for me, someone
whose original learning of the language was of a more organic
nature. It was again put aside. By the end of my college
career | did have an “East Asian Studies” Minor to throw on
top of my other Majors but that was largely because of my
shift in that department to studying Japanese history.
Although I only have a couple of months of distance and
perspective from my college experience now, I realize that,
without fully recognizing it at the time, I was searching and
continue to search for a mirror for the many ways I see
myself. In studying Japanese history, I have a feeling of
responsibility towards events, people and places. This is the
background that I am supposed to know. In my often
voracious reading of modern Japanese literature I am looking
for the place where an author has previously described my
experience. This comes in many different forms; searching
for a character that resembles me, for chunks of information
that offer me insight, or even for a minor trait that I might see

in myself.

I often feel like I am role-playing. Books such as The

Makioka Sisters, A Personal Matter, or The Wind-Up Bird

11

Chronicle, offer the perfect opportunity to try on, in my mind,
the roles of the female characters I read about. But none fit
right. Similarly, when I meet Japanese women I am always
curious about what they value and why. I wonder the
questions; “If I had been raised in Japan, would I have been
like you? How are my ideas about the world different from
yours?” All these pursuits and inquiries come from the same
place within me; Japanese culture and heritage is written all
over my body, but in what way has it effected how I look at
my life and the choices that I make? I feel the presence of
multiple possibilities and multiple persons that could be
within me. There are so many different directions my life
could have gone in the past and therefore could go in the
future.

In Japan I feel there are moments when I am changed on
the inside. I am in situations that rarely occur when I am in
America and therefore make me feel, to some degree, like a
different person. Two specific ways I often feel altered would
be the heightened sensitivity to ancestry and a more distinct

awareness of my womanhood.

First, with regards to the feeling of lineage, when I come to
Japan, I am nearly smacked in the face with the reality of my
family history through the quantity of people with whom I
share blood. Such a feeling is in no way a part of my
existence as an American citizen because the only other blood
relative that I have in America outside of the immediate is
one uncle. So to come to Japan is a shock that I am never
quite prepared for. My American experience is often one of
floating amidst the numerous possibilities of selves. Coming
to Japan shakes the ground on which I stand, because it
reminds me of how far back my family goes. It also makes me
wonder in what ways it would have effected my past choices
living with that knowledge as a daily reality. Perhaps if I had
grown up in Japan, [ would feel more of an inclination to follow
a path that the older women of my extended family have. I

feel a responsibility towards those family members; some



friends might drift in then out of one’s life, but family doesn’t
go away. As basic of an idea as that is, this is something that

is only made real to me when I am in Japan.

Secondly, in Japan, I have a different experience of my
womanhood. My lifestyle in America is one where gender
roles are more ambiguous than they seem to be amongst the
Japanese women and men that I have met. Consequently I
feel a simultaneous desire to be more “lady-like” and to
overly demonstrate how unlike a Japanese “lady” I am. The
push and pull between these two feelings has much to do with
the fact that I am taller than most Japanese women. I am tall
even by American standards and my body has a larger frame
than Japanese women do. When I walk on the streets of
Japan, many women seem so narrow and delicate that they
are almost transparent. It is as if a light push would send
them toppling over, like mannequins in the window of a
department store. So in a way the differences and
contradictions that lie within me are also written on my body.
Additionally, my body language has not been trained in the
manner of many Japanese women who might, for example,
cover their mouth with a handkerchief when they laugh. I
didn’t even own a handkerchief until recently and only use it
to wipe the sweat off my forehead in the heat of an Osaka
summer. But as I stated, the balance shifts between
adherence and assertion even though my version of
adherence would probably pale when compared to the popular
Japanese standard of womanhood in polite society. The
unavoidable observance of such women on a daily basis can
cause involuntary shifts in the ways I act. Although I know
that there is no chance that I will ever look or act like one of
them, I cannot help myself from observing their behaviors and
trying them on in my imagination. The people I see on the
street and the characters in Japanese novels are
undifferentiated, like paper dolls in my mind, because neither
are people that I will ever know. So they dance before my
mind’s eye as I think of where I fit in amongst all these bits

and pieces of mannerisms and dispositions that I have stored
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in my brain from my observations of and participation in

Japanese and American society.

The best analogy I have found to describe the experience of
all the selves that play in my mind is that of putting on a
kimono. It makes tangible the feeling that usually remains
inside me. In my adult life, the first time that I wore a kimono
was for the seijinshiki. I was not able to do it in precisely the
correct manner on January 15" of the year I turned twenty
because of the academic schedule of my American College.
But I did do it during the summer of my twentieth year. I
knew that it would make my grandparents, who live in Tokyo,
very happy and I too was excited about the ceremony
however belated. I wore the kimono that my grandmother on
my mother’s side was photographed in when she was my age.
It was worn as one of the numerous oiro naoshi changes for
her wedding ceremony. Putting on the kimono with the aid of
the two professional dressers was one of the most memorable
experiences of my life. Layer upon layer from the primary
plain white cotton undergarments, to the binding of my chest,
to the layering of towels to build up my chest, to the more
ornamented undergarments, and to the heavy silk decorated
kimono, the process took almost an hour and a half. During
the time, I watched in the mirror as [ was pushed and pulled
in various directions. The reflection was not the person whom
I normally looked at in the mirror. It was certainly not the
college student that dove out of bed to run to class without
brushing her hair. It was a dressing process where the ways I
felt and acted were changed forcefully. I was literally
restricted from such common actions as taking long strides or
slouching while seated. I felt permanently posed. But I do
not mean to imply that these were feelings that I disliked at
that moment. In fact, I loved the experience. I treasured
wearing a work of art. And there are not too many times in
one’s life when one can feel literally encased in a symbol of a
past they never knew. But most of all, I enjoyed feeling,
looking and acting like a stranger to myself. It felt appropriate

because the role-playing, that I often feel privately, was



brought to the surface as a physical reality: something that
can be turned on and off like a kimono can be put on and taken
off.

Having a familiarity with two vastly different cultures has
allowed me to see how strongly influenced we are by who and
what surrounds us. It seeps into body language and
mentality. Perhaps this could also be called “shape shifting,”
an expression in English which usually has negative
connotations. But I think it is unavoidable at least to be aware
of the different faces, by that I mean different roles that exist
for any person. The amount of faces increases exponentially
when one has been exposed to two cultures from a young age
and I begin to wonder if there is an authentic me underneath
all the cultural influences. The choices are vast as they
stretch across oceans and nations. But here I will contradict
myself again because I have a feeling of belonging in both
Japan and America and at the same time in neither, even
though my Japanese language skills have improved
tremendously. To chose one can sometimes be seen as to
negate or devalue the other. I wonder what I should be
looking for to solve the questions that revolve in my mind. I
have the appropriate face to put on top of a furisode, but what
of the mind inside that is fascinated by beginning to study
shodo and kei-go, the mind that did not learn how to write her
name in kanji until just this year. My education, formal and
informal, often contradicts Japanese values, but there is a
place inside me that does want to know where my past, which
is written on my body, meets the directions I will choose in
the future. I am at a point in my life where I am trying to
expand my world as much as possible. Even knowing that
doing so causes one to ask more questions, as [ am doing
now. I am trying to make my world as big as I can, looking

behind and ahead. Trying to find all my faces.

The character in literature that I feel closest to would be
Matani Hanako of Ariyoshi Sawako’s The River Ki. Hanako’s

complicated relationship to her past as a result of growing up
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between cultures is assuaged by her memories of visiting her
grandmother in Wakayama City. Hanako’s confusion gives
way to greater stability because she is able to maintain a
balanced relationship between the tradition that she searches
after, the part of herself that she resurrects from within, and
the future that she will create. Hanako recognizes and
respects her heritage but at the same time is looking towards
the future. Knowing she has the women’s lineage of the
Matani family as a foundation, she can understand better her
place within ‘the modern lifestyle.” Ariyoshi reveals in

Hanako’s letter to Hana:

“According to T.S. Eliot, tradition negates all that
preceded it and will be negated by all that follows. And
yet I feel I know what that means when I think of the
bond between you and me. The ‘family’ has flowed
from you to Mother and from Mother to me...however
difficult the present may be for me, I must live for
tomorrow. Now I know why I feel nostalgic for
Wakayama, I could not have made this discovery or
experienced this peace of mind or happiness if I had

never been close to you.” (2)

PART II:

These days, as I live in Japan, I feel increasingly more like a
participant, not an observer of daily life here. I feel some of
the ideas I expressed in Part I are changing. The Japanese
author, Murakami Haruki, called Tokyo, “fathomlessly
huge,”(3) which is a sentiment I have been having for the past
months. It is difficult to believe that such varying landscapes
and a population of over 28 million could all fall under the
name Tokyo. Through learning about the different areas and
living on my own in Tokyo for the first time, I feel people are
no longer the flat cardboard cutouts that they were when I
was a mere visitor. The seemingly heartless crowds and

rushed atmosphere of train stations still make me feel as if I



live in a toy world or an ant farm. However as I live in Japan
longer, people have become the animated complex humans
that we all are. In this “fathomlessly huge” city I have met
Japanese women and men that have defied my preconceived
notions of the country and the people. As a part of my
present fellowship research in puppet theater, I have been
working at a Tokyo marionette company. Through getting to
know the members of the family-run company I have learned
that this huge city holds individuals and I cannot anymore
think of them as the paper dolls I used to see in train stations,
or characters in novels. My vision of Japan has gone from flat

to round and I am thankful for it.

Recently the marionette company was performing at the
Edo-Tokyo Hakubutsukan, a historical museum of the Edo
period. The establishment surely tries to capture the feeling
of the period in Japanese history. However, I have no idea
whether this particular venue achieves its goal because I did
not step foot in the museum. I spent my day at the Edo-
Tokyo Hakubutsukan running about in the basement
passageways that surround the performance space and
helping make the puppet stage for the evening’s performance.
I don’t regret missing out on the museum. I can leave that for
another time. I am studying in such a unique Japanese
company and I would gladly take hours of working there over
a museum exhibition any day. Everyday I learn more about
the tremendously complex inner mechanisms of this Japanese
theater company that was established in 1635. These are

precious lessons in Japanese culture.

My position as an American-Japanese visitor to the
marionette company can be described in an experience I had
on my third day. An American puppeteer came to visit a
rehearsal and I was assigned the task of translator, a
laughable position for someone of my level of Japanese.
However, it was interesting to have the presence of another
American to show me how different I could be when I was

with the Japanese. I felt such conflicting loyalties. On the

14

one hand, I was responsible for representing the company to
the American visitor and in relative terms a part of it but on
the other hand, I could relate better to the American. I was
trying to act as “Japanese” as I could by humbling anything I
said with respect to myself while sitting with my legs tucked
neatly underneath me. But I felt as clueless as he surely did.
Yet I was in a position where I was expected to understand
how to conduct myself. In that event, I was dealing with two
languages, multiple loyalties, plus different cultural codes for
speech and body language all at the same time. Similar to how
I described wearing a formal furisode kimono as “being
encased in a symbol of a past I never knew,” during my brief
experience as a translator I felt [ was representing something
externally that I didn’t myself quite understand. Even

without the kimono 1 often feel bound by what it symbolizes.

In Ariyoshi Sawako’s novel, The River Ki, the reality that
Hanako, the youngest character, lives in is one of another
country but she also searches after Japanese culture,
traditional and modern, the part of herself that she chooses to
resurrect and strengthen from within. Like Matani Hanako, I
am happy to have this search, as I learn more about Japanese
culture and find new ways of thinking about the past and the
future. In a recent conversation with an Argentine-American
friend who shares similar sentiments on the issues of
bicultural heritage, she stated “In a way I feel the search itself
is guiding me.” I couldn’t agree more. I am growing and
changing within this search, which makes a conclusion seem

beside the point.

Footnotes:

1 Ariyoshi, Sawako. The River Ki (New York: Kodansha
America Inc., 1981) p. 183.

2 Ibid. p. 222.

3 Murakami, Haruki. The Elephant Vanishes. (New York:
Vintage Books., 1993) p.232.



A Summer Night’s Matsuri

It sprang to my mind that Japan is at its most Japanese in
summer when humidity lies heavy on my chest like a
suffocating cushion. The air is oppressive, saturated from
heat and moisture, so much that one feels that an elusive haze
lies between ones eyes and things watched. In this haze the
souls of olden days, ghosts of the past come back to life and
sojourn to important places of their lives. The cutting noise
of the semi penetrates the ears as it swells and then ceases.
Their perpetual noise is an integral part of Japan’s summer
heat and humidity. Maybe the cicada is the medium that
allows the dead to return; year after year through eternal
times Japanese. They implore the spirits of the dead from
unknown faraway places to join with the living who remember
them through praying in shrines and temples, and at home.
Summer is the time of the year when most festivals take
place in Japan during sweltering heat and the festival of obon,

the returning of the dead, is near.

When dusk settles and night conquers the souls as they
dance, they will then gather and frolic and glide between
yukata clad young ladies. The spirits of the dead impregnate
the moist air with reminiscences that even I, a foreigner, can
sense. Maybe for this reason obon happens during August,
Japan’s hottest month because already now in July cicadas
start calling the dead and the atmosphere has the right
physical composition to host them. Probably for this reason
so many matsuri take place in July, baiting with gaiety the
passed souls to return and visit, to re-unite with their families
during obon before parting again. Festivals in Japan are
always of religious origin, however condensed the religious

moment might be. All of the above might be the reason that
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summer’s matsuris leave the impression of an eternal Japan,
of things Japanese — everlasting for also the Japanese
themselves. I feel like under a magic spell when visiting a

summer matsuri for I can see old Japan alive.

Whilst visiting Kyoto’s Yasaka Jinja at night during this
year’s Gion festival, I would wish to be a ghost myself:
restless and invisible. I would frequent the shrine’s old
vicinity, with its merry festival under the old trees along the
chiselled path towards the jinja. The path is lined with food
and entertainment stalls, visited by many Japanese old and
young. The evening emanates timelessness. I would wish to
only be voyeur, devouring my surroundings while tenderly
caressing the texture of the past, which I sense in this lively
place. I never want to leave, I am enchanted by Japan’s
atmosphere on a summer night’s matsuri. Here they are
within the shrine’s precinct, the souls of the past. They
confuse me. I can perceive them and absorb all their ambient
tenderness through their lofty presence. It occurs to me that
this is the very place, and the nights that the spirits of those
who wrote so eternally about Japan, and who lived so much
for the past, gathered. They talk through the leaves, they
move on the wind and call on the shrill of cicadas. They move
in shadows of foodstalls and people. They mingle with human
beings, overhearing talk and watching scenes similar to those,
they ones created in their novels. They kill their time by
becoming onlookers of what they once lived themselves, of
what they wrote and confronted us with. They are the spirits
of the poets. It might well be them who soak my T-shirt with
sweat, which have my hungry eyes consuming the timeless,

everlasting effervescence of a summer festival’s night. The



souls of those dead writers.

Japan, I see anew at its most Japanese in summer when semi
drill through the hot and sticky air. I am held prisoner. I can’t
leave anymore. I sense the dead poets. They have returned.
I watch across the path the small stand where one can throw
for three hundred Yen old metal rings over targets of modern
kitsch. It seems to me that Kawabata would enjoy the
unfolding scene as part of an unwritten novel. A geisha in
simple white yukata, with blue pattern and a contrasting
elegant saffron-yellow obi tries her luck. Her danna stands a
bit aside. He is full of pride. His eyes are hidden behind a
camera lens which only focus is she. The geisha elegantly
plays with the old metal rings in her hands, moves them
between long fingers like a rosary. Then at leisurely intervals
she throws the rings clumsily, yet graceful without really
wanting to hit the target. In fact, the target is her companion,
and he innocently takes the bait. He confidently takes off his
eggshell coloured jacket and plays the iron rings himself to
impress with his manly skills — although with no more
success — yet still a hero. He trapped himself in the thin web
of her admiration and the self-adorning belief in his own
vigour. The geisha’s beautiful hair is perfectly coiffured. All
of a sudden she develops an expression of irritation, and a
faint look of surprise is reflected for a brief moment in her
widening eyes. A thin lock of her black hair has escaped the
tight hold of the coiffure and has fallen from her right temple,
flirting with her cheek. The slight disorder makes her look
girlish, and with a childlike movement of her hand she
tentatively fixes the lock whilst quickly casting a look at her
companion. [s it possible that Kawabata’s soul touched her,
as his spirit watches over the two? He perhaps would have
thought how to build the scene in one of his novels. At one
point, if in a story, Kawabata would have left his readers
behind, as the geisha and her companion left me when they
walked away. Likewise Kawabata would have abandoned his
heroes and his readers on the scene without any other answer

than that of life; genuine life. Kawabata would force his
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readers to think of what could have happened to the
protagonists after one had lost their sight. The geisha and her
companion left me imagining my own story of them. Left me
deciding - if I would have had the courage — their faith. As
may be, Kawabata never found the courage to state all the
motives of his characters and thereby judge them. More
likely he never wanted. More likely he was too wise to do so.
Maybe for that reason he quit life and its beauty, as there is
no answer to life, like there were no answers for the
responsibilities of the heroes in his novels. They lived an
invented life which, I as a reader, would not dare to judge.
His characters are too human, too close to who I am.
Kawabata escaped like one of his heroes for having the reader

not daring to ask why.

I, the infinite anachronism, move so familiarly between
gushing steam from yaki soba drenched in soy sauce and
colour patches from yukatas without touching anything or
anybody. I am often very close to people but, like a miracle,
without any contact — as if I couldn’t be seen, as if I would be
one of these ghosts I can sense. Japanese people seem to
have this natural skill, more than other nationalities, of
keeping ones body away from others — even in the biggest
crowd. People seem to falter without changing their posture
and pass amid human obstacles. Yet, if I would bump into
someone by accident, I would almost be thrown aside by the
way Japanese move with their balance and weight located in
the hip and not the chest. Japanese are more bound to earth
than Westerners. - Whilst thinking of other people’s centre of

gravity, a young woman’s face floats by.

Afterwards I only remember her face rising from a colourful,
bright summer yukata. I have forgotten the colour, but it
appeared buoyant and delicate, thereby emphasising the white

texture of the woman’s skin in contrast to her jet-black hair.

The collar of her yukata underlines her face like a subtle

frame. Her shiny hair is tightly combed back so that it



glistens like a crow’s wing. Whilst passing, our eyes meet for
a short moment. Her eyes are wide open and gleaming as
they reflect the light of the night like in a mirror, or off the
surface of a pond. I meet these eyes for only a fraction of a
second, yet she recognises me. Interest. Her recognition
lasts an instant and something from deep inside shimmers
through this polished surface of her dark eyes. Her gaze
leaves a mark in my memory — a fleeting moment of both
comprehension and oblivion. Once in a while I can encounter
such looks, and I always wonder if it means curiosity for a
foreigner. The locking of eyes, however brief, is a custom not
being perceived well mannered in this country. Vaguely one
of Akutagawa’s short stories comes to my mind: the story of a
man encountering a young girl on the platform of a local train
station on a daily basis, every morning during a certain period
of his life. One day he sees her unexpectedly in the
afternoon. Their eyes meet and he bows unconsciously. If
remember correctly the hero’s name was Yasukichi. Shiny
eyes locked for a brief moment before they split, before they
cast downwards again. An encounter. He is disturbed by his
own behaviour. For him, the brief encounter created a
relationship. Hence it could be likely that only Yasukichi’s
fantasy was preoccupied with the girl whilst she had already
forgotten him. Maybe she had never noticed him consciously;
him a face among thousands. The hero of the story then
nervously awaits the next morning and again, she is on the
platform. They pass, facing each other, looking into each
other’s eyes and Yasukichi feels an urge to indicate a bow.
But nothing happens beyond this short look and his impetus
to bow. His thoughts remain with the girl for some more
time whilst the rattling noise of the train closes the story.
Like in

Akutagawa’s story, I was wondering whether I left a trace of

Maybe like Yasukichi I had an encounter.

my thoughts in that woman’s memory. If this evening’s
matsuri is a meeting point of souls from the past, perhaps
then Akutagawa was standing next to me. He might have
observed us, might have entered our minds and perceived a

scene of his story re-enacted. Akutagawa tells his story from
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a certain distance, an observer rather than somebody being
involved in the life described. What life does is not chance.
Life rehearses. Akutagawa might have made me alert to see
the woman’s gaze, and to teach me the meaning of his
narrative where the rattling noise of a train drowns over the
story’s end and over Yasukichi’s thoughts. Yet, I was not an

observer, I was involved.

Close to the shrine’s main gate gathers a group of youngsters,
laughing and chattering like a noisy crowd of sparrows
assembled in trees before dusk. A new youth — still many in
yukata and geta. However, this group is different to the
others. It tries to stand out by already committing to a new
uniform, a new standard. They are a group, one of many.
They are young people who don’t want to be oppressed, and
pressed into the tight model of social norms. They cry a
silent cry despite their noise, because their rebellion is
already dressed in a uniform. It seems to me that most of
them have already lost the revolution they loudly, yet gently
try to bring to bare. Most are already subdued; are tamed
without knowing. Most will bend and find their place in
society despite the girlish look, shrill colours and gang
behaviour. They gather but without communicating together.
They all use keitais, with “Hello Kitty” thongs and covered
with cute stickers of mini-photographs of themselves with
friends, which replace traditional face-to-face interaction.
Kawaii — cute: the girls most applied and generic word for
anything they consider worth branding as “in”. The word is
hissed in a high-pitched voice, almost timed and preferably in
unison between two or three girls. Cute thus seems to be
what they can control, what is younger and smaller than
themselves, what is another gadget and another flirt with
adolescence. The list of things “kawaii” is open-ended and
ranges from babies to yellow dyed hair, from platform shoes
to the latest i-mode portable phone. The girls use male
language mistakenly thinking it means emancipation and
maturity. Talkative like sparrows, vulgar and loud, I watch

these deeply tanned “Hello Kitty” faces and I cannot help



wondering whether they modelled themselves after icons
from girls’ manga. Makeup is carefully plastered over young
and old age bronzed skin. Eyelids are painted ice blue in line
with the latest fad, which seems to have evolved into a
standard. These youngsters have chosen the place of the
matsuri to enjoy themselves - and exclusively for themselves.
They chose a location where people meet, but not so much
the event itself. They are the event. This group of teenagers
is the contrast to the eternal ambience of the summer
matsuri. They stick out like a portent for how much Japan
could change. They could be the colourful spots on the lid of a
Pandora’s box containing the disaster of a society out of
control. Unless — they falter; unless they yield to the rules of
adult society. What they paint in front of my eyes during this
hot summer night uses opposing colours to what a novelist
like Kafu might have created to describe the same place. The
young use his place of past to exhibit their seemingly modern,
unconventional style. They fight the unruly game with their
youth but I can’t help, after all they still somehow fit. Most
will fit one day anyway, and I think most already lost their
struggle to resist the rules of adulthood. Some however, will
remain on the other side of the rift and will eventually lose
their place in adult society. These might never be yielding

but possibly breaking.

In the group is a girl in bright, Hawaiian patterned yukata,
with the hem just above the knees, this year’s latest attempt
of re-inventing the traditional to something modern. Next to
her and her girl friends stands an equally sized group of young
men. I guess some kind of boy friends, hair coloured, like the
girls in the same hues of ash and yellow. The hair is brushed
into the eyes or standing up erect but short, as if it would be
an attribute of power to simultaneously attract and scare away
those of other tribes. Earrings, pierced lips. Their finery is
the shocking. Then suddenly a brawl erupts. Voices bark in
territorial behaviour. One guy is grabbing his fellow opposite
at the collar of his lose shirt and shakes him, cigarette

between lose lips. The two start to push each other as if an
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invisible mass had slipped between them and inflated into
something dark, triggering violence. The girl with the
shortened yukata giggles, which seems to heighten the
tension. Others try to mediate, but most avoid with laughter
an increasingly violent quarrel. A dark current entered this
timeless place, casting shadows, and shadows are watching: A
bulky middle-aged man is an onlooker close by, his face
expressionless. He absorbs the scene without a sign of
approval or disapproval. He makes me think that maybe too
often only the beautified surface of human beings appears.
Maybe this man with his sturdy face hides another spirit
gaping over his shoulder, as sturdy and as familiar with the
unkempt. Had Nakagami Kenji still been alive, I think he
would understand. Nakagami would have confronted a scene,
he could adopt and further dramatise towards a climax, which
leaves the reader with an uncomfortable feeling of
sympathising with the irrational and often violent side of
human nature. Nakagami might feel sad about the
unnecessary outbreak of the brawl I watch, yet in a novel of
his, the dark side of human nature might erupt as an
elemental part of human life. For him, the dark side of
mankind has its own sentimental beauty; has its own
justification. Like the two belligerent youngsters at the
festival, his protagonists are often reactive in a situation
where others left them. Nakagami would have written a story
of those failing in Japan’s society, of those being on the wrong
side of what Japan is so proud of, the orderly. But still his
heroes would have their own ways of being tender, their
methods of healing wounds. Maybe Nakagami’s spirit, the
presence of somebody who himself was not at ease with
society, might have acquiesced the brawl which eventually

brought those in conflict back to peace; for one more time.

By now I feel hungry. My mouth is completely dry and yet
my T-shirt clutches against my body. I hardly dare to breath.
With my eyes I still absorb everything, which surrounds me.
Why are the nightly colours of a matsuri always the same? In

any place, any year? A reiteration, occurring almost like a



secret ritual. Colours around food stalls for example, have an
orange-shaded hue and are of yellowish warmth like a patina
which superimposes all other colour, leaving a trace of its own
on whatever lies underneath. This particular hue appears to
come from the naked sixty-watt light bulbs at most of the
stalls. Simple light bulbs, yet they seem to radiate a peculiar
light which I never encountered anywhere else than in Japan.
The difference from other light bulbs in other places is subtle
and hard to substantiate. Possibly it exists only in my
imagination. However, it might well be that the light’s
reflection in the red colour of a food stall’s noren, in the
brightness of a person’s kimono, or maybe the moist night, is
wrapping the luminescence of the naked bulbs with a soft
gaze. The light does amalgamate with the cosy gleam of the
many paper lanterns, white and red vertical stripes with
beautiful black characters naming sponsors. The lanterns are
lined up above my head winding their way to the shrine like a
long gleaming serpent which guides the faithful safely through
all the earthly amusement to the sanctum to bring the gods
small offerings and prayers. How often did I innocently try to
catch the ambience of the moment in pictures - without
success. Is it the missing humidity, which cannot escape from
photographs? Or is it the background noise of the clattering
sound of wooden getas on the chiselled path which gently
contrast to the hissing sound of semi? The sound of getas on
chisels has a deeper meaning to me. It is cleansing ones soul
to be purified in front of the gods, and the noise they create
does truly empty ones mind and might alert the kami to the
faithful approaching their abodes. The light, the cicadas and
the sound of wooden clogs mould the evening into a Japanese
event, firmer, more determined than any other Japanese
tradition. It is all so evanescent yet incessant; all so
peculiarly human. - Japan’s summer is as much a summer of
sounds as of views. I imagine that if I would hear these
sounds again after many years of interruption, they would act
as a catalyst, a ritual recalling all what I will have thought
forgotten. They would refresh my memory to feel past life.

Timeless life. Japanese life, with neither start nor end. I
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think it logic that for this reason the upcoming obon festivals,
the rites of welcoming the dead, must happen during the
hottest month of the year. It might well be for that reason
that I now stand here and perceive the vibrations of life, of the

eternal. Calling the dead home...

The lights at the nightly food stalls lining the chiselled road to
the shrine flirt with the dark and give birth to floating
shadows. Whilst I buy some tako-yaki, a naked light bulb
swings gently next to my bent head throwing long shadows of
the old man behind the counter against the softly moving tent.
Whilst I am paying my food, I seem to suddenly hear the
whispers of those which accompany me through this night.
Whispers of those who passed away but allow me to see with
their eyes. Those I never met. Tanizaki would stroll by. He
would feel comfortable here in the dark amongst the shadows
and his eyes would absorb all about him and his thoughts play
with what he saw. The shadows, for what they accentuate by
hiding, would fascinate him. He would still think it a Japanese
characteristic. Tanizaki would feel that some things were left

to be the very way he recognises them.

Tanizaki would watch the three men walking a few steps in
front of me. They swagger and something in their demeanour
makes people give way to them. They expect that people give
way. The three men shovel their way through the crowd.
One of them, dark with permed hair and in his mid forties
speaks with a boisterous voice. I notice that his language is
very basic and when he talks, words spit from his throat with
a barking sound. He wears a heavy gold bracelet around his
wrist. Does he talk in Kansai dialect? — I am not sure. The
three step into the shade next to a yakitori-ya. One of them
strolls to the food stall and buys some meals and beer. I
notice that his right hand holding a beer is short of the tip of
his little finger. The others wait on tiny stools for the food.
Did he pay the bill? Only now do I notice two women who
were already sitting there. They seem to have waited. I

think they look too elegant to be acquainted with the three



men. However, I am wrong: they do know each other. One
of the three, as lean as a rake, takes off his shirt and reveals
between his shoulder blades a part of a tattoo. It is not
coloured but etched in his skin with blackish blue ink. The
tattooed one grins in response to a pun. They all move a bit
back and start to eat. Shadows now swallow their faces and
leave anonymous bodies exposed to the light. I stop
watching. These folks belong to the shadow side of Japanese
society, regardless how public they are. The flow of people

pushes me slowly forward towards the shrine.

A throng of women passes by, radiating a genuinely, leisurely
atmosphere of Japanese gaiety. They seem ethereal and
timeless in their brightly coloured yukata. They sway
through the people, bare-feet, in lacquered geta. Coquetting
between them, they spin a thin web of captive charm. Kafu
seemed to have sympathised in his novels more with his
heroines than his heroes. Kafu’s spirit might go astray when
close to a fragrant cotton yukata, close by to some naked
forearm, close by their faces with eyes cast down. He would
sense them like fruits. He would recognise those mature in
life despite the cover of childlike coquetries. Kafu would try
to enter their thoughts, look for those among them, he thinks
he could read like an opening blossom of some flower. In his
novels, he would show compassion and let the reader know
his favourites. One can sense them when reading. He would
not unravel life per se nor would he be passive observer.
Kafu advocates for his protagonists, wishing everybody to see
them through his eyes. For him describing the surroundings
wherein his heroes act, is as important as the story. It is
necessary for Kafu’s own longing, to rebuild the atmosphere
of Tokyo after the big earthquake. With a sentimental touch
Kafu is on a quest for lost time, trying to preserve what does
not return. Yet reminiscences can still be found here today.
Also for Kafu.

He might now observe the booth, where for three hundred

Yen children buy the opportunity to catch and win a small
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goldfish of their own. Many fish swim in a rectangular,
narrow basin and children try their luck to catch one or
several of the red fish with a shallow cup of biscuit. A small
girl squats in front of the basin with such a cup pierced on a
handle of wire. She follows calmly with her hand an
earmarked victim. An elegant lady in purple yukata steps by
to watch the scene. The girl’s first attempt to shovel the
goldfish with the biscuit cup into a bigger plastic bowl fails.
Time ticks away as the cup soon will dissolve once soaked by
water. The lady gives advice, yet soon the cup is too weak to
hold the weight of a fish. I can see the lady’s face slightly
agitated while the girl is intensely watching the basin, and the
stallkeeper, an old man with cropped grey hair and a rolled
towel around his head, gives the girl friendly words of
encouragement. I imagine the lady to be familiar with the
girl. Some faint interaction unfolds between the woman and
the girl. Not that of mother and daughter, yet very intimate.
The woman in the purple yukata appears very elegant with a
single, silver hairpin in her coiffure. The two seem an uneven
pair: the girl wearing Minnie Mouse socks and a pink skirt,
and the lady dressed in the purple yukata. By now the cup got
soggy. The lady pulls a small purse from her bag and buys the
girl a second chance. Maybe it was pity, maybe she
recognised her own childhood, maybe she shared the mood of
a relaxed evening with the girl. Whilst distance and formality
rules their interaction, I feel that a bond was established. Or
was it already existing before I saw them? Kafu would find
some deeper meaning. Very likely he would imagine the lady
to be a woman from the demimonde, as he described so often
and for which he sympathised so much. Possibly, if in one of
his novels, she would be in the search of her own child
abandoned to foster parents after birth. Kafu would still be
able to re-create his lost world from fragments of what he
could see today. His spirit might epitomise through this
woman and the child, what the lost time meant for him. For
better, he still would find some bits and pieces and for worse,

would be sad by watching the remains.



The souls and spirits of those that passed away are returning
to earth. It is the time of the dead. The living welcome them
back home at family shrines, at beloved places. They all come
back: myriad’s of generations. They are revered in the
shrines and temples, at home and in public. It gives comfort
and security for what previous generations were. Nobody is
forgotten, everybody is looked after — and so we will be
looked after one day. This is the thought. I think it is a kind
of victory over death. Looking after the dead also keeps their
spirits at peace and protects those taking care of them from
being haunted. In Japan people often say what the dead were
fond of in life, they still enjoy in death. I felt that some of the
dead poets’ spirits visited the place I was this evening, visited
what they enjoyed in life, many of them sentimental about the
lost Japan as they already must have felt it lost in life. I could
call their names - yet by now their souls have disappeared. I
have left the place and so did they. Ours was the longing for
Japan, and what it was. The longing for what one loves most

in life. The moist summer night still enthrals me, but now
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with traffic lights and noise.

Some spirits I could not find. Mishima. I couldn’t find
Mishima. Maybe because I am not at peace with him. Maybe
because his life was a different longing for the past than those
of the others. Maybe the mood here was too relaxed for what
he wanted to represent? Perhaps I just could not recognise
him? - Many I could not recognise. They hid in leaves and
gestures as inconspicuous as their names; lost through many
generations. Those I met all gathered to regret the loss of
pastimes. To be alive is owning a future! They feast on what
we living offer. The dead are amongst us during this hottest
part of the year. They prepare for obon until we send them
back, just to return again attracted from next summer’s ritual
of calling the dead. As long as there are those remembering,

they will return.

Japan is at its most Japanese in summer for she reveals what

is eternal. The cycle of life. For we are human.



A BORROWED VISTA

I SAT in the garden at Entsuji. In front was a shipwreck of
rocks and moss, with a clipped hedge behind. Over this,
through a dark stand of Japanese cypress, could be seen the
light blue of Mount Hiei, its peak, leaning to one side, cut into
uneven segments by the trunks of the trees.

‘We call this “borrowed landscape”, or shakkei’, said the
Japanese woman who had brought me there. “The mountain
has been “borrowed”, or taken into the garden, which is
designed around the view’.

We sat there for a long time as the peace of the place sank
in. You would notice other details as you sat — for instance,
the way the rocks in the foreground had been arranged to
echo the shape of the mountain, but in reverse, the pattern of
the rocks leaning one way and the mountain another. But all
the time you came back to that distant object around which
the garden had been so ingeniously built, and which gave it
such unimaginable depth.

When I brought that Japanese woman, now my wife, back to
my hometown in Ireland, I wanted her to see such sights as
our small town had to show. One of these, just a little
outside, is a park which was laid out in the style of the
English eighteenth century. It has a classical house, with a
view out over a lake with a wooded island. On that particular
evening, as it was winter, there had been an early sunset, and
you could see over the bright reflection of the lake to the
horizon — in this case the highest mountain in the area, which
now stood out against the cold brilliance of the sky.

Suddenly, it came back to me that the lake was artificial —
that it had been created solely to give interest to the view
from the house. At that moment, the image of Entsuji

superimposed itself over it: rocks, hedges and trees. Was it
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possible, that this, too, had been created as a foreground for
the mountain beyond — that it was an example of shakke:?

This question intrigued me all through our holiday, and
when we travelled back to the U.S., where my wife was now a
student at Cornell University, and I was taking some courses,
I dropped in on my professor of Japanese anthropology.
There is a system called ‘office hours’ in American
universities, where professors are available to their students
at certain times of the week; and, as I passed my professor’s
office, I saw that the door was open and there was nobody
inside. On impulse, I stopped by to say hello.

He was the sort of person who remembered people’s
names and what they were doing, so in reply to my greeting
he asked, ‘How was Ireland?’

I told him, and spoke of the experience I had had in the
garden outside my hometown — how it had reminded me of
my experience in Kyoto. ‘It was’, I concluded, ‘a strange
coincidence’.

‘Strange, maybe, but no coincidence’, answered my
professor. And he told me of a rare book which was kept in a
locked cage in the library, and which told of an influence,
either Chinese or Japanese, on the English gardens of the
eighteenth century.

The story began at the end of the seventeenth century,
when the Netherlands (Holland) was the only European
country which traded with Japan. The Dutch in this country
were confined to a small artifical island, Dejima, in Nagasaki
harbour. But once a year they travelled up to Edo to pay their
respects to the shogun, and on the way stopped off at Miyako,
or Kyoto, for a few days of sightseeing. Among the sites they

saw were the great temples and their gardens.



At this time, the British ambassador to the Netherlands
was a man named Temple. Part of his work was to negotiate
with the company which handled the Japan trade. In this way,
he would have met people who had actually travelled here,
and had sat in the gardens of Kyoto.

This ambassador, Temple, was himself a very keen
gardener, and, wherever he travelled, discussed the subject
with other interested people. After he retired, he wrote a
series of essays, among which was one concerning gardens,
where he talked of the different kinds of design he had seen
and heard about. Among these was something he thought
very unusual: gardens that looked like nature, with small hills,
streams, rocks and pools, all laid out with trees in irregular
patterns.

This is a point which Japanese people tend to find difficult
to understand. Why should a natural garden seem strange or
unusual? Surely all gardens are natural? Surely that is the
very meaning of a garden, that it provides a sense of natural
landscape in a limited space?

True, but this was not the case in Europe three hundred
years ago. Three hundred years ago, gardens there were
designed in straight lines. There were avenues of trees that
were laid out mathematically. There were square and
rectangular pools. Instead of streams there were fountains.
Instead of rocks there were statues.

How did that happen? What did it mean? How had these
gardens become artificial? How had nature come to
contradict itself?

For the answer, we must go back to the beginnings of the
European garden. The great early civilisations sprang up
along the banks of rivers, which not only supplied water but
provided transport and encouraged trade. The best-known
example is the Nile, which floods once a year, spreading rich
mud over the land and making it fertile. This river does not
flow through a green country like Japan. On either side of it
stretch the desert sands. So when the people of Egypt
wanted to store floodwater for the rest of the year, they made

pools in the most economical shape — square or rectangular.
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The oldest gardens we know are to be seen in Egyptian
paintings, and they are designed on the principles of
geometry.

Now let us move to another great civilisation, that of
Mesopotamia. Mesopotamia means ‘between the rivers’, and
that is a very good description. The rivers are the Tigris and
the Euphrates, and they are very different rivers from the
Nile. While the flooding of the Nile is regular, peaceful and
creative, the flooding of the Mesopotamian rivers is irregular,
violent and destructive. So the peoples in this area had to find
ways to tame them - like a wild horse that, from being a
menace to human beings, is turned by training into one of the
most helpful of animals.

The Mesopotamians trained their rivers by turning them
into canals, adding branch canals that could contain the flood-
waters and carry them out over the land for agriculture.
These canals had to be designed to carry the water evenly
through uneven ground - that is, with a slight downward
movement, so the water would continue to flow.

To do this, they had to become very good at mathematics;
and the peoples of Mesopotamia, centred on their great city of
Babylon, were among the most skilful of all mathematicians.
They developed systems that we still use. For example, sixty
was a very important number for them - it combines two
other important numbers, ten and twelve. Because of this,
we still use sixty for the number of minutes in the hour and
the number of seconds in the minute. Yes, every time you
look at your watch, you live again in Babylon.

One of the religious stories of Babylon tells how the
goddess of nature went down into the underworld and died —
an image of the water shortages that always threatened to
destroy nature in the area. But, the story continues, she
came back to life again when she was sprinkled with water —
sixty times. So you see, it was not just water that made the
difference between life and death; it was the regulation of
water, through the Babylonian crisscross of canals. And the
gardens of Babylon were designed in exactly the same style,

with canals crossing in the centre. If you read the description



of Paradise in the Bible, you will find it is like this — that was
how people in the area thought of the perfect garden.

This great civilisation had a strong influence on the ones
which followed, so that their gardens too observed the
patterns laid down by the peoples of Mesopotamia. That is
why we find the Mesopotamian type of garden today in the
most distant parts of the world. One of the oldest gardens in
existence is at the Alhambra, in Spain. Here, at the centre, is
a beautiful stone courtyard in which two small streams cross
— just as they did in Mesopotamia. Another famous garden is
the one which has been laid out in front of the Taj Mahal, in
India. This is also designed around two crossing streams,
with the squares between them divided into other squares,
and these in turn into other squares again.

So it should no longer surprise us to find square gardens in
Europe. Now we can understand why Temple was so amazed
to hear of the natural gardens of Japan.

Why is this story not better known? Well, Temple, you
see, made a problem for us here. He said that these natural
gardens were Chinese. That’s right: Chinese, not Japanese.
He had two reasons for this. One was that he had read a book
about China, and found there were natural gardens there too.
The other was that people at that time thought China and
Japan were more or less the same place.

Let me give an example. Europe imported plates and
dishes from this part of the world, Japan as well as China. But
wherever they came from, they were known in English as
‘china’. They still are. A few hundred years ago, the word
‘japan’ was used in the same way. ‘Japan’, in the seventeenth
and eighteenth centuries, was the English word for
lacquerware — whether it came from Japan or China. So that
when Temple talks about something from China, he could just
as easily mean Japan.

How can we decide which he meant? Well, fortunately, he
gave us a very important clue. As opposed to the geometrical
gardens of Europe, in which the left and the right sides were
balanced, and looked exactly the same, he tells us that these

natural gardens did %ot look exactly the same on each side —
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that they were unbalanced. And the word he used for this
was sharawadgi.

There have been a number of attempts to fit Chinese
characters — kanji — to this word, but none of them sounds
close to sharawadgi, and none of them means what Temple
meant. However, an English teacher who lived in Japan 70
years ago, a man called E.V. Gatenby, suggested that
sharawadgi was a Japanese word. He thought it might be the
older form of sorowanai desho — that the two halves of a
design did not match. This form was sorowaji.

That’s all he said. He was tracing words of Japanese origin
for the Oxford English Dictionary, and he never took the
matter any further. When I tried to do so, | immediately ran
into trouble. Historians of the Japanese language told me that
the form sorowaji died out four hundred years ago. Temple
wrote a hundred years later. So how could he have heard a
word which was no longer in use?

Now I was like the character in the Arabian Nights who
cannot remember the phrase ‘open, sesame’ which will
disclose a door in the rock and give him access to a treasure
inside. I could sense the treasure inside, but the phrase I had
didn’t seem to be working. I puzzled over this for a long time,
until at last a friend who taught at Tokyo University
introduced me to Professor Kanai Madoka. Professor Kanai
was involved in copying the documents of Dejima, which are
still kept in the Netherlands, and bringing a set to Japan. And
he was the one who supplied my ‘open, sesame’.

Professor Kanai told me that yes, it was true that sorowayi
had died out four hundred years ago — but only in standard
Japanese. It had stayed alive in the dialect of Kyushu. Now if
you try to pronounce sorowaji in kyushu-ben, what do you
get? Shorowaji. And if you try to pronounce shorowaji in
Dutch, you get what Temple got — sharawaji. And Temple,
you remember, was ambassador to Holland.

That is the first part of my story: how the natural garden
came to Europe, and why it seemed so strange in the Europe
of that time. Now I'd like to go into the second part, and

describe the adventures of the Japanese garden once it had



arrived in Europe. And this is perhaps even stranger.

This second part of the story also involves Temple. As
British ambassador to the Netherlands, he arranged a
marriage between a Dutch prince and an English princess,
William and Mary. And when the English king of the time
tried to make his power absolute, and overturn the law, the
English drove him out and brought in William and Mary as
king and queen. But they were king and queen, now, in a
different way from before. They could no longer overrule the
laws, as these were embodied in Parliament. Parliament now
became a power in the land, in a system which has persisted
to the present day, and been followed in many other
countries. The English at the time called their new system
the rule of liberty.

That is the end of Temple’s connection with the story. He
has been more or less forgotten today. When we think of him
now, it is because of his secretary. This secretary of his
wrote a famous book which I expect many of you have read,
and which describes a visit to Japan. The book is Gulliver’s
Travels; and the secretary, yes, was called Swift.

Swift had a very good friend named Addison. Addison was
particularly happy about the revolution which had freed the
English people from the power of their king. He belonged to
a family which supported the king, and in which he himself
had had very little freedom. While he was still a child, he ran
away from home and lived in the woods. When he was a little
older, he organised a rebellion at school. And when the
revolution came about, he wrote in support of it. Because he
was so talented a writer, he was taken up by the revolutionary
party, and eventually became chief minister in the
government. He was prime minister in effect, but that title
did not yet exist.

Addison wrote all his life in support of liberty, or freedom.
He had noticed while travelling in France that the great
French geometrical gardens were designed to express the
power of the king. How could a garden be designed which
would express the English idea of freedom? Yes, of course:

by turning it into a natural garden. Addison copied out
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Temple’s account of Japan, and suggested that it be followed
in England. The response was astonishing. Within a few
years, the idea was taken up in books of garden design, and so
the eighteenth century was a time of natural gardens in
England — gardens that you can still see, like that garden
outside my hometown which made me think of Japan. You
remember my American professor told me that this was not
coincidence. No, it wasn’t. The garden designs of England,
which spread all over Europe, started from the gardens of
Japan.

But there was more involved here than the garden.
Because he had suffered so greatly from lack of freedom in his
family, Addison supported liberty in other ways as well. He
supported the idea of emotional freedom. Just as he took the
straight line out of the garden, he opposed the idea of reason
as the leading principle of human nature. As nature replaced
mathematics in the garden, so feeling replaced reason in
Addison’s thinking about human beings. He described this —
natural feeling — as ‘nature’ too. In this way he began the
return to nature in Europe that we describe as the Romantic
movement.

So you see what a tremendous influence the Japanese
garden has had, starting from a Dutch description of Kyoto,
being carried from Holland to England by Temple, who also
helped to bring about the English revolution, and so made it
possible for Addison to combine the two ideas, the freedom of
nature and the freedom of human nature, in one of the
greatest artistic and intellectual movements of history.

I have just come from a conference on Romanticism in the
Lake District of England. This beautiful region of lakes and
mountains could be called the Romantic heartland of England
— so much of its poetry was written there. Every year,
scholars of the Romantic movement gather in that area from
all over the world to discuss the latest findings in their
subject. The theme of my lecture this summer was ‘The
Japanese Source of Romanticism’. I had imagined that some
at least of the experts there might not agree that the

Romantic movement had a Japanese source — that the idea



would be too new, too shocking, too strange. Instead they
offered enthusiastic support. They seemed to feel that at last
the origin of Romanticism, which has been a very puzzling
subject, had been clarified. I am now confident that the
Japanese influence will come to be taken as an accepted fact.

All of this is described in detail in a book I have written.
When I had finished, I gave a great deal of thought to the title.
In the end, I decided that only one title was possible. I called
it Sharawadgi.

I hope you have enjoyed reading of the adventures of a
Japanese word, and how it changed the world. For myself, the
subject has one more personal meaning. When I was at
school, I liked to go to a hill which looks out over my

hometown. This lies in a river-valley, with another range of
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hills beyond, over which I liked to watch the sunset. The
place I sat is marked by the ruins of a seventeenth-century
house. All you can see today are the foundations, but while
that house stood, it was lived in by Temple. At that time
Ireland was ruled from England, and he represented my part
of Ireland in parliament. He went out from here to become
ambassador to the Netherlands, where he heard a strange
story about Japan. It was the story I have just told you.

When I sat at that place so many years ago, I thought I
might one day like to write a history of my hometown. I could
never have imagined that, in order to do so, it would be
necessary to come to Kyoto, to sit quietly in one of its

gardens, and to discover something of Japanese culture.
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My Views on Women College Students in Japan
Summary

“Japanese girls are pretty,” was my first thought I had in
Shinshu University. After half a year of international student
life, I have managed to know something about the ways of
studying and living of women college students in Japan. They
are roughly classed into two groups: those who have unclear
ways and those who have steady ways. Most of them,
however, make themselves look silly and hide true characters
of themselves. Japanese girls make others feel good through
what they say and their appearance and at the same time
make their own living environments comfortable. I can
personally point out at least three interesting characteristics
of their psychology in their deep minds.

First, Japanese girls feel free and do not hesitate to show
their beauty, which helps others get good impression of them
together with their daily greetings in the morning and praises
given frequently to others. Second, women college students
in Japan put emphasis on human relations. Before a class of
general education course begins, students from different
faculties get in the classroom one after another. All of the
women students exchange greetings as if they keep a certain
kind of rule. When they are walking in the campus and see

any of their friends, they never fail to say something to be
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recognised. They meticulously find whatever merits others
might have, admiring them by saying “You're incredible,” to
please them. The third characteristic, the most common one
among Japanese girls, can be found in their traits of hiding
I think that the third

characteristic causes them to perform actions of the types

true characters of themselves.

mentiond in the description of the first and second
characteristics. When they praise others or tell pleasant
stories, they tacitly let them know that they do not intend to
be their competitors. If their stories are believed by others,
they can easily get several kinds of information from them.
They build good surroundings for their own growing up under
that situation, and that they are careful enough for others not
to notice their growth.

Thus, women college students in Japan, contrary to their
appearances, have a very tough side in their characters. But I
think that it is not one of their negative characters. Each of
them has experienced various situations in the Japanese
society and it is the secret of her way of living she has
acquired in the course of this training. Although it is different
from any Chinese secret for living, it may be that I should

follow it while I am in Japan.
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We are a non-profit organization working for a better
communication between the Kyoto citizens and visitors
from abroad. For further information, please call our office:
TEL. 075-751-8958 FAX. 075-751-9006.
e-mail kicainc@mbox.kyoto-inet.or.jp
URL http://web.kyoto-inet.or.jp/org/kicainc/

Kyoto International Cultural Association, Inc.
Rm116 Kyodai Kaikan

15-9 Yoshida Kawahara-cho

Sakyo, Kyoto, 606-8305 Japan



