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THE MISSIONARY

Yamaguchi, the missionary, set out early in the morning before sunrise. He had
tightly strapped the large picture cards of the Gospel onto his bike and had checked his
bag twice to make sure he had his lunch. It would be a long day and the meagre lunch of
rice balls and pickles was his only sustenance till sundown.

The day was warm as he pedalled down the road to the first village. The sun was
sparkling over the blue mountains, casting its yellowy orb into the wet paddies below in
the valley. Here and there were farmers, hunched over the wet ground, broad straw hats
bobbing like sails as they planted seedlings. From a distance, the scene appeared idyllic,
but up close Yamaguchi knew the farmers to be an inscrutable and difficult people, their

Yamaguchi siowed down at a nearby paddy where he noticed an old woman, the
village goesip, planting alone. A conversation could be wrangied out of her even if it was



The old woman pretended to ignore him.

Again, Yamaguchi called out, this time louder. Closer.

The woman continued working, her face rigid undemneath her hat. Seedling after
seedling was plugged into the mud with steady and determined regularity.

Yamaguchi's hands curled into fists. He felt a surge of indignation, but when he
opened his mouth the shape of his words became hymns, loud and booming over the

muddy fields.
Startled, the woman looked up. She waved her hands in annoyance.

“Shush!” she hissed.

But Yamaguchi continued, the thrall of the hymn suddenly filling him with
strength. From out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a few raised hats from the paddies
beyond.

The old woman strode up to him and put her hand to his face.

"Be quiet, you!”

Yamaguchi stopped. “Obasan, you know what | am singing? A song about the
wonderful love of Jesus.”

“1 know what you're singing!" The woman spat.

“Are you sure? Let me toll you the story with my picture cards. I'll get them
aOW - *

"No, 70 - * the woman insisted. "You must go away from here. People don't

“What? What bed things?”



"Stealing. That's what. Sake, potatoes -- stolen "

"Well, don't you think you should report it””

The woman laughed. "Ha! To who? No one can do anything about this thief
He's too small, too wily.”

A small secretive smile grew on her lips.

"You don't know who it is, do you?" she asked, this time tauntingly

“No, of course not,” Yamaguchi retorted, "and if you think it was me, why, |
would never do such a thing!"

The old woman bent down, took her wrinkled fingers and traced a mask-like band
across her cyes. Then putting her two index fingers upright against her temples in the
form of pointed ears, she bobbed. Laughter spilled out of her lips as she hopped around
Yamaguchi.

*I don't understand," Yamaguchi said, following the woman's movements “Are
you sure it's not someone from the village””

The old woman stopped, indignant.

"Of course not,” she said coldly. She drew back. “Go away!"

“"Wait!" Yamaguchi called, but it was too late. He had said the wrong thing The
woman had returned to her paddy, going to the farthest corner away from him even
though it meant planting out of sequence.

Yamaguchi waited. Then he struck out a few tentative bars of a hymn, but his
voice soon wavered. Crows squawked above him. Dejected, he got onto his bike and
slowly pedalied away.



Novhing | say is right. How can | ever understand these people and their
superstitions? They say they worship the Budkdha, but they do not know anythin ' about
him. They carry charms and chant spells over their sick and dying. They believe in
animals that change shapes, in ancestors that haunt them nightly -- beliefs we have
discarded long ago in Tokyo. Why can they not be inquisitive as we were in Tokyo? We
were always asking the foreign professors and missionaries questions and they were
always willing to answer us. You cowld learn about everything by just asking. | could
not have become a Christian if | did not ask, if | were not curions 10 know the truth. How
can these farmers live without wanting 10 know the truth? How can they live in such
darkness?

Yamaguchi was on a hill, his feet slowly pushing against the pedal, one at a time,
old woman has pached for me today? he thougit. Maybe there will be fish - if I'm

A cool shudder of wind blew over Yamaguchi as he reached the road's highest



Yamaguchi turned away, looked at the mountainside. There was a thin opening
between the trees, a trace of a pathway. Why should I go down 10 the village iom:?
Yamaguchi thought. Why not go up this parh a little, find somewhere quict 10 eat my
lunch?

He pushed his bike ofT the road and placed it against a tree  He was about 10 set
off with his lunch when he noticed the Gospel cards strapped to his bike. They lay face
up, shiny and incandescent, reflecting the sun. Yamaguchi stopped. 7he cards! -- | must
take them with me. He unstrapped them carefully from the bike 7sweko, he whispered
It was she who had drawn the cards, presented them to him at his home church in Tokyo
Yamaguchi remembered her shyly stretching out her hands, holding the cards like a tray as
if serving him the most delicate bowl of tea. Later when he unwrapped the cards, he was
surprised by the brilliance of colour in them - the rich blues and violets of the Sea of
Galilee, the tawny yellows of the desert, the lush green of Judea's hills, but most of all
Yamaguchi admired the way Tauneko had drawn Jesus's eyes -- a warm glitter of amber,
soft as candleligin. How cowlid the farmers spit on such a thing? Yamaguchi thought.
How could they not know the beauty of such art?

Yamaguchi carried the cards under his arm, remembering what the old woman had
said about thicves. A small trail, barely visible, wove in among the trees. Aust be a wral/

Jor pilgrims, Yamaguchi thougit. Owly monks and pilgrims climb mowains. He smiled
in spite of himeslf. / 100, am a priest, but of a different kind.

The trail suddenly grew broad and fist. Yamaguchi paused to catch his breath. He
was ot the edgs of a clesriag. The sun shons warm and heavy, filling the grassy Beld with



a dolorous amber light Branches hung over the clearing, bent as if in a stupor. Insects
thrummed through the grasses, their wings dully beating against the sweet flower-scented
air. Yamaguchi turned his head slightly. Out of the corner of his eye he spotted a small
wooden building at the far end of the field. It looked abandoned. An old shrine,
Yamaguchi thought.

As he drew near the wooden structure, he noticed two stone statues of foxes
facing one another. Ah, just as | thought, it is a shrine. Yamaguchi went to one statue
and touched its worn, nubbly surface. The ears of this fox had long dropped off, its face
barely distinguishable except for its long snout, chipped at the end. A dirty white dish for
offerings sat empty on the ledge in front of the fox.

Yamaguchi stepped back and looked once more at the shrine. Then he turned
towards the clearing. 7hat path — it must have been for pilgrims o come here. There
must have been a regular stream of them coming 10 offer their gifis, and make their
prayers and petitions before returning to their villages. Why do they not come any more?

Yamaguchi put down his cards and sat down at the base of one of the statues. He
fekt tired and hungry from the climb. Laying his warm, sweaty back against the cool stone,
he reached into his satchel for his lunch.

The sight of food quickened his appetite. He quickly picked up a rice ball with his
chopsticks and stuffed it into his mouth, the sweet white stickiness as refreshing as a gulp
of water. He picked up a pickie when he noticed something. Fish/ — the old women had
given him a thin slice of cod. Yamaguchi eagerly picked up the fish and was about 10 put



it in his mouth when he realized that he had forgotten to pray. The fish dropped out of his
chopsticks and the rice in his mouth went down like a lump of clay in his throat Oh Lovd!
Please forgive me! What a glutton I must look.

Setting aside his lunch box, Yamaguchi prayed.

Dear Father in Heaven, forgive me for my haste in eating. 1 thank You for all the
wonderful blessings You have given 10 me and ask that You be with me this day as | work
10 bring Your message 1o those who do not yet know You. | pray for the church in Tokyo,

Jor Pastor Moriyama and his family, and for the Schmidis as they go back 1o Germany. 1
pray for the Mission Board that they will receive all the support they need for the
upcoming year.

Lord, | pray especially for the people You have sent me 10 here. Open up their
hearis, make them seek qfier You. Help me endure their saunts and crwel names. Lord,
please help me reach these souls, even one, Lord, that | may bring him 1o the light of
Your salvation.

In the name of Your Son Jesus,

Amen.

Yamaguchi opened his eyes and was suddenly confronted with a man squatting in
front of hiss holding Yamaguchi's empty lunch box. The man grinned, exposing a
blackened cavern of rotting teeth. Rice stuck to his beard and throst. He wore animal
sking, tattered and ragged around the edges. A fox tail hung precariously from his waist,
tied on with a strip of disty cloth. His fingers, curied around the lunch box, looked like
claws, the nails pointed and sharp, darkened with dirt as if he had been digging. He did



not make a sound even though his chest heaved with bresthing.
"Hey!" Yamaguchi said sharply. "You ate my lunch!"

The man did not flinch, but threw the empty lunch box at Yamaguchi. For a brief

The man turned around, still squatting, and poked at the picture cards.

"Don't touch those!” Yamaguchi said, suddenly standing up.

The man turned to Yamaguchi, his eyes filled with fear. Yamaguchi felt bad. He
pitied the man.

“I'm sorry,” he said, changing his tone of voice. "Don't be frightened. | don't mean
any harm *

Slowly, Yamaguchi stepped towards the man. Hissing, the man jumped back. But
instead of running away, he lingered behind a statue.

He caught the atteation of the man. The man drew near.

“I'Ml tell you a story,” Yamaguchi ssid siowly and soothingly. "You want to hear &
story?® He took the cards and began telling the story of the Gospel just as he had
rehearsed 0 many times in his church and in his room at the old woman's house where he
boarded. Now s is the man, Jesus Christ, who was semt 1o us from God. He came 10
redses us from ous sinx. To bring light into the darimess. The man set tramefixed. He
did not spit, wor poke, nor jibe, but followed the ¢ od man on his journsy in




suddenly alive. So absorbod was the man that he did not know when the story ended -- it
was always beginning, one card after another, even afier dying, there was the coming back
to life, walking and talking, dying and coming back to life. Now this is the man, Jesus
Christ, who was sent 10 us from God. He came 10 redeem us from our sins. 10 bring
light into the darkness. Again.

Yamaguchi was tired of the circling tale. He had repeated himself five times
already, each rolled away tombstone picture bringing out an urgent grunt from the man to
begin again. The afternoon was quickly slipping away and there was still the other village
to attend to before nightfall.

Yamaguchi wondered what he could do for the man. Me's helpless — a crazy
mouniain man. He must be siarving, living off whasever he can scrabble for on these
slopes. Look ot those eyes — so filled with spiritual darkness and hunger. He is
desperaie for the light.
covering the fuce of Jesus. The man drew closer. A low rumble in his throst grew into a
closing his eyes in the moet affected way. AMaybe he will capy me, waich my movements



His bike lay by the tree where he had left it. He got on and pedalled on to the next village.
His usually racing mind was curiously silent. He felt an aimost dull numbness by the time
he pulled up to the crowd of farmers awaiting him on the road.

They formed a barrier, grim looking and unfriendly, with upturned hoes and sticks
in their hands.

*Get out, Yaso!" said one stocky man, his face peppered with dirt. Thrusting his
hoe ominously at Yamaguchi, he spat.

"What? What have | done?" Yamaguchi cried out.

"You're bad luck. That's what. Get out!" the man said again this time louder.

The crowd hissod. A beby began crying.

“1 don't understand,” Yamaguchi said.

"There's a thief underfoot — a thief, yhear me?” the man said.

From the side, an old man whimpered. "He's not afraid of us any more, he steals
and he steals, because the gods are not happy with us, that's why he steals -- *

*1 haven't stolen a thing. | haven't. What are you talking about?" Yamaguchi
said. "Look, you can check my bike, my bag.”

He offered them his bag but they stood back aloof.

The old man whined. “No, no —~ we don't want your god here. He makes our gods
angry. he makes our friend steal, he does, he doss, we didn't have that stealing before, no,
because we gave him things, we did, always. Plesse, please go awsy."
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a moment, Yamaguchi had a glimpse of belief -- a ray of faith that hadn't been there
before. Suddenly he understood the meaning of the words sore afrand

The pepper-faced man stepped abruptly in front of the old man, cutting him from

"Get out!" he said again, waving his hoe.

"But you don't understand, I'm sure it's someone efse. You must report this to the

"Report this to the police”” The man laughed in loud disbelief

The crowd raucously laughed with him.

"But it seems clear to me that someone is stealing your things," Yamaguchi ssid,
trying to maintain a cool tone of voice. *You must stop him. Make a plan, trap him *

*Well, I'll bet he can get caught,” Yamaguchi replied briskly. "I'l go 10 town and

He got onto his bike and looked at the faces of the villagers. Each face was etched
with suspicion, as if drawn by a mysterious unseen hand. Penetrating their souls was no
easier than reaching into a painting 10 touch its subject.

“I'm sure this can all be settled,” Yamaguchi said bravely. "This is just a bad




1 must show them, | must, he thought pedalling hard towards town. The pebbly
surface of the road spun below him like a wheel. The sun was setting and darkness was
closing in. The afternoon had passed 30 quickly, and yet all Yamaguchi could remember
was the tranquil hum of insects and the lush green of the wood where he had sat and eaten
his lunch. But something pressed against his mind as if against water, a memory of
something more persistent, of something that had happened there. Am / losing my
memeory? What am | forgetting?

The climbing of the mountain, he remembered, the cool sweat when he arrived.
But there was something else there that was cool. Water? No, he had not drunk. It was
stone, something made of stone, cool against his back. And then suddenly he remembered
== & flash of colour - the colour of the cards bright and gleaming with the Gospel. And
the curious man who wanted the story told over and over again.
biackened with dirt, breath the stench of dead fish. It was not a dream. No, the man had
been real. Was standing there that brigit afternoon in that grassy glen by the shrine.

faster. The soower | get 10 town the better. The sooner this foolishness can be reported
And then two eyes distinct as moons appeared in the middie of the road,

unflinching, as if waiting. Two eyes in a huddie of darkness, in the bristle of fur and heir.

landed with & hard thusp on the ground, his head hitting a large stone. A sickly-sounding
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crunch reverberated through the air, filling Yamaguchi's head with a tide of nauseous
blackness. His fingers groped like worms on the ground.

The wind drove down from above, thrusting past the dark leafy branches of the
trees, roaring, roaring like the Holy Ghost, sounding out its accusation. MY STORY,
YAMAGUCHI -- HAVE YOU TOLD MY STORY?

What story, My Lord?

The cards, the story on the cards. Where are they? Yamaguchi cannot move his
legs. He weakly stretches out his hand, reaching beyond the mangled wreck of his bicycle
into the road, grabbing the air, searching, searching. Two eyes glitter in the road, yellow
and obstinate, fur and teeth snickering, licking, bristling. The creature stands up on its
hind legs, sniffs the air, then backs away, the clawed hands scratching the surface of the
road like nails scraping, scraping against the surface, the shiny surface of seas, hills, and
deserts, pobbled ground, the grass, a tree -- Yamaguchi feels bark beneath his hand. He
must find a branch now; he must pull himself up before it escapes. There is a thundering
in his head. DON DON DON like the heavy thudding footsteps of angry villagers It is
coming nearer, the footsteps. DON DON DON. There is a black shadow in the sky, the
shape of a man, blocking out the light, the light of the moon. Yamaguchi puts up his arm
to protect himself The shadow bends, becomes small. The moon's light bursts forth, a
halo over the huddied shape of darkness creeping around Yamaguchi's body. There is the
prickly fesling of fur and the damp odour of rotting fish. Yamaguchi's head throbs with
words. Gel owt Yaso! You're bad hck! They spit st him. He fecls it - a warmness
trickling down the side of his head, dribbling past his cheek into his mouth. Sakt. Ve arv
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the salt of the earth. Bul if the salt loses its saltiness, how can it be made sally again?

Yamaguchi desperately reaches again for the cards. It is as if he can see them, but the

trickles down his face into his mouth. The taste lingers, pools around the inside corner of
his lips, mingles with saliva. Blood. 7Wis is the blood of my covenamt which is shed for
the seas receding slowly, the moonligit ebbing into the dark forest. /1 is finished, he

"Ol Yamaguchi-san! Wake up! Are you all right?”

There is his friend Jimbo, looking down on him, the large round face with its ruddy
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cloth and gingerly dabs above Yamaguchi's eye.

*You've spilled some blood here. "

Jimbo removes his hand a moment. Yamaguchi sees the white cloth stained with a
splotch of red.

“Can you sit up?”

Yamaguchi nods weakly. Jimbo wraps his arms around Yamaguchi's thin body and
pulis him up under the arms in one strong swoop, leaning him against the tree behind him.
The sudden movement makes Yamaguchi's head swim. Sunligit rushes in, fills his head

"Looks like you've done something to your leg here.” Jimbo points to a tattered

*I didn't, I mean I don't recall -- " Yamaguchi says weakly.

's knoe. It is stained with blood.

but you weren't there 30 she came over to my place right away. Lucky it was Sunday, or |
would have been off to school by then to prepare for class by that time. [ got on my bike
to town on this road. Then | saw your bike. What a mess! It looks like you must've hit a

135



"Just wait awhile there. We don't have to go anywhere.”

*Cards,” Yamaguchi repeats.

*Don't know anything about any cards.” Jimbo shakes his head.

"Gospel cards.”

*Oh!" The words register on Jimbo's face. “You mean those picture cards you
have!”

Yamaguchi nods vigorously. His head feels like a bowl of hot an, the thick liquid
burbling against the back of his eyes.

"Oh well, those! | didn't see them anywhere. You want me to check?"

"Owegai. Please.”

Jimbo gets up from the ground, his big body creating a whoosh of air that scatters
the leaves on the ground. The spot where he has been feels suddenly empty to
them back.
disappointed. The blackness lunges forward, pooling st once into the recesses behind his
cyes. His body falls forward.

"Whos there, caught you!" Jimbo's broad arm forms a stiff plank-like barrier
against Yemaguchi's chest.

There is a rustling sound. From out of the corner of his eye, Yamaguchi sees a
sliver of orange fur cresping through the trees, the white tip of its tail flosting in the air.

16



"Hora! A fox!" Jimbo points excitedly.

staring intently at the two men. Then it darts away.
Suddenly it did not matter to Yamaguchi that the cards were gone. A quiet
gratitude filled his heart. He would not blame anyone for what had happened. He would

go home with Jimbo and would go out to the villages again the next day.
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KUYASH1

Hide Ichimura was feeling good about himself. He ambled down Banff Avenue
with his hands in his pockets, fingering the hundred dollars he had won at the mah-jongg
come from Japan to work for the summer tour scason. A mah-jongg game always broke

Hide smiled smugly as he looked up at the sky. What should he do with that extra
hundred dollars, he thought to himseif as he gazed at the moon. For a quick generous
moment, he thought he might send the money to his wife. Did she say in her last letter

now; there might be some leflover sushi 10 eat and beer 10 drink. Hide wanted to talk



about the new guides. There were a couple of new girls from Osaka on working holiday
visas, planning to stay at least a year. Yuri -- that was the name of one of them A small
girl with delicate features, hair down to her shoulders. She seemed intriguing

Sakuraya restaurant was dark. Hide cupped his hands to the glass and peered
through the window. Even the kitchen lights were out. There must have not been many
customers that night. Hide looked at his watch. Only 1:30. Disappointed, Hide turned

towards the street. There was no choice now but to go home to bed.

*I'm putting you on a tour in Edmonton.*

"Edmonton?" Hide frowned at his boss.

“lka-gen ni shiro. Buck up!" Kawaguchi growled. "You got a wife and kid there,
remember?”

Hide did not answer. He stared at a poster of West Edmonton Mall pinned up
behind Kawaguchi's head. It was true he knew Edmonton the best. Lived there for ten
years.

"When did you see them last, anyway? Huh?" Kawaguchi looked Hide in the eye

Just then the sound of women's laughter came through the door.

Kawaguchi stood up. "Orientation today. I'm taking the new ones 10 the iceflelds *

*You? [ cando it. I've done it 30 many times before.”

“Nope. Taka will take you 0 the bus station and you can rent a van whea you get
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to Edmonton Here's Taka now "

Taka walked into the office and smiled broadly at Hide. They walked out to the

car

"So! Can't go on the orientation, eh? That's too bad.”

"Don't rub it in,” Hide snapped. "Kuyashii yo! Just when those new girls need
showing around!”

"Yeah, well, I'l show them around,” Taka said, smiling. He leaned over. *I guess
you already got your eye on one, don't you?"

Hide did not answer.

“The small one -- Tanikawa, Yuriko. That Osaka girl, right?”

Hide looked to the ground, kicked a stone.

“Kuyashii'" he muttered. He abruptly raised his head, pointed his finger at Taka.
*You leave her alone now, eh? She's mine.”

Taka shrugged his shoulders. "Hey, there's no doubt about it -- she /s cute.
And -- * Taka took a breath. "Of course, I'm not married. | got advantages you don't.*

Taka smiled his sickening broad smile. They drove the rest of the short way to the
bus stop in silence.

"Ja - matia neh! See ya!" Taka said as he dropped Hide off. "Il pick you up
when you get back!”

Hide boarded the bus. He just made it. Within minutes, the bus was on its way,

Taka won't sell her, Hide thought to himeelf as he stared out the window. Besides

20



he owes me one. I'm the one that got him this job in the first place. ()f course, e won't
tell. Or would he? Nah' He's probably not that interested in her amway. He's abways
said he's liked taller women. Hide squinted, looked at the mountains The jagged peaks
were an implacable wall, rising and falling crescendos of stone

Damnable marriage! Hide thumped his fist on the window The bus rounded a
curve, bringing into view a shallow brown lake covered with muddy ripples. Beyond
stood the ugly cement factory beiching out white smoke, its trucks hauling away slabs of
mountain. The bus had left the splendour of the park and was now entering the foothills

Hide persisted in his thoughts. If ] get her 10 like me, she'll hear abowt it Nooner
or laver. About Minako and Chinami. She's going 10 be here a year. There is no way
she won't hear. Not with that Kawagwehi arosnd in the office — medkdling der-right
Kawaguchi.

Kuyashi' The word repeated itself over and over in Hide's mind.  Kwyuvv wasa't
remorse or regret; it was plain frustration over things that could not be changed. “Life is
full of vyashi things," Hide remembered his uncle telling him. "But you must understand
life will always be 30. You cannot have all the things you want. You must stop your
wanting "

It was raining. The clouds had sunk in low and covered the mountains.  There was
nothing to see but a grey mist.
Wiy shouid | suffer for something | did not want in the first place?
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Hide closed his eyes. He could see his parents, and Minako in her wedding dress,
bowing, bowing to them like some ridiculous doll. Everyone had tears in their eyes except
for him

That was almost ten years ago now. Ten years! It seemed like only yesterday
Hide had come to Canada, single and eager to pursue adventure in the new country. The
face of every new guide who came each summer reminded him of those days, free and
easy, travelling across Canada with some of the other men who had come looking for
adventure and opportunity -- Yasuda, Ohmori, Matsumura. They all had such a good
time, all decided Canada was for them. It was easy to immigrate in those days. Now it
was much tougher.
likely be one of those tired, overworked salary men like his brother-in-law, living in a
cramped house with family and reistives always poking their noses into his business. Here
he was free, able to pursue whatever he felt like. He always managed to make money
local enthusiasts in Edmonton. Got paid for something he did as & hobby in Japan. And

was quite good at it, had placed second in the last tournament
A shallow stresk of sunlight broke timeugh the clouds, scattering light on the green
rwbouss. Par four, he thought.
Minako used 10 goif, Hide remembered. They went a couple of times together
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when she first visited Canada with his cousin. Hide was just learning how to golf then, but
that did not prevent him from teaching Minako how to position herself, hold her club, aim
for the putting green. She would make a decent shot and then watch as he shot his ball
into the lake.

He probably looked the grandest fool. '7har’s the best thing,' Ohmori had told him
"Women fall in love with fools'

Hide smacked his lips. He hit that door, right in the middle, he thought, watching
the farmhouse whiz by. He leaned back in his seat. The little game was over now. Hide
closed his eyes. He feit sleepy.

Minako, Minako, Minako -- Hide's wife's name was a dull chant in his ears. He
was advancing ever closer to her. His stomach grew thick and knoited, as if a stone
wrapped in twine had been placed there. An old stone with white sireamers, the sacred
stone from the shrine in his parent's village where couples were married. His parents’
voices, a steady insistent stream of words, garbled over the phone lines across the ocean
came back to mm. This was not the typically polite shokai to a woman, but was a whining
desperate demand.

We wan you 10 marry her, neh? She's a good woman, will look afier you well.

English was her best subject in high school. It would be good for her 10 use it.

No, this isn't an omisi. We just thougit you might like 1o meet her. She said she

waned 10 come 10 Canada herself. We didn't avk her 10 go. Your cousin ashed

her 10 come with her.

We want you 10 marry a Nikoujin, neh? You'll anly suffer if you marry some other

person. Kuro suru yo. Suffer, you'll suffer. Marry a Nibonjin, please, we beg of
you.



Nibonjin, Nikhonjin, Nibonjin. Hide furrowed his brow in his sleep, ground his
teeth. He awoke suddenly to see the pinnacled tops of the Calgary skyline in the distance.
The weather had cleared considerably. Soon they would be arriving at the Calgary bus
station where Hide would transfer onto the express to Edmonton. But first he would

phone Minako, tell her he was coming.

The stop in Calgary was brief, the phone call short and perfunctory. Minako
sounded bland and indifferent, Hide reflected as he sat down again on the bus. Stuffed
under his arm was a small teddy he bought for Chinami.

Hide stared out the window. The green prairie grass seemed to shudder and bend

Hide felt the knot in his stomach return.

of pia-like shafts, narrowed heads pointing accusingly at the sky.



Hide slumped back onto his seat. His eyes fell on the teddy. He picked it up and
fingered the little red vest it was wearing.

Chinami.

The name was like a small light. Unexpected joy. Sometimes marriage was like
that.

Chinami.

Hide drove up to the house in his rent-a-car. He got out of the car with his bag
and went to the back door. It looked as if Minako was not at home. The screen door was
ajar, the top half of the door hanging loose from a rusted hinge. The paint was peeling

"Mina-chan? Chinami?" Hide called out. No answer.

stepped out for a moment.
Hide ambled over to the fridge and opened it. A six-pack of beer was on the top
shelf His favorite brand. He opened a can and sat st the kitchon table to wait for Minako
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As he sipped his beer, Hide stared at the pictures taped to the fridge. There were
several of Chinami -- one with her Grade One class, one in a group shot at the church, one
of her standing by a Christmas tree holding up a present. There were a couple of
postcards too, of young missionaries with their children -- PLEASE PRAY FOR US in
bold print on the bottom.

Hide finished his boer, wiped his mouth with his hand. The house hadn't changed
much, he thought. Everything looked pretty well the same except for the pictures on the
fridge. Chinami had grown.

Hide's eyes wandered to a small stack of Japanese aerogrammes wedged in by the

phone. Curious, he took them out and looked at them. Most were from Minako's

parents. He opened a few.

Please do come home — there's no point in

husband of yowrs. It's not good for Chinami.

Your brother has agreed 10 lend you three
thousand dollars. He can't give you five.

If you want 10 ssay, yuu'll have 10 find more
permanent work even if it is part-time. Sada-chon
Ehﬁabﬂﬁ%mlw

yoar. What? Had she used it up already? Hide sniffed and put the letters back. He
noticed one with his father’s handwriting on it. Quickly, he grabbed it, opened it at once.
We are sorry abowt owr son. We feel he

has weated you shamelessly. Yot we ask



We hope Hide will change his ways.
Thank you for the pictures of Chinami.

Angry, Hide scrunched up the letter. 7reated you shamelessly. Who were his
parents to say he had treated anyone shamelessly? Hide closed his eyes. He remembered
his father's stern, insistent face, the eyes commanding Marriage. The blast of his father's
will was 30 loud it could be heard a continent away. Meanwhile they were all marrying
around him -- Yasuda, Matsumura, Ohmori, falling down like blades of grass in the wind,
succumbing, returning to Japan, finding wives, bringing them back.

His father was smart. Knew Hide wouldn't come back. So he sent her. Minako.

“It's Papa!” a shrill voice called from the back door. Hide quickly shoved the letter
back by the phone.

Chinami was standing at the threshold. She glanced briefly back at her mother and
then ran to Hide. Minsko stood at the door with two heavy grocery bags in her arms.
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room. Hide glanced back at Minako but she did not look at him.

Hide sat on the couch, Chinami on his lap.

“Chinami -- okikikunatte, nek? You sure have grown!” Hide said in Japanese.
Chinami had her back up straight, stiff as an arrow.

"Yes. Forty-six pounds,” Chinami crisply replied in English.

“Homio?"

"Yes, and 1 grew three centimeters. That's more than last time. I can't fit into my
old clothes any more "

Hide did not reply. He noticed that the sound of chopping had stopped in the
kitchen.

"1 got a box full of clothes from the Imamoris. This sweater I'm wearing used to
be Kana's."

"Swieki neht” Hide replied, touching the brigit colored sweater. He noticed its
She lives two doors away. Her mom's a single mom.*



Beiter half. He told the guys at the office and they all had a good laugh. A lot of the
newer guides looked up to him, especially asked him for help with those tricky English
better than any of them. Most of the time he could help, but sometimes he didn't know
words. Like now, he didn't know "single mom". It irritated Hide that Chinami was using
words he didn't know. Besides, why was she speaking in English? She wasn't the last

Hide called out to the kitchen, "Chi-chan Nihongo gakko mada ittern no? 1s Chi-
chan still going to Japanese school””

*Itseruyo!” Chinami replied in clear Japanese. She slid off Hide's lap and stood in

*I go every Friday,"” she resumed in English. "I have lots of homework. You want

inami went to her room and returned with some notebooks. She stood by Hide

and explained her homework to him. In English.
“Chotio matte yo. Otosan i seisumei shiteru kara. Just wait, I'm explaining this
to Papa.”
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and saw the charred saba sitting on square plates with a little mound of grated radish on
the side. The steaming white rice was piled in his familiar Papa-san rice bowl; the
chopsticks, t0o, he noticed were the Papa-san ones that he had received long ago as a
wedding present. There was his favorite (swkemono and some Isukudani he had not seen
before. Minako had also made his favorite side dishes -- famago-yaki and kabocha ni-
mono.

Hide sat down. He was 30 hungry he could not contain himself. He grabbed the
bowl of rice.

*Qinori shimasho. Let's pray,” Minako announced sharply. Chinami bowed her
head immediately. Hide sheepishly put down his rice.

"We thank You Lord for all that You have given us, this food and this day. Thank
You that we can spend this time with Papa. Amen.”

Chinami and Minako picked up their chopsticks and began eating. Minako ate
slowly and delicately, the way a Japanese woman always ate in front of a man. Hide felt
obliged to compliment her somehow.

"Hunh! Fish's good,” he grunted. "Where did you get it”"

"Yasuda-san,” Minako replied. “They've gone into imports. Foodstuffs from
Vancouver. They get things cheaply. The tour business is no good any more, he said.
Too unpredictable. At least here anyway.”

Minsko put down her chopsticks and stared at Hide. Hide shrugged, continued
oating. As far as he knew the tour business in Banfl was just fine. No worries there.

Besides Yasuda wasn the type to leave Edmonton -- especially now since he had
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a wife and two kids. He would rather stick it out in town trying some new risky venture
when he could've easily come down to the Rockies and made some good money

Yasuda and he had immigrated together the same year. But after a year, Yasuda
wanted to go back to Japan to find a wife. "I want to be married,” he said. He had asked
his family to arrange an omiai with some local girl from his village. Hide thought he was
crazy then, going back when there was still so much to see and do in the new country. He
secretly scoffed at Yasuda, the first of his buddies 1o go back for a wife. Clean, pinched-
faced Yasuda, always wearing the same cheap Japanese cologne and parting his hair in the

"They bought a new car,” Minako said. "Toyots Camry *

a glimpse of Minako's old Toyota Celica. Why hadn't she parked it in the garage, he
impressive green vehicle he drove to pick up Minako and Sumiko at the airport that first
summer. The girls were suitably impressed then. Even Minako cooed over the roomy
interior. They all sat together in the front while Hide waved his arm at the wide open

moet #?*
Hide looked at his watch. They would be at the aisport in another couple of hours.
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There was still time. Hide looked up, caught Chinami's eye. Suddenly he had an idea.
“Chi-chan,” he said. "How would you like to go to the airport with Papa? Huh?
Il be fun.*
Chinami's eyes lit up, but she did not speak. She looked at her mother.
"lkenai. No, you can't go,” Minako replied. She began clearing the dishes at
once. "We're going to Bible study at the Fujimuras tonight.*
She looked at Hide. "We'll be back around nine thirty. So-shite ... "
She paused.
“So-shite, we will talk.®
Hide looked down at the table. He could feel Minako's eyes on him.
“Asondara dame yo," Minsko sdded. "And don't goof around with your tour.
Come rigit home "
*Doko ni mo ikanai. | won't go anywhere."
Minako scemed satisfied with his answer. She told Chinami to get ready.
It was gone within seconds.
in the garage. What was in there? He remembered her telling him once that she had
halp her by taking some of the stuff she had put in the garags back to Banff with him. He
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knew there was some old sports equipment he might use in Banfl  Golf clubs, baseball
mitts, kendo gear --

Kendo gear. That girl -- Yuri, she said she did kendo. Now he remembered her
telling him. She had even brought her equipment because she had heard some of the
given it up for golf. It was true some of the boys in Banff had asked him to help start a
local kendo club for the Japanese community there, but he had declined. They went shead

Still, it wasn't too late to help now. They would let him join up; he was too good

Japan.

And now that that Yuri was interested in doing kendo, why not pick up the old
one-up on Taka.

Hide hurried out 1o the garage  He went 10 the back entrance and tried opening it.

m7'7'7!
Hide stood for s moment, puzzied. What in the world was in there? Hide returned 10 the
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scraping against the ceiling. The door opened slightly. It was dark inside. Hide could
make out the outline of some metal pole leaning cross-wise against the doorway. When
Hide gave it a push, it landed on the ground with a clang. Hide stepped inside the garage.
The light was poor. He headed towards the middle of the garage where he knew the light
string was, but he stumbled over a ledge of some sort, landing precariously on something
spongy
Hide grabbed the light string, turned on the light. Now he could see. Propped
against the garage door preventing it from being opened was a box spring. Hide was
standing on the mattress. The heavy metal bedframe had been dismantled, the long ends
leaned against the wall. One of them had fallen sideways and had blocked the back
entrance.
"Humpf!* Hide grunted indignantly. "No wonder she can't get the car in here!”
He quickly rearranged the bed parts so that there would be room for the car.
“Done.” he thought. “Now where's that kendo bag?*
mask, the swords were all there, just dusty. Hide took out a bamboo sword and swung it
a few times. He made a stance, glared at his imaginary opponent, and then struck him in
Whump! The stick came down hard on the mattress.
waiting for his guidence.
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Every muscle twitched with the memory of the days when he was master, when he
controlled every part of his body with his mind. He lunged forward, thrusting his stick
into the air again and again.

Hide's technique had been 30 impressive and daunting that some of his students
were afraid of him. But they came regularly to class in hopes of becoming like him He
had sixteen students who met in the evenings at one of the local high school gyms in
Edmonton. He took up the offer to teach the class when he was still single, just after he
decided to quit travelling and make Edmonton home.

His best student had boen a woman. A tall, blonde-haired woman with small
breasts and a sinewy body.

Hide put down his stick. He was sweating. And from so little exertion! How out
of shape he was. He grabbed the stick once more and formed a stance.
determined and had lots of stamina. Even after an intense evening of duelling for a
would duel on Saturday afternoons in her back yard, and when it rainod they would duel in
the basement. She lived in a small houss by herself, an older home with dry, cracked
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getting to be summertime and he figured he would look for a job in the fall. For now, he
would concentrate on kendo.

Hide slashed the air. His stick caught the light string, and click! suddenly it was
dark. Hide's heart thumped uncontrollably, banging inside his chest. Sweat oozed down
his face. He breathed -- rasping breaths -- desperate for air.

Marni Hansen. That was her name.

The stick dropped out of Hide's hand, rattied to the ground. Hide slumped against
the mattress.

He remembered her now. The tenderness, the toughness -- the way she would
sometimes laugh shyly when she managed to hit him in a duel, or the way she would cook
him a meal and make him eat it even though it was burnt. He taugit her how to use
chopsticks and how 10 make miso soup. She leamned everything in humbleness, but was
quick to claim the skills as her own when she became expert.

Hide closed his eyes, winced from the pain in his chest. How his parents had ever
gotten wind of her presence in his life he never knew. They just found things out. That
was the summer Minako and his cousin arrived. Before he knew it, the tournament was
over, Marni was gone, and Minako was his wife. There were Yasuda and Ohmori at the
wedding, slapping him on the back, telling him what a prize he had found. Minako -
pretty, reliable, and strong - what every Japanese man wanted in a wife. She was the
perfact wifs. That's what they all told him. There was his father, beaming from ear to ear,
telling sveryons how mediraai the occasion was. This perfact wife for his not-so-perfact



Hide's breath was now uneven, choked by the lump in his throat. He grabbed the
light string, snapped it 50 hard it broke. Light flooded the room

Hide's eyes fell onto the mattress. He looked hard at the blue pattern, the quiied
diamonds, the faint yellow stains. Then he remembered.

He dashed out of the garage and ran imto the house to the master bedroom. The
bed was gone. There was a big space in the middle of the floor. A small Japanese futon
lay rolled up under the window.

Hide stood frozen to the ground, his hands clenching into fists

"Chikisho'"

He ran out of the room, back to the garage. He picked up the kendo stick and
whacked at the mattress. THUNK! Again. THUNK! THUNK! THUNK!

The bed absorbed every blow, a small dent sppearing, then seconds Iater,

the distance. The sky sat on the land, grey and heavy as a sisb of stone. Soon it would

He had not gone home last night. Booked a room in the hotel with his tour. They
weren't slespy. They wanted to driak in the bar, alk all night. Hide had to do his job.
from the window, looked at the sisle floor. His white kendo bag stuck out from
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underneath the seat. Gently, he nudged the bag back with his foot. Then he closed his
eyes.
He was not sleepy but he could think pleasant thoughts. Like Yuri. Sweet Yuni.

Waiting for him in Banff.



HONEYMOON

"Would Canada be all right?” He looks at her. On Shizuko's lap lie travel
pamphlets of blue lakes and snow-topped mountsins. Bright kaakavir and kaviji lettering
flashes across the top "KANADA -- DAISHIZEN " CANADA -- BIG NATURE

Shizuko nods shyly. Years ago she would have preferred Europe for a
honeymoon, but now she does not care where they go.

"1 shall make the reservations tomorrow.”

"Yes, that will be fine.” She scoops up the pamphiets and carefully arranges them
into a pile on the coffee table.

The two sit in silence. Shizuko folds her hands in her lap Kosuke Tanaka, her
fiance, shifts positions, parting his legs slightly. He takes out a handkerchicf and wipes his
forehead.

*And 30 what have you decided”” Shizuko's mother appears with the tea tray

“Canada,"” they reply in unison. They look at one another and laugh nervously.

They asvive at the Calgary airport in the late afternoon and are put on a bus headed
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towards the mountains. Shizuko has chosen to wear a suit, cream coloured with gold trim
and buttons. She carvies a square black handbag. Kosuke also wears a suit -- the exact
same suit he wore the day they met. Theirs was an arranged meeting, an omiai.

Shizuko notices that all the couples around them are younger. They wear jeans
and matching sweatshirts. Some are holding hands. Shizuko thinks how old she must
look. Kosuke looks his age, forty-seven. Black tendrils of hair scraped up from the side
cover a shiny bald spot. His stomach protrudes over his belt. Nor a hawisome man,
Shizuko thinks, but I'm no_beauty either. The years had passed by, steady as the march of
ants. There was no flowering of looks or poise, just the cumulating of age -- now twenty,
twenty-five, thirty, thirty-five. The omia/ opportunities became fewer.

Kosuke Tanaka was introduced as something late -- a last effort by her now elderly
parents. Shizuko had never told them she would not marry. When her mother heard
through a relative that an older bachelor working in Asakuss was looking for a wife,
Shizuko did not decline the offer to meet him.

They met in a small cafe in Asakusa on a rainy day. “I'm a shitamachi boy,” he
said, not unproud. “I've worked all my life in this part of town.” He patted the table-top.
after her,” he said plainly. Though s0ft- spoken, the man displayed an earnestness Shizuko
noble in shisamachi people - their eamestness.
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She looked at her hands and thought of them as old and wrinkled, absorbed by her lap
When would they touch a man? Would they ever?

She looked up at the man. He was looking out the window, his hand propped
against the ashiray with a cigarette between his fingers  Shizuko loosened her hands in her

lap. They would yet touch a man. Maybe even this man, Kosuke Tanaka.

That was six months ago. Now they are married and on their honeymoon. On the
plane, they sat in silence. The brave but mindless chatter that marked their brief courtship
had disappeared. Shizuko was secretly glad. What was their courtship anyway but an
ondless series of politenesses exchanged? Long and unimaginative conversations endured

"We'll be in BanfT in approximately an hour and a half,” the tour guide says The

Shizuko shifts her attention to the window. The scenery is vast. Broad fields roll
can be seen except for the occasional clump of cows clustered in a protective circle

"Why do you think they're doing that?” Shizuko says to Kosuke, pointing to the

Flies? Dai Shizen. That was Canada  Big Nature. Shinuko looks around the bus
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arms entwined. They are all wearing casual and comfortable clothing. Shizuko feels over-
dressed.  Has she even brought a pair of pants? It looks windy outside and the mountain
air will surely be cold.

got to the hotel. Tell her we've arrived safely "

“I've already done that,” Kosuke says. “I phoned Mother from the airport *

“You did?"

"I knew she would worry, 50 I called her right away. You know, we must call
your parents, too."

Shizuko nods. She does not particularly care t0 call her parents. It is just a duty.
But perhaps with Kosuke it is different.

visit, she brought the customary gift and spent an hour politely listening 10 the old woman
He's loyal, he's devoted, he's faithful. Over and over again the mother repeated

on the furniture to steady herself. Kosuke was always at her side, scooping his arm
around her 10 help her sit down, clasping her trembling hand firmly in his grip.

Shizuko thought it would be hard for the old mother to do things around the
house, but as she looked around, she noticed how ismme




The butsudan had fresh fruit in it and incense had recently been burnt there A faded
picture of a uniformed man was propped in the right corner. Kosuke's father  Kosuke had
said he had served in the army. He told her he had been bomn shortly after the war when
his father returned. His mother was in her mid-thirties then and was lh(?ugm to have been
barren. There were no other children. Kosuke's father died of tuberculosis soon after his
birth.

Shizuko knew if she married Kosuke she would be obliged to live with and look
after his mother. Married friends told her what an onerous task this was, but Shizuko had
not found the idea particularly daunting. She was tired of living for herself She wanted
to live for others. Tor her husband. Her children. The family.

The bus pulls up to the BanfT Springs Hotel. Everyone clambers over (0 the left
side of the vehicle t0 look at the famous hotel while Kosuke and Shizuko quictly gather
their things. They get off the bus and go to the lobby, following the others.

"The Tanakas. Room 506. Very nice room - fiaces the mountains * The tour
guide hands Shizuko the key. She feels the dull weight of it in her hand. She will guard
the key carefislly, put it near her person, in her pocket or purse.

When they pet to the room, Shizuko natices the bed. Spacious and wide, covered
with a white bedspread. There is much light in the room. The curtains are drawn wide
open. Kosuke moves 10 the window.

Shizuko goes to the bathroom to change. She pulls in her suitcase and closes the

43



door. She worries about what to wear. They are soon having dinner.

She comes out wearing a navy skirt and a fresh blouse. Kosuke is staring out the
window. She goes to him.

"Wonderful view, isn't it?" Kosuke says. The setting sun casts a pale yellow glow
onto his face. He looks old. Sad. Shizuko feels a trembling of pity for him. She wants to
touch him, satisfy him in some way. She will be what he has longed for all his life.

*Kosuko-san.” She says his name softly, gently.

"Yes?" He turns to her.

"Oh, nothing.” Shizuko turns down her eyes.

“That's a different skirt you're wearing.®

“Yes, do you like it?" Shizuko unfolds her hands and runs them down the front of
her skirt. She looks at him.

"Yes, it's very nice.”

"Are you going to wear that suit to dinner?”

*l was thinking of it. Why?”

*You should change. Relax a little more.”

“Yes, you're right. I'l change *
the rustie of his shirt against her, can smell his cologns.

“The yellow one.”

Kosuks begins taking off his shirt. Shizuko turns 10 the window. The sum is



window a reflection of Kosuke changing, his hands slowly unbuttoning one by one the

buttons, opening the shirt, exposing his chest. Shizuko looks up. She notices movement
on the lawn. Two ¢lk. The large one with the antlers, mounting the smaller one. Shizuko
stares, her eyes glued to the rumbling mass of brown fur openly mating on the mani

lawn.

"Shizuko-san,” Kosuke calls. "Should | wear a tie?”"

“Yes, of course,” Shizuko replies. The elk have moved away.

"Here, let me help you."

She goes to Kosuke. The light in the room has grown dusky, casting shadows.
Kosuke leans back his head, darkness enveloping his face. Only his neck is exposed, thick
and warm, the Adam’s apple bobbing. almost imperceptibly, up and down as Shizuko
knots the tie below his collar. He's letting me do it, Shizuko thinks, kwx hix tie for him
up in suits and bright coloured dresses. Shizuko realizes she has again misjudged the
situation. At least Kosuke is wearing a tie. Her skirt looks dull compared to the dresses of
their twenties. They smile shyly at Kosuke and Shizuko

45



Afier dinner, Kosuke and Shizuko take a walk around the hotel. It is dark, the
mountains invisible. For the first time, they hold hands.

When they retumn, Shizuko goes to the bathroom. She looks at herself in the
mirror. The warm, red flush in her cheeks is !l there. She closes her eyes. Slowly she
brings her hands to her shoulders, onto her neck. Her skin feels smooth. She knows that
her delicate white skin is a mark of beauty. She opens her suitcase and pulls out a
lavender silk nightgown. She has bought it on the Ginza at Mitsukoshi two days before
the wedding. A quiet, private purchase. She slips it on. It feels cool on her body,
releasing a shudder of goosebumps on her skin. She breathes deeply, turns herself around
and looks once more in the mirror. / Jook fine, she thinks.

She enters the bedroom. Kosuke is sitting straight up in bed in his pyjamas, his
back against the headboard, hands folded in his lap.

As Shizuko turns off the lights and slips into bed, Kosuke turns and looks at her.
When he doesn't move towards her, Shizuko resches for his hand and gently places it on
his hand falls off.
agein. His arm slips off her shoulder. He looks sway. Shizmko looks at his groin. Rt is
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lifeless, limp. A wrinkle of cotton pyjama.

"What is the matter”" she finally says in a high, tremulous voice

"I ... 1 c-can't ... I'm n-not normal,” Kosuke wheezes out. He pushes himself down
and turns the other way. His whole body trembles

Shizuko cannot speak. She is dumbfounded.

The dark ceiling hovers like a dead weight over Shizuko. She lies still, a corpse,
her hands resting on her breasts as she breathes in and out, pretending to be asleep.
Kosuke has gotten up and left the room.

What's the matser with him? How can this be? All night, questions dog Shizuko,
the words spinning around her in the darkness. Why? Why is this happening?

She tries recalling their dates to see if there was a sign then.  7he French
resiaurant in Aoyama, cherry blossom-viewing in Ueno Park, visiting Sensoji temple,
seeing that Austrian symphony — nothing there to indicate that lack. He was always 0
polite on their dates, always running shead to pay for tickets, buying small things like

What is it? What is wrong?
forms in the back of her mind — a memory, an image. Posscards, souvenir churms.
Shizuko stops. Souvenir cherms for who?

Why. for the mother, of course. Kosuke's mother. Everywhere Shizuko and
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Kosuke went, he bought something for his mother, discreetly purchasing it and putting it
into his pocket

The memory comes back A warm afternoon, sitting in the Tanaka living room,
Mrs Tanaka kneeling on the tatami, bowing deeply, her head right to the ground, her hand
clasping Shizuko's Over and over again, saying, “Thank you, thank you so much for
agreeing to marry Kosuke He's not much, | know, for a woman like yourself, but he's
been good to me, such a worthless mother I've been keeping him all these years. Thank
you, thank you 30 much *

Shizuko had not known what to say. She remembered looking up. Kosuke stood
in the hallway, partially hidden, his eyes dark and wet.

His menher. That's what it is. His mother.

Sunlight streams through the window. Shizuko gets up and opens the curtain.
The lawn is bare, the sun harsh on the green surface. No trace of wildlife outside. The
elks of the cvening before soem an illusion, two brown masses, huddling in the half-dying
light of the sun

Startied, Shinuko turns sround 10 face Kosuke, standing behind her, his head
hanging. He falls 10 his knoes.
. ['m sorry,” he says, unable to lift his head.




"You brute!” Shizuko's voice is a sudden thrust of anger Her skin bristles, her
heart thuds. She clenches up her hands. She is not as she always is, and she knows this,
but something in her has snapped like a twig laden with rotting fruit

“Please, please forgive me. |, 1 wanted to be, to be m-married "

His voice is a whimper. Shizuko feels like kicking him.

I have never been with a woman Only my mother. She has no one but me. | am
afraid of what | am doing to her by marrying "

“What is wrong with you? We are not children. Everything we have done is
proper and natural. How can you say that”"

"Natural? Please forgive me. | am not a natural man. | have discovered this long
ago. | am unnatural. That is why | have been unmarried so long "

“It's your mother, isn't it? Poisoning you. Mother complex -- that's what you
have, isn't 87" Shizuko says, her voice rising. The word compler fills her with a
superiority of loathing. She has scen that word somewhere in a magazine Suddenly
buoyed by this, she continues vehemently, "You're afraid of women, aren't you -- that
theyll control you like your mother, that they will suck you up, that they will drown you
with their demends to provide for them, aren't you? Area't you?”

Kosuke stands stone-faced. The pitch of Shizuko's voice has risen higher and
higher until it sounds like the shrill whine of a siren. Suddenly Kosuke grabs her by the
arms.

“Stop it!" he says. Alarmed by his own aggression, he lets go.

Shizuko is woeping.



afraid of women They ask me to be things | cannot be. Look at yourself. What did you
marry me for? Certainly not for love. We are neither doing this for love, are we? Then
*Because it is a natural thing for men and women to do. And it is also natural that
I should expect of you at least -- at least, this which you cannot do.”
"Yes, it is a natural expectation. But | have told you already 1 am not a natural

*Too late. It's just too late.”
Kosuke sits down. He pulls out a handkerchief and wipes away the sweat on his

forehead.

They go down to breakfist together but est in silence. The chetter of voices, the
tinkling of silverware, the bustling of the hotel staff are like a dull buzz in Shizuko's ears.



She is tired and has little appetite. She eats a slice of toast and drinks a glass of orange
juice. Kosuke does not eat.

"Please meet at the bus in ten minutes'” the guide announces (o the group

Shizuko looks at Kosuke. He is fiddling for his bag

"What are you looking for?" she asks.

“The camera.”

“Then we're going?”

*1 would like to,” he says. "Picase, we should go together "

Shizuko does not answer  She folds the napkin in her lap. What will she do all
day alone in the hotel? She decides she will go with Kosuke.

They board the bus with the others. The guide begins talking at once. Shizuko
shifts her attention to the window. Slowly the hotel -- a ruddy brown colour -- moves
away. The bellman waves. Shizuko's hands tighten in her lap. 7 will st wave. She turns
to Kosuke. He sits stiff and upright, his face thrust forward. Shizuko turns back to the
window. He won't see a thing, sitting like thai. She notices an clk grazing on the lawn of
a house. Look, an elk! -- the words rise in Shizuko's throat but do not emerge. She
swallows them.

They do not spesk until the first picture stop.

“This is Castle Mountain,” announces the guide. “We'll stop here for photos. Five
minutes.”

Shizuko and Kosuke step off the bus. Castie Mountain, ticred and pinnacied,
stands in the distance, a picturesque block of stone. Shizuko closes her eyes before she
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speaks  ('ivil, | must be civil. "Did you bring the camera?"

*Oh -- * Kosuke begins checking his pockets. "N-no, 1 forgot. I'll go and get it."
He starts back to the bus.

"No, never mind. Just forget it.”

*I'm sorry " Kosuke hangs his head.

"You're sorry about everything, aren't you?" Shizuko's voice rises without
waming She is amazed at her own cutting quickness, the sharpness of her words.

Kosuke takes out his handkerchief and wipes his brow. They go back onto the
bus. The guide picks up the mike. “"You'll notice how thin the trees are here. They're
called lodgepole pines and were used by the Indians to build teepees. As you know,
Canadian log houses are very popular in Japan right now, but these trees cannot be used
for house building. They're too thin."

Houses. House buikling. Trees too thin, too fragile, too brittle. The row of
matchstick trees shudders and topples in front of Shizuko's eyes. Howse. No house.
That's what marriage is for. Children. A family. It's my right.

As the bus nears Lake Louise, Shizuko notices Kosuke shoving his camera into his
pocket. They get off the bus. Shizuko lags behind, unconnected to the others.

In fromt of the hotel is a signboard. CHATEAU LAKE LOUISE. Couples are
having their pictures taken together there by the guide.

“Mr. and Mrs. Tanaka! How sbout a picture”?” the guide calls out.

Kosuke begins pulling out the camera. Shizuko stops. No, she thinks, and gives a
harsh, quick glance at Kosuke. But it is too late, the guide has the camera in his hend.
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"Now stand together "

Shizuko freezes. She will not move from her position, left of the sign  Kosuke is
standing on the right. He inches towards Shizuko She puts out her hand No. Sy
there. She clasps her hands in front of her and looks straight at the guide 7ake rhe
picture, please.

After the shot, the guide hands the camera back to Kosuke He puts it in his
pocket.

"Shizuko-san,” he says slowly. "Perhaps we should not take any more pictures®

Shizuko does not answer and looks away at the mountains

Kosuke begins to shuffie off. Quickly Shizuko puts out her hand. Sty 7aake
pictures of the mountains. So beautiful you can't ignore them. The words linger in
Shizuko's mouth but she cannot say them.

Kosuke is looking at her, his cyes searching hers. /'ve heen sarcastic 0 him,
Shizuko thinks. So unlike me, induiging his earnestness. Earnestness. Shitamachi people
are earnest. Shizuko remembers that thougin from long ago -- the day of their ;i

Shizuko looks at the mountain. Slowly, Kosuke takes out the camera, aims it at

the spot she is looking st - a glacier gleaming in the sunlight, a white wall of ice

When Shizuko gets back onto the bus, she thinks of all the other cxwsar she has
had. Names, faces flash through her mind -- Miura, Kadota, Honda. She remembers odd
things. The way Miurs-san held his cup, what colour tie Honds-san wore, the first words
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Kadota-san spoke. All the omiais of that time were half-hearted attempts, something
Shizuko did to please her parents They were forever setting her up with somebody -- her
father going through his business connections, her mother asking all the relatives. Shizuko
wasn't really interested in any of the men. All she could do was compare them to
Makimoto-bucho, her boss.

For seven years, she had nurtured a crush on Makimoto-bucho, a married man
with two children  He was several years older than her. But Shizuko could not help it.

She was 30 close to him, the most senior of his office secretaries. She served him tea, filed

One night, he took the staff out to his favourite bar. He was being promoted,
moved to a higher department. In s moment of drunken gruffhess, he turned to Shizuko
and spoke the words she had longed to hear. "Yow want me, don't you""

Shizuko paled. She was paralyzed by his words. How had he known? Was she
that obvious? Makimoto-bucho's hand moved into her lap. He was drunk. Suddenly
repulsed, Shizuko stood up and fled.

Shizuko closes her eyes. What did Maki
suits ... or was it black? It was Kosuke who wore blue suits. Shizuko opens her eyes to
to his lips and pops it into his mouth. He puts his hand back into his pocket. A fow
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seconds later, he puts another one into his mouth Shizuko looks down at his bag There
is a packet of umeboshi -- tart, red plums pickled into wrinkled balls The kind of snack
old people take on trips, the ones who believe umebashi to be a cure-all, a daily vitamin
Kosuke notices Shizuko looking at him and smiles sheepishly, offering her one  Shizuko
declines and turns her head to the window. Embarrassed, Kosuke offers some to the
couple across the aisle. Shizuko cringes. How silly — offering umeboshi 10 that young
couple.

The sky outside draws Shizuko's attention back to the window Hew' bl it is.
Impenetrabic. Day after day, the same blueness. Indifferent to change, the perfect frame
for mountains.

The guide is talking about glaciers now -- how they were formed by the packing of
snow, the pressing of snowflakes into heavy layers of ice that began to move down the
mountain, grinding the stone behind it. Powerfu/ Shizuko looks at the glacier She feels

The sound of heavy breathing comes from Shizuko's side. Kosuke has fallen
asleep and leans precariously against her shoulder. Shizuko shrinks back against the
window. The land has grown suddenly flat. There are no trees except a few small,
stunted firs.

"We'll be reaching the highest part of the road here soon,” the guide says “This is
alpine meadow. You'll notice the lack of trees. Cold winds constantly sweep down from
the icefield, making it hard for things to grow here.”

The lend is barren. Where are the buildings? Why 3o empt)y”? Shizuko looks again
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at the fiat expanse. Where are the peaple? The children? She thinks of the lakes, the
open fields, the mountain sir. For the children. Land for the children.

The bus toils up the hill, the sound of the engine rumbling louder. The driver shifts
gears making a low, cracking sound. The bus slows down.

Children, Shizuko thinks. Whase children? Not mine. The land that has flowed
across her eye now seems to creep and crawl to a standstill. Shizuko looks out the

window. The reality is barren-ness.

It will be an hour before they will reach the ice-field. Shizuko is tired but cannot
Koswhe's deficiems. Such husbands are to be divorced. That would only be rigit.
Divorce. Bwt who would divarce who? How do you divorce, amyway? Shizuko frowns.
Who wouid make the comouncement? Kosube? Wowid he be man enough? Man enough
- iponic.

What if | anwounce it? How can | do it withens sounding bitter? Harsh? They
would all think | was over-demanding. unsatisfied. They would think | have no gaman.
'Ok, she's a seifish ope, can't endire hardaip’ — that's what they would say. ‘Koswle
Tanaha is such a good man. It must be her fauk. Ruining him ke that.



wowld I go? The wall towers, sheer and upright, a mass of limestone. A thirn-five-year-
old woman now divorced? Dark stains run down the front of the wall where water has
seeped into the stone. Same old routine again, every day. The way it was before. The
wall grows closer, tighter to the window. Shizuko can no longer see the sky.
Then she spots it. A small cream-coloured speck. Moving. Shizuko squints her
cyes. It's an animal! A mountain goat, standing on a ledge no bigger than itself It stands
"Kosuke, look!" Shizuko cannot help but nudge Kosuke. "A goat!”

“There!® Shizuko points.
But it is too Iate. They have passed it. Shizuko falls back onto her seat. He diuv't
see it. Of cowrse, he dicn't see it. He cowldn't see it if he wried. Or maybe it's just me

Aim fo see. See things only | can see. Maybe it was just a patch of snow.

They stop at a gorge. People clamber out of the bus t0 view the small canyon.
Kosuke convinces Shizuko to come.
against the rock. Shizuko peers over the rail. The sight is mesmerizing.
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"Maskes you want (o jump?” he says, "Neh?”

He looks at her. His eyes are small, milky.

Shizuko feels the cold spray on her hands and feet. The white water churns, leaps
up from the stone, gushes and roars into her ear. The rock walls recede, stretched back as
if elastic, the gorge widening like a mouth.

“Shizuko-san,” Kosuke's voice interrupts. "We must go back to the bus.”

Shizuko looks up. Her hands are trembling. She has been gripping the rail too
tightly.

Back on the bus, Shizuko stares sullenly out the window. Words creep into her
throat, seal themselves under her tongue. The sound of water even now thrums in her ear,

*And over there, you'll see Bridal Veil Falls.” The guide points to a long column of
8 weoping warrior's wife. A woman who lost her husband in battle the eve of their
wedding night "

Shizuko looks away from the fhlls to her lap. Her choeks feel warm. Tears well

Kosuke has besn watching. Without looking at her, he extends his handkerchief.
Shizuko notices how damp and dirty it is. He has been using it all day.
ready!®



Shizuko's feet crunch the grainy surface of the ice as she walks on top of the
glacier, further and further beyond the others. For a floeting second, she takes a look
behind her. The sno-coaches are like small larvae in the distance. She turns forward and
heads towards the mountainside. Peaks rise up around her, their bald rock surfaces
exposed to the sky. The glacier, an opaque ocean, throws up waves of hardened ice, fixed
like stone monuments. Above her, monstrous cracks and fissures of blue ice gleam like
cavernous mouths waiting to swallow up the living. Shizuko squints at the glacier. The
thoughts in her head grow thick with some dull purpose. / carwnnt go back there. |
canmoy go back to a life | do not want 0 live. | want to disappear. | want to stop
wanting. Become white-ness, pure and indifferem. Become snow.

Shizuko has come close to the mountainside. She socs ahead a broad tumble of
ice. Beyond, Shizuko knows, is the ice-field, the source of the glacier. She will walk and
walk towards it, her feet moving her body forward, mapping out the ice, hoping for the
moment when hard surface will give way, become air.

The sound of her foet is loud. Louder than she expects. Crunching. Grinding.
Crushing.

Shizuko stops. The crunching noise continues. It is not just her feet making the
sound. She hears, faintly, voices and turns to look behind her. Clambering down an icy
ledge are a middie-aged couple, dressed in climbing gear and roped together. As they
reach the ground, they are chatting amicably to ons another. The man is tall, silver-
haired, wearing dark bresches, a red jacket and hiking boots. A coil of rops hangs from
his shoulders. The woman is sbout the same age, white hair gathered loossly in & bun.
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She too is wearing breeches and a red jacket. They notice Shizuko.
*Well, hullo there!" the man says in a startlingly loud voice. "What are you doing
here?"
Shizuko does not reply. She remains standing frozen.
"1 don't think she understands, dear," the woman says. "She looks Japanese.”
"Where do you think she came from?" the man turns to his wife.
*1 don't know. ] suspect she's from one of those sno-coach tours.”
her hand to Shizuko.
"My dear, you must go back to your group. They'll be waiting for you."
Shizuko nods even though she does not understand. They are speaking English far

Just then, a shout.
“Mrs. Tanaka!" the guide waves his hand, running towards her. Kosuke is & few
you! You made us all worried. The sno-coach has been waiting for fikeen minutes!”



embraces her, the force of his arms jerking Shizuko's back. The guide turns away,
Kosuke breathes hard into Shizuko's ears, the hot rasping sound tingling her skin

Shizuko's lower lip begins to shudder. She wants to push him away but his grip is strong

like an animal's, his body pressed against her, the frantic heartbeat slowing down, the

will match hers and for a moment they will be one.
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TERUKO

Teruko arrived at the Shimadas' at four o'clock Sunday sfternoon. She took the
bus from the hospital. The doctor there had looked at her eye and said the blesding was
bad "Stay lying down for a few days or the blood will clot and possibly damage your
vision *

Pressing a wad of bandages against her eye, Teruko walked out of the hospital.
thet was headed towards the Shimadas’ house. Teruko got on it immediately. She dida't
pushed her hard this time, 50 she pushed him back. And then he hit her in the eye.
him. She was better at English than he was.



she shoved him. "Especially when it's not yours!®
That was when he hit her.  Perhaps, she thought to herself, she deserved it

No one was at home at the Shimadas' when Teruko rang the doorbell. She had
forgotten they were at church. Finding the house key in the garage where Mrs. Shimada
told her she had kept it, she opened the door and entered the house.

She went to the bathroom and looked at herself The eye was blue-black and
swollen. The purple swirl on her puffed eyelid mesmerized her -- the colour of spring
irises. She touched it gently, her fingers sinking into the painful bed of puffed colour.
on the couch in the living room. Betty-chan's room was good enough. Teruko curled up

"It's terrible, just terrible what he did.” she said. "Can you sec?”

staring right into her fhce.
“Well, you siesp here tonight and stay here as long a3 you need to,” Mrs. Shimade



Teruko nodded. She had explained to her aunt what had happened.

*Is Teruko sleeping here?” Betty said, looking up at her mother.

"Yes,” Mrs. Shimada replied. It was decided. Teruko would sleep with Betty in
her bed.

That night Betty woke up crying. Teruko raised her head groggily. She wrapped
her arm around Betty's waist.

*Sshh,” Teruko said, tightening her grip. But Betty squirmed her way out and ran
towards her parents’ room. Teruko fell back into a deep sleep, unaware that Betty had
left.

Mrs. Shimada made Teruko move to Betty’s sister's room the next day.
"You sleep on the floor in Sharon's room," she said.



*1 don't know," Teruko said again.

"What did they say to you”"

*Who?"

"They said I could go to the police if | wanted *

"What did you say”"

*No, | said no."

Mrs. Shimada stopped making the bed. She stood upright and looked at Teruko.
“You and Antony, are you -- "

"No!* Teruko ssid sharply. "That's what they say to me, too "

Mrs. Shimada resumed making the bed. She sat on it and motioned to Teruko to

Sharon came home from school and found Teruko in her room. She had been
Teruko sat up and looked at the packet. It was for & blouse. There was a fexzy




black hole in the middie of her sight. She shifted the packet to her left and stared at it

"Which one?" she said, pointing to the two blouses on the front.

"That one -- I've got to pick the fabric tomorrow.”

*Yes, that's & nice one. | like that one, especially the sleeves. *

"Yeah, the sleeves are going (o be the hard part.”

“l can help you *

"Sure.” Teruko opened the packet and took out the pattern sheet, laying it on the
bed. The black dot persisted like the darting of a fly, jumping from one pattern shape to

*Hey, is your eye all right”" Sheron said. She lowered her head and looked
straight st Teruko's down-turned face.

°If's fine, just fine," Teruko snswered. She flicked her head to the side. It was the

0 bed. The table had been wiped clean. There were three cups filled with green tea. For
Terwko, | can't do amything. My English is 30 poor anyway. And who's going 10 listen 10



He took a long sip from his cup and then remarked, "Who made this 1ea” It's
bitter.”

Teruko nodded meekly. She got up to fetch the hot water from the kitchen.

"There's nothing we can do really, neh? Shikasa ga nai, neh™ Mrs. Shimada said,
turning to her husband.

“I don't want you 10 do anything,” Teruko called out from the kitchen. She came
back and poured hot water into Mr. Shimada’s cup. *1 never asked you, did 1? Besides, |
don't really care.”

*Are you going 1o talk (0 the fellow in charge?” Mr. Shimada asked “That director
"Welt?

you say to them. They aiready have their own idess in their head and have made up their
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The director’s office was spare. There was an old wooden desk with scratches on
it. In front were two chairs for clients. Hanging on the wall above the director's chair was
8 large wooden crucifix. Teruko fixed her gaze on it when the director walked in.

“Teruko,” he said. "How's your eye”"

He bent over to look at it. The swoop of the director’s face into Teruko's vision

"It okay,” Teruko said.

*S0," the director began, "we have a problem here -- 1 know we shoulkdn't have let
you stay st Grace House. Christina had told me you were unhappy there.”

"I ask move three times,” Teruko said sullenly. "You no listen."
Clenched them as if in prayer. Finally, after a long silence, he spoke.

“You can call the police, press charges, you know. We have let Antony go."

“Yes, we know that "

“Teruko, don't worry sbout Antony. We have to talk sbout you *

*1 forgive Antony,” she ssid. 1 forgive him.*



"Perhaps you should go into counselling.” the director said.

*You have to talk to someone about this experience. You want me 10 make an
appointment at the Catholic Counselling Cemtre for you?"

"No,” Teruko said. "I don't want it.”

She stood up to leave.

“Someone told me you were beaten as a child,” the director said.

*Who say that?" Teruko said sharply.

"Someone. Is it true? It might explain your reaction to this problem -- why you're

Teruko looked st him blankly. Who had told the director such a thing? Was it
Christina? Angela? Frederick? Did she ever tell anyone that her father had beaten her?

"Perhaps you think this is normal -- that it's your fauk *

The black dot in her eys bounced fitfully in front of her. Tervko suddenly hated



Part of the reason? Was this true? Teruko knew better. She had seen the signs.
Antony's short-temperod-ness. The way he threatened. The way he threw things. That's
why she had asked to be moved. Asked three times. She knew, too, the way she talked,
how sharp her words, and how even though she knew better, she said things to his face he
didn't want to hear. She knew it was coming and yet she had to say the thing. Was she s0
stupid and stubborn to have ignored the obvious? What was wrong with her?

Sudden, angry tears formed in Tesuko's eyes.

The director went over to comfort her.

“There, yes, now cry, let it out.”

"Please,” Teruko said. "Leave ms. | want alone. Go away.”

The director left the room.

Teruko let herself cry for a few minutes longer. What was she crying for?
Nothing could be done. The director just wanted her to cry and now she had dons it. She
stopped and looked up at the wall. There was the crucifix and, right in the middie, the
black hols.

Sharoa took out the fabric she had bought and showed it to Teruko. Teruko was
lying down on the mattress. She had bosn there all afterncon since she had sesn the
director that moraing. She got up.

“Oh, very sics. It will match nicely with that skirt you wore to church Sundey .

“You thisk 50?7 Will you help me?”
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"Sure.”

Sharon pulled out the pattern packet and handed it to Teruko.

"You have to take the pattern and lay it on the fabric,” Sharon said.

Teruko opened the packet and began pulling out the beige pattern shoet as she had
done before.

"You cut the pattern out," Sharon explained pointing to the outlined squares and
curved shapes etched in biue on the beige sheet.

*Oh?" Teruko said. The black dot in her eye became a point tracing the pattern
line on the beigs paper.

Sharon got a pair of scissors. Teruko took them and began cutting out the pattern.
all 50 symmetrical here. A triangie for the siesve. A dismond for the front bodice.
Teruko worked slowly, meticulously cutting along the edges of each shape. The black dot
moved smoothly down the lines she was cutting. Teruko knew she shouldn't be straining
her oye, but she could not help but concentrate on the task at hend. She needed to
concentrate on something.

The next day Sharon came home upeet. Teruko had laid out the pattern all wrong
on the fabric. She had pinned the patiern shapes svery which way, without design or plan,
clossely packed 10 one another. Sheron had not realized this was wrong. Now the teacher
wanted her to do it again.

Terwko was puzzied. She had caly dows it the way she had always dome it in
Jepan.
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"Let me try again,” Teruko said. She looked at the picture on the back of the
packet and saw how it was supposed to be done.

"No!" Sharon grabbed the packet from Teruko's hand. *I got to do it. It's my
project. 1 got to do it myself. That's what the teacher said."

*I'm sorry,” Teruko said. She did not know what eise to say. Now what was she
going 1o do? She had hoped to help Sharon sew the shirt, but now Sharon was going to

do everything herself.

For the next several days, Teruko lay in bed. In the evenings, she would get up
help the children with their homework and then go to bed early 20 that she could be up
before the children t0 make their lunches. Teruko would stay awake until Mr. Shimada
came home late at night. While she waited, she made barley tea, mugi-cha, getting out the
large brass teapot, pouring the bariey seeds into the water and boiling it till it frothed and
bubbled. She would wait for it to cool and then would pour the mugi-cAa into a largs
glass pitcher that Mrs. Shimada hed received as a wedding git. Ms. Shimada liked mugy-
cha and would drink it after his bath. Teruko would read magszines until she heard the
back door open and then she would get up, rua the hot water for Mr. Shimada's bath and
ot a glass of the mugi-cha ready for him for after his bath.

“Tervko,” Mr. Shimada said one sight. “Have you goae 10 the doctor yt?"

“No.® Teruko handed Ms. Shimadsa his sugt-chs.
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"You better go, neh. You still have that black dot in your eye?”

Teruko nodded. She would make an appointment tomorrow.

"Teruko, did Maki-chan talk to you?"

Maki-chan was the name Mr. Shimada called his wife. But he never called
Teruko, Terw-cham, like Mrs. Shimada and the children did. Not even Teruko-san. Just
Teruko. The way the people at the group home called her.

"No," Teruko lied. Mrs. Shimada had talked to Teruko many times about God
She assumed that was what Mr. Shimada was referring to.

*God - " Mr. Shimada began, “God knows everything. He knows your suffering.
He knows your heart, Teruko.”

Teruko hung her head. She knew sbout God. She heard about Him all the time in

them. Died for them,
of Chwist pinned onto the cross, His head hanging down 10 His chest. How unlike the
Buddha on his lotus, transcendent and pescell. If she could chooss gods, whom would
she chooss?

whea my 1ifs is hard and difficult, | remember that God is love and that comforts me.”
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Teruko nodded. The Shimadas had become Christians afier they came to Canada.
Life was hard in Canada. People turned to religion when things were hard.

The doctor shook his head.

"1 don't know about that black dot. It might just be permanent. It should have
healed up by now.”

"Thank you,” Teruko said. Permanens. The word echoed in her mind.

"Do you have someone to take you home?” the doctor said, worried.

"Yes." Toruko lied. She was going to meet a friend for lunch at a noodie house in
Chinatown. That was good enough. She would tell Sanae what the doctor said.

Teruko got her prescription and headed downtown to the Happy Gardens. Sanae
was waiting for hor. She had changed her hair to a stylish bob and was wearing new
oarrings.

"How was i? The doctor?”" Sanse said. Her earrings jangled, sharp glints of light
flashing off them.

“That black hole is still there. He said it might be pormanent.”

“Oh really? That's awfl! You have to tell the director. What about Antomy?
Where is he? Does he know what he's done t0 you?”

Teruko shrugged her shoulders. “Nawew mo dekinai yo. Nothing can be doms.”

“So what are you going to do thea?”

Teruko shrugged her shoulders again. She was concentrating oa the menu. She
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The waiter arrived and they ordered.

"$0 you cut your hair, neh?" Teruko said. "It looks very nice.”

*I know. Claradid it. You know what? Clara's thinking she might want to open
her own shop and she wants me (0 be her partner. Isn't that a great idea”

"But you're still in hair-dressing school.”

Teruko smiled. Sanse moved like lightning with everything she did. They had met
in an English class at the coliege they were studying st in Japan. Sanac had always wanted
to go sbroad. She had relatives in Canada and hed visited them when she was in high

"Canada is 50 free. Japan is 50 ... 50 narrow,” Sanse once said. "Everyone is 50
you to do.”

It was Sanae who suggested they go to Canada together. Now almost a year and
could fiad work with their limited English. But Sanse had stayed only a fow months. She
was determined 10 immigrate and had made an application to the government, using her




local hair-dressing school

“Teru-chan!" Sanae's voice broke into Teruko's thoughts.

"Huh?"

"What are you going to do now?”"

Teruko did not answer She looked down into the now empty bowl of noodles to
the small pool of broth at the bottom She couldn't tell if the dark spot on the bottom of
the bowl was a puddie of pepper or was the black hole in her eyesight.

“Neh, Teru-chan” You don't know, do you? You never know what's coming
next You just let things happen to you You can't do that here, do you know that? This
is Canadas  You have to make things happen. Yow Aave so make choices, decisions.”

Teruko lowered her head. It was true. Things just happened to her. Like being
hit in the face

"You're just the same way you were at home.” Sanae complained. I can't do
anything for you now. | can't. I'm too busy.”

Teruko smiled uneasily She remembered how in Japan she had sat paralyzed at
her desk at the travel agency where she worked, wondering if she should go to Canada.
She hadn't said anything to her boss.

Finally, it was Sanse who called her boss and told him that Teruko was going to
Canada. The tickets had been bougit already. When the boss confronted Teruko, she
tearfully admitied it was true. She was let go &t once.

“Warwhatia wa neh. T'm sorry. " Sanse apologized later on the plane. "But | had 0

do it. 1 wasn't sure if you were serious sbout coming.”
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Teruko remembered looking out the plane window and thinking that, yes, she was
glad she was going. The sky outside was mid-way between morning and night 1t seemed
endless, deeply endless. Teruko felt herself on the edge of a floating abyss, between two

worlds she did not know. She felt vaguely hopeful, but even still a little sad.

Mrs. Shimada and Teruko were doing the dishes. They were standing by each
other at the sink. Teruko was washing the large, glass pitcher that the mugi-c/ur was kept
in. She would boil some more tonight for Mr. Shimada

"You know," Mrs. Shimada began, "Shi

every night and that you run the bath for him. "

Teruko nodded. The water was very soapy and Teruko's fingers slipped against
the glass.

“He said to me, Remember before the children were born when we kived in Japan
how you used to do that for me? Get the bath ready for me and then afierwards we would

have mugi-cha on the balcony and look at the stars? M
fondly.' he said. Every night, right? You give him mwgi-cha?
Teruko picked up the pitcher and was sbout to move it to the drying rack when
"You can't stay here anymore, Teruko. You must leave ©

.



Terwko Not Teru-chan

Mrs Shimada left the kitchen. Teruko looked at the broken pitcher. It lay on the
ground, scattered in pieces large and small, asymmetrical bits shaped like diamonds and
cleaning up Slowly, piece by piece, she wrapped the broken glass in the newspaper,
making sure the sharp edges were covered. There were the headlines and photos, creased
and crumpled, folded against the broken glass And sometimes there was a large wet
blotch on the paper that came from her eyes. Unwillingly. Always unwillingly. Thes
lears.

That night, Teruko packed her things. She wondered where she would go. Maybe

eye was still there.
her eyes and a warm flush came to her cheeks. Antony and she had held hands once.
They had gone to the park together with Emily in her wheelchair. No one had seen them



JAPONISME

Her favorite cafe was called ('hine Blen. She no longer remembered where in the
Paris rabble it was but that it was blue, she was sure -- a twilight blue, the color of the
evening sky before the stars -- a royal and imperious blue, the silk gown of a boy prince

It was run by a Chinese man, long haired, who had seen the world muscled and
fisted in bullets and bloodshed. His face was muzzie rough, a bulldog's bristie, and his
French. She supposed he was learned; she could never tell with refugees. He came 10 her
table, bonding over to take her order, his shirt billowing opon at the neck where she could

In the early mornings, Wang would open up the cafe, and would sit in the fromt
window (0 read the newspaper with a cup of tea, his enfant in his lap He used to smoke
he told her, but it was bad for the enfant 30 he quit. When it got busy, he would hand the
enfant to the grandmother who sat in the back behind the cash register on an old red stool
hing o'« the bills, caressing

It was she who took in the money, the wrinkled fingers sn
the changs. If there was & wifs, she was nowhere to be seen.

”



She and her lover lived in an apartment across the street from the cafe. Their bed
was near the window and in the mornings, they would stare out at the cafe, a snow white
drift of sheet over their sleepy heads. Through the hole they had made in the snow, she
could see all the people walking along Paris's grey boulevards. Her lover had a long,
broad arm that he swept around her head -- the shape of which made a frame through

which she could see the world, a painting crying out /ook, look at me!

Her job was translating japanese court poetry. She worked at the Musee Guimet,
in the back where shelf-loads of manuscripts and scrolls were stored. From out of the
densely dancing black strokes of the calligrapher’s brush she extracted poems of sutumn
leaf, spring cherry, the moon's silver reflections -- laying them out into the sun-dusky light
of the tiny back room for the curious western eye to peruse.

Her lover was French -- mud luscious French. He was to her the way e.e.
cummings spoke of spring, goat footed satyr that panned his pipes into the flutter-rustle
scariet beneath her breast. Standing one day at her desk in a long black cost, with a belt
knotted at the back of the waist, he was a shining prince of the court. Love-lom di
here he was — and, oh! in her heart's foolishness - she dropped her pen. He picked it up,

set it on her scribblings with his name card.

Guillawme de Lavison
Antiguewr d'abjets oriemale

In those first and luscious days they sat in the window seat of the cafe sipping



Warm jasmine tea, their legs entwined underneath the table. The scent of white flowers
floated up into the air, the delicious whiff of that faraway spring would bring their eyes
dancing from cup to hand, from hand to face. The walls sighed, a shudder of their blue
breath slipping over the chairs and tables, melting into the cupped white tea bowls,
mingling with the gold trim. Their eyes closed to hear the soft and silent colors when
KA - THANG!

ear-splitting crash of stone against glass, youths with swastikas running down the
street, Wang after them, broom angrily in hand. Sometimes she and her lover would stay,
watch the drama of the police -- note pads and sunglasses, black boots on splintered
glass. Other times they would slip out leaving money in the teapot. Awrry, hurry, let's go
home -- nestle together in that warm snow.

Hours and hours she spent in the dusty c'.ambers of the musce, poring over the
gentle moondit nights filled with soft scent of summer flowers, the whisper and shudder of
& courtesan’s gown as he hurried for the evening rendez-vous to meet his lover, coy and
demure behind her screen — how his words trailed like silk across her face, sheltored her
from him -- his warm, broad paim cupping like a bowl to be appraised, her chin, her mouth
and the small breaths that escaped between his fingers.

When they fought, she went to the cafe by herself where she would be beckoned
into the kitchen by the grandmother. The kitchen was that private place, not for
customers, ch no, but for the black-haired ones like her, like the old woman, like Wang
There the old woman would serve her pork soup and smow white buns filled with meat
They hardly exchangsd words. The old women would hold the enfant and walch her sip



the steaming soup The old woman smiled her golden tooth smile, clucking and cooing.
Then stretching her gnaried, hawk-like hand with its one long fingernail, she would touch
her -- her young smooth hand that held the pen, that was now holding the porcelain ladle
with the dragon swimming in its shallow depths .

From that steamy kitchen the old woman released her, let her out onto the
cobblestone alley strewn with garbage, old huddiing men. In the low dim light, she would
scurry like a frightened cat into the apartment, throw herself into the snow and press her
face against the warm bitter smell of Guillaume's pillow. Later he would come in, smoke
filled locks of hair rustling against her face, smelling the ginger of her closed eyes and
waking her to finish, finish his silly argument.

me parted the day Wang closed down the cafe. The

returned to the sea. She and Guill
o the grey buildings, at the snow in their windows. . tears sprang from her eyes as if
his blue window (o shatter into sand, the people they no longer were.



MISHIMA

Megan looked out the window of the tour bus as it roared down the street towards
Kinkaku-ji. She wondered what the pavilion would look like now. The last time she had
seen it was when she was fourteen and with her grandmother.

"Excuse me - A voice with a clipped accent came from across the aisle “l saw
you at literature conference.” Megan turned around. A thin square-faced Chinese man
with black, bristly hair cropped close to his head was leaning towards her.

*You from Canada, right”" He pointed to her name-tag -- Megan Johmwn
CANADA. "What is your study?"

"My ares is contemporary Japanese literature,” Megan said, wishing she had taken
her name-tag off. It was misieading to say she was Canadian but she did not want 10 add
the — "Even though I've lived in Japan in the past, even though my mother is Japanese.”

*Contemporary literature” The man said gleefully. “Me too!” He moved into the
empty seat beside her.

“Poetry? Prose?”” the man asked.

“Poetry. | guess — | do transistion, actually.*

*Oh, | ses. My specialty is Mishima. They're fond of him in the West, | hear *



Megan smiled and nodded. Fond wasn't quite the word she would use to describe
the way the West viewed Mishima. Still, he was probably one of the more famous
ry Japanese suthors known in the West if only for his sensational suicide in the

"Oh yes," he said most seriously. "It is the most famous thing he did. My research

*I don't know,” Megan began. "I've always thought he did it for art's sake. You
know, the ultimate act of art being desth -- making desth art.”

*Well, yes.” the man replied. "That is the most common theory accepted by critics,

“Yes, but [ cannot tell you my theory. No ome must know until 1 finish my

“| 00 " Megan wondered whet he had discoversd. He was probably going to
Kinkaku-fi because of Mishima. Megan vaguely recalled that Mishima had written a book

personsl one. She remembered dragging her fest after her grandmother. It was just after
her parents’ divorcs when her mother had returned to Japes from Canada. /1 wosld be
00d for the child 10 see the sights of her mother's counry, Magan remembered
overhearing her grandmother say t0 her mother. Yow'vw neglected she fisct she's half



Nara visiting all the old temples, casties and museums. Megan could barely remember
what they had seen except for Kinkaku-ji, the Golden Pavilion. Only the Golden Pavilion
of coming to a country she barely knew. That little trip had made a difference, made the
thought of living in Japan bearable. It wasn't until almost five years later that she was
able to return to Canada, her father's country, 10 go to university Now as a graduate
student, she was back in Japan again, this time as a Canadian on a foreign siudent
scholarship. People thougit she was lucky, slipping between cultures whenever it was to

was 30 brilliant in the sunlight thet it hurt the eyes. Mogan squinted, preferring instead to
look at its reflection in the water around #. The Chinese man, Yaozhu, had not left her
*You know he wrote s book about this pavilion? | am very heppy to be here to
see this place. It helps me in my research t0 -- 1o get his fesling, you see. That book
that? Would a person in the West burn down a church because it is beautifl?”
*I is most besutiful." Yaozhu sighed. "A man falls in love with it 30 much he



broadly swooped his arm towards the pavilion, "this building, his lover.”

He pulled out a Fuji box camera from his pocket and proceeded to take several
pictures. Then he asked someone nearby to take a picture of Megan and him standing
together. Pushing his thin, wiry body close 1o hers, he rigidly fixed his face, neatly putting
his arms in front, his hands clasped together. Megan could smell a faint trace of soap and
oil.

“Thank you,” he said politely after receiving his camera back. They began walking
towards the pavilion.

"You know the book Mishima wrote about this pavilion made him famous — 1

"Yes, he was very concerned about being famous. 1t is quite u
myself would like to be famous, but | have ro talent for writin 30 | must be something
less ... like ... hnm ... * He looked around. “Ah, like that pebbie under a grest lantern "
He pointed at a tall and imposing stone lantern nearby. Pleased with his little metaphor, he
ﬁdwanmmmhudmunﬂw!mm

“Now you, you have a chance. You are from the West and everyone listens 10



"Hmm..." Yaozhu paused to think. "Oh yes, | think | know who she is In fact she
knew Mishima quite well, didn't she”"

"1 don't know -- she's never -- oh, wait a second, you're right.  She i/ mention
him once, saying that he liked this one poem of hers very much,” Megan said,
remembering Setsuko showing her the poem and emphatically stating, “Mishima liked this

*1 must talk o her,” Yaozhu said suddenly. He pulled out his name card and gave
it to Megan.

*Please give this to her. | would like to interview her.”

Megan 100k the card reluctantly. Looking at it, she noticed that Yaozhu lived in
the ward next to hers in Tokyo. He was probably in a foreign student dorm as she was
The Kyoto literary conference had sttracted quite a few foreign student delegates from

"We-il,” Megan said slowly. "l don't know. | can ask Setsuko, but I'm not
telephone number in Tokyo?"

Now is spring and the cherry is pink

P



in the blue sky. Also it is very warm.

1 am giad 10 meet you in Kyoto. We had

a most pleasamt stroll around Kinkaku-fi.

1o you remember stone | gave you?

Here is pictwre in this letter of together us.
Do you remember my secre! theory

] tell you about Mishima? Please let's

salk. | would like 10 meet your poet

who knows Mishima.

Yowrs affectionasely,
Yaozhu

Megan read the last line with some guilt. She hadn't called Setsuko since she had
returned from the conference. She was afraid to call. Just last week, she had received a
rejection notice from a magazine for her translations and this had unnerved her. Setsuko
would ask about the magazine sooner or later and Megan feared the consequences.
Setsuko was determined 10 make a reputation for herself in the West. Any rejection of her
work by Western magazines was always the transiator’s fault.

Moegan looked at Yaozhu's lotter. She realized with a heavy sigh that she would
have to call Setsuko sooner or later. Perhaps Ysozhu's request could be a diversion in the
conversation, a way (o avoid the sticky talk of magazines and rejections. Reluctantly,
Megan gicked up the phone and called Setsuko. No one was home. There was a message
on the answering machine that said that Setsuko was away on a reading tour. Megan put
the receiver down in relief. Now she would call Yaozhu.

*Oh, Miss Megan-ean!" Yaozhu's voice was cheerfll.

*Aegan explained 10 him that Setsuko was away.

“Oh, thet is too bad,” he said lightly. “But she must be a busy woman becauss she



is so famous. She would not have time for me, | think. Thank you for trying *

"Oh, but Yaozhu, she's just not at home -- | didn't say she wouldn't see you,"
Megan insisted. She feit suddenly sorry for Yaozhu and his research project

"Really?”” Yaozhu said in disbelief. |

"1 mean | will try again when she returns,” Megan assured him.  She realized she
had unwittingly committed herself to Yaozhu's research.

"Oh, | am very grateful. Of course, yow must come with me if she agrees *

Ysozhu laughed, t00. He asked if he could meet her for lunch at a Chinese
restaurant the next day. He wanted to tell her some interesting things about Mishima that

he sucked the mest out of a shrimp and spat the scales onto his plate. He wiped his mouth
whether she was more intrigued by his words or disgusted by the way he ate.
"Main theories is he-is-n ick' theory, the ‘he-cannot-do-

beautiftol' theory.”
Megan nodded. There seemed 10 be One missing.



Yaozhu raised his hand. chopsticks dangling in mid-air "Yes' Now how you
guess””

"I don't know - it just seemed one of those things, you know. people do things
for. "

Yaozhu looked at her admiringly "You are very, very good -- that is what | am
trying to make my theory "

Megan wondered what Yaozhu had discovered, or even concocted  Literary
biographers were always trying to figure out a writer's motives  The task resulted only in
endless and fruitless speculation. Megan had hoped 10 avoid such speculation by
translating a living writer, but her poet was as difficult to fathom as one dead -- one
minute Setsuko would be telling her, "You don't understand what I'm saying.” and the
next minute she'd be shaking her head vigorously, saying. "I meant rhis before but now |
sec your meaning.” Other times Setsuko yelled at her. Megan sheepishly acknowledged it
was deserved. Art's meaning was so slippery that Megan stumbled over the paper with
leaden words, unable, she sometimes felt, to convey little but her own incompetence It
would have boen much easier, she reflected now, to have transiated the works of someonc
dead.

Yaozhu bent forward, his eyes bright. "Now you must know already because

with his hand. “Then Morita -- someone cut his head off. | try to think how | feel if | die
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like that Maybe [ think | don't want die alone | want special person with me 1 love that
person, don't you think? And he love me because he do anything for me? Yes, even kill
me No”

"Hmm," Megan replied, staring at the pile of scales on Yaozhu's plate.

"Mishima's death was love suicide," Yaozhu pronounced, slapping his hand on the
table. His plate shook, a few scales falling to the floor. "A shinju, Japanese call it."

"Do you have proof?" Megan asked

"I'm working on proof now 1 contact family of Morita soon,” Yaozhu said, his
voice lowered.

"Really?™ Megan said, her voice hollow. Was she impressed? She couldn't tell.
She herself was working with a great literary figure, but working wit' Setsuko didn't have
the same quality of foeling as working with Mishima -- there wasn't that mysterious and
macabre odour of desth. No, there was just Setsuko bustling around her house with her
desks and tables.

“It very difficult getting interview,” Yaozhu said. "They don't want to talk to

He looked suddenly despondent. Then he looked at Megan and smiled, "But at

least you, M san, are interested. That is the way of the West, no -- to find the truth?”
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stirands of her light brown hair glistened under the glare of the restaurant lights

Then he turned away and resumed eating, spitting scales, as before, onto his plate

Setsuko agreed to meet Yaozhu  "Oh, of course, | talk to him'" she said to
Megan on the phone. "I know Mishima very very well when he was alive He was my
good friend. I tell you that once, right? You must come to dinner with your Chinese man
soon. | will tell him what | know "

On the arranged day, Yaozhu arrived early at Megan's dorm o pick her up  *1 am
nervous,” he said, standing at the door in a brown suit that was too small for him “"We
must not be late.*

Megan lsughed. "We have lots of time. Come in and sit down "

Yaozhu walked stiffly into the room, his bag clutched under his arm. Megan could
soe the shoriness of his sieeve cuff, tight around his arm inches above his wrist A ragged
looking watch with a frayed yellow strap hung loosely above the hand. 1t rattled slightly
as Yaozhu raised his arm to slick back his hair.

"Really, Yaozhu, it's only a dinner,” Megan said. it's not a big thing. Setsuhois a
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What did she think of his writing? What did Ms. Murakami and Mishima speak about?

"You have to be more specific,” Megan said "You have to ask when and where
Setsuko firss met Mishima. Then you ask her how often she met him after that and in
what circumstances. Then you can go on to the feeling stuff And bring up your theory
about Morita. Don't wait for her to give you her theory about his death.”

Yaozhu nodded his head seriously. "Your technique is very good. Very-- " he
paused, “aggressive " He vigorously rubbed out his questions with an eraser and began to
write down Megan's questions.

The train ride was short  They arrived at Setsuko's house and rang the doorbell.

"Come in, come in!" Setsuko answered the door. She was wearing a large neon
pink apron and was holding a frying pan. Her long hair was swept into an untidy bun,
pinned at the back with a gaudy .ainbow-colored barrette. She led them down a narrow
corridor into a room with a small veranda. Megan knew the room well; that was where
she and Setsuko worked on the translations. Piled on the floor were papers and files of
assorted sizes. A large desk took up space by the veranda. On top was a fax machine and
a portable photocopier. The table they were to eat off had been cleared away. It was the
first time Megan had seen it thst clean; she was used t0 secing a stack of hand-scrawied
manuscripts all over it. Beside the table were two chairs Setsuko had set aside for her and
Yaozhu.

Setsuko was friendly and gracious 10 Yaozhu, telling him about her trip to
and her very good Chinese writer friond from Shanghsi whom she had met at & literary
conference in Seoul. At dinner she told anecdotes sbout ber travels around the world,
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about artists and writers she had met from ditTerent countries Megan was used to this
kind of talk from Setsuko and was not particularly engaged by the conversation  She felt
impatient and wished Yaozhu would get on with his interview When they had finished
cating, she offered to do the dishes so Yaozhu could get on with his job

Megan carried the stack of dishes into the kitchen The room was small and dinty,
filled with the dank odour of rotting vegetables and old grease Megan looked around It
was the first time she had ever been in Setsuko's kitchen. She noticed that all around the
fridge were shelves filled with colorful, odd-sized books The kitchen scemed a strange
place to keep such things. Megan looked closer

Tanikawa Shuniaro -~ With Silence My Companion. Megan pulled out the thin
volume of poetry by Tanikawa and cracked it open. The binding made a fresh popping
sound. The book had never been opened. Megan quickly put it back She spolted
another book in German with the bold letters (GRASYS on the spine. Opening the front
cover, she noticed a flourished inscription: 70 my wosderful and beawtiful Madaome
Butterfly, Setsuko, Gumier Grass 1978. A small fruit fly was squashed on the corner of
the front page -- the rest of the pages were bunched together in a sticky clump

Megan felt a sickly rush of curiosity -- she began pulling out book after book,
checking the front pages -- “To Seisuko, the great poctess of Japan  From (kavio Paz
Mexico City Writers Congress July 1979 " "Ta the Fire Lady Setswko lLove Sulmun
Rushdie, London 1980," "To Setswko Seamus Heaney,” "Setswho, with sincerest
affection, Nadine Gordimer Paris 1982", "To Setsubo Margaret Atwood  Toromio



finger She then flipped through the book, going over sorae of the poems she had studied
in university. Had Setsuko even looked through this book once? Megan was about to put
it back when she noticed a dusty red and yellow roach hotel pressed against the wall
where the book had been. Megan dropped the book in disgust. She could see a brown
scaly body squashed against the cardboard, imprinted like a picture. Quickly, she picked
up the Atwood and shoved it back into its place.

Megan backed away from the bookshelf She noticed a thin layer of kitchen grease
on all the books, making each of them appear, in orderly perfection, shiny and slick to the
touch. Was Mishima here 100? Megan wondered. She searched carefully. On the
bottom shelf, nearest the fridge door, was a black space where books had obviously been
recently removed. One lone book lay flat on the shelf -- The Temple of the Golden
Pavilion. Megan picked it up. The cover was faded and worn, the pages rather grubby.
Inside was an inscription:

Art's meditation, could it be you?
Oh, how | wish, oh, how | wish it were so.

It seemed an odd inscription, but Megan thougit she had perhaps read it wrong. Of
course, as she could now see, writers wrote all sorts of silly sentimental things in book
covers. But there was something disconcerting about the words in fhis book. Could
Yaozhu's hunch be rigit? Was it love? But who was Mishima in love with?

Megan took out the book and went back to the other room.

“Oh, Megan-san! Come be with us!® Setsuko seid. She was sitting in the one



“1 brought this one of Mishima's t=. ' 1. + teosashelf -- ¥ Megan said,
handing her the book.

"Oh, that one -- [ didn't think thas .- . as wmpories 10 bring out,” Setsuko said,
her voice lowered. She did not mention ac ins. rypes

There was an awkward silence .~ :nc m betore Setsuko finally said, "/ wanted
to live. That was our essential conflict -

"Yes, Mishima did want to die,” Yaozhu said solemnly.

The phone rang. Setsuko sprang up from her chair to answer it

"Oh, Mr. Rodriguez! Yes, | remember you. It was very nice of you to show me
around Mexico City -- I have forgotten that trip. Another festival? But of course,
Paz. Yes, yes. | know, 1 will try to bring some more English translations Yes, yes |

Setsuko hung up the phone. She looked slightly flushed as she said, "I am going
to Mexico for writers festival again. They invite me."

Yaozhu began to clap. Megan looked at him strangely. He seemed entranced as if
watching a diva.

*My! Your friend flatters me," Setsuko said. "Now | must get my writings
yaot?”

“I'm afiraid they didn’t want myy transiations,” she admitted quictly. To Megan's



surprise, Setsuko merely screwed up her face momentarily before she smiled and said, "Oh
well [ 52/l need transiations for the festival I'll get you to translate the shorter, lesser

poems
Lesser. Setsuko had a way of being gracious with a knife. Megan supposed it
could be worse, but that was still not much consolation.

"You know -- " Setsuko began. "1 know someone who will help you -- an

The fax machine suddenly beeped. Yaozhu stood up and went to look at the

"A writer can be famous all over the world now,” he said, mesmerized by the paper
with its Spanish and English message. “Not just in your own country.”

"Yes." Setsuko said, her eyes bright.

“And what of Morita”
"She says it is possible although she says no evideace, of course.”

97



Megan leaned towards Yaozhu. "Are you sure””

"Why do you ask? Yaozhu looked at Megan oddly "Have | done my rescarch
the wrong way? | ask all your questions.”

"No, no,” Megan said, shaking her head, "It's not your technique or my questions
It's -- *

"What is wrong”"

"We-Il.” Megan said. "Did you ever think maybe she might have been his lover
once?"

"Setsuko?” Yaozhu drew back, surprised at the thought.

"You know, she might've been.”

"No, that is not possible.” Yaozhu said firmly. "Mishima was a homosexual "

Megan sighed. She leaned back. Yaozhu sat stiff and uprigh:, his eyes distant, a
curl of a smile on his face. He had folded his thin, candle-like fingers together in his lap
Megan thought he looked stupidly enlightened, a student Buddha.

Megan sighed as she looked at the scrap of paper with Basil Howard's collcge
address and phone number. She picked up the phone reluctantly Why did she have to
all people, the man whose transiations of Japanese literature she had studied in her



he welcomed her warmly He was a tall, thin man with a long, carved face and silver hair
that hung in wispy strands around his neck. There was an elegant stoop to his shoulders
as he bent down 1o shake Megan's hand.  His voice was smooth and deep, with a faint
trace of a Boston accent. But when he opened his mouth to laugh, Megan noticed one
front tooth that was rotting, a chip of black in the corner. Without thinking, M#_an ran
her tongue over her own teeth

Howard smiled at Megan. He let her speak for some time without interrupting.

Japanese and then went on. My father's a Canadian; he met my mother when he was
werking here on contract for a secwrities company. My mother's from Yokohama. After
they got married, they moved 1o Canada where I was born. Megan stopped for a
moment. She didn't like talking about the divorce but there was no way to avoid it. Well,
it didin’t work owt, the marriage | mean. My Mom came back 10 Japan with me when |
was fourteen. She put me in an American school so I could learn everything in English.
My father got me into university in Vancouver. | groduated there and then got a
scholarship to study here, to do transiation. Megan watched Howard's eyes, hoping for
acknowledgement, but he looked benignly back at her, his cheek resting on the palm of his
After she had finished, he said, "1 see. And now, let me see your translations.”



fingers were curled tightly around the edges of the folder Howard tugged at it Finally,
Megan let go.

"Setsuko told me on the phone you're quite a translator,” tioward said
reassuringly. "She said your being nearly bilingual helps enormously when you work
together.”

"Well, yes," Megan said shyly.

"I'll have to spend a couple of days on this. Do you mind if | call you when I'm
done?"

"Oh that would be just fine.* Megan picked up her briefcase to leave She suddenly
thought of Yaozhu. "Mr. Howard -- Setsuko told me you knew Yukio Mishima rather
well. A Chinese student | know is researching Mishima's death and Setsuko said you
knew ¢ iite a lot about the man.”

Yes, 1 did know Mishima rather well -- " Howard said, "and this Chinese student
friend of yours -- what is his angle? Literary? Biographical? Psychological”*

His. Megan wondered how Howard knew Yaozhu was a man

"Well, he seems to think Mishima committed a love suicide with his second,
Morita. He thinks love was the cause of the death.”

"Yes, that is one of the theories but not one often deeply explored.”

"It is?" Megan said.

"Yes, I'm sure your friend has run into it in the biographical literature on Mishima
I wrote a book on Mishima myself and touched on the notion_”

"No, he seems to have thougit of it himself " Megan said “He said he had

100



interviewed some members of the family *

*"Oh? | wonder who?" Howard raised his eyebrows. "They are rather tight-
lipped. And I suspect they wouldn't really know. The whole thing was a tragic
embarrassment for them Mishima lived out his obsessions in a public literary life that ran
counter to a rather private and mundane family life. He kept the two quite separated ”

“Then it must've been a shock to them when he killed himself "

*No -- it wasn't entirely unexpected.” Howard shook his head. "I suppose for them
it was really just a matter of when it would happen ”

Megan wondered how such a death could not have been a shock. A deep shock,
no matter what Mishima's strange impulses for art and life were. Perhaps she was not
Japanese enough to understand -- she could only picture herseif aghast like the western
journalists who must have witnessed the scene only to feel that sudden great gap between
cultures.

Howard's response to Megan's translations were positive.
"They're quite fine,” he said over the phone. "I'd like you to come over and see me
to go over some corrections I've made.”
When Megan arrived at Howard's office, he showed her the transiation of a poem
he speculated Setsuko might have written to Mishima.
Red memory licks

at brigit wosnds of metal
swordside shudders
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of ecsiasy inside me
HOW ONE, e LN

"People said they were lovers, you know.” Howard said "In fact that was how |
got to know Setsuko. She and | met through Mishima a long time ago when he was alive
I've helped her now and then with foreign matters, and she's familiar with my translations
of contemporary Japanese fiction writers.”

"But I thought Mishima was a homosexual,” Megan said

“Yes, but he was also married. | think he responded to anyone who loved him
whether it was 8 woman or a man, but when /i had to reciprocate, he would withdraw *

"Really?” Megan said excitedly. "So perhaps the Morita theory is night”” She feht
a quick rush of curiosity for Yaozhu,

*Of course, there hasn't been any real conclusive evidence,” Howard said slowly

"But | believe without a doubt that Morita was the cauie. Mishima was a man deeply
devoid of love -- all he knew was the tyranny of it from his over-possessive grandmother
"Whatever he had with Morita -- probably the purest and private love he had
experienced -- would have sooner or later been corrupted by something from the outside -
this reason. There is no way for their perfect love to continue except in death --
especially in Mishima's case with its being homosexusl love. Mishima coveted love He
had to protect it from everything - even himself, oddly enough. The only way he could
protect it was in death. Love was his innermost longing, | believe -- not death -- but this
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longing for love was unconscious "

"But surely he was more independent than that -- | mean from his family'" Megan
for Yaozhu. "I mean, Mishima had such great artistic success. That must obviously have
given him the freedom to love whoever he wanted.”

Howard laughed "One never escapes the tyranny of one's success. And besides
this success is relative. Let me tell you -- there are whole worlds of people out there for
whom art means nothing. Haven't you heard of the notion silly artis?? Well, that was
what Mishima was to his father -- a silly artist with silly notions. You humour a creature
like that until he does something perverse, and then you scratch your head and ask
yourself what's wrong. For many people, Mishima was just queer *

Yaozhu's words insanity theory popped into Megan's head. She struggled to

understand how one could look at genius as queer.

change this word here. Have you been using a dictionary? It seems to me this word could
mean something else in this context "
*Oh yes, | do use a dictionary,” Megan said off-handedly, “but I rely on my
Howard looked at her. Do you write poetry yourself?”
“No - " Megan began. "but - *
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"And have you been sending out to magazines””

"Which ones”"

"The Kenyon Review, American "ranslators Review, Poctry Chicago ®

"We-ll, I think the translations are fine. Why don't you go over the changes | made
and give them back to me? | know some of the editors of those magazines -- I'll give you
a reference. These editors can really be pompous asses sometimes -- they often toss out
work by people they don't know.”

"You'll give me a reference?” Megan said, flabbergasted "Really?”

“Sure, | will." Howard smiled. The black tooth now seemed less ominous, jus

rotted with decay. Megan took her translations and put them in her briefcase

er to call me when you're done," Howard said, watching her.
"Oh, I will. And also -- maybe | should have you meet my Chinese friend *
"Oh no -- that won't be necessary. He can read my book. Do tell him, though,

that he's on the right track "

It is good! You make friend like | make friend, and we all help cach other get

“Yes,” Mogan said cheerfully. “ guess that is what it boils down to.”



and they say Morita was not homosexual. They say over and over again. They say he had
girifriend. They even give me her name "

"Really, you talked to Morita's family?"

"Yes ... is that maybe surprise? | learn many good technique from you how to do
interview, 50 now | use them with this family "

"Oh," Megan said. She wanted to say Sravo!, but she felt suddenly deflated.

Ysozhu put his hand into his pocket and pulled out a plastic packet of school pins.
He gave it to Megan.

“This is where | go 1o meet girifriend. Her name is Makiko Tsusukawa. Her
husband is principal of some kind of military school. They have big Japanese flag in the
school and they make the students sing Ximigayo every moming. They sang to me when |

come to visit. She's a nationalist, believ
“Well that explains her ¢ ship to Morita, doesn't it? A marriage of
ideologies, no doubt. What did she say about Mishima”"

But she 38id, though, Morita loved Japan and was not afraid to die for his country.”

Howard listened to Megan's account of Yaozhu's story. He thought the story
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Megan was offended. Yaozhu would not have lied about something like that

Howard brought out Megan's translations

"I've looked over your poems and taken the liberty of faxing over a few to the
editors of The Kenyon. They said they'd take them. | sent some down to Kyvwo magazine
as well. They're always looking for new translations of things "

“Oh, that's wonderful'” Megan clasped her hands. "1 can't wait to tell Setsuko.
Thank you so much!”

“Not at all,” Howard said. “I've not written for many years now myself, but people
still respect my opinion. [ do that now and then -- help out a beginning transiator "

He sighed.

“Being burnt out myself, it's consoling.”

“Burnt out? You're not burnt out!” Megan protested. "People still study your
anthology of contemporary Japanese short stories in university. t's the standard text *

“Heh!” Howard lsughed. °1 had a good distributor and the field of Asian literature
was starting to boom when | translated those works. In those days, if you had a good
mind to know languages and weren't into European culture —- and most people still were
then - you could transiate Asian things and people would eat them up. You just simply
the best. My success was a mixture of fashion and promotional politics.®

“And talent."

“Talont, what is that?" Howard laughed bitterly. “If | had talent, | would have
written novels, not transiations.”



"Well, it's not as if you can't continue translating, is it?" Megan said, wondering
why Howard had chosen to speak about himself in this way to her. "With Japan's profile
increasing in the world, there'll be even more of a demand for work like yours.”

"Yes, it ultimately does boil down to these socio-economic realities, doesa't it?
But I'm too old to be cheered by that -- translations are for you to do, not me. Someone
younger.”

He handed back Megan's transiations. "Let's meet at my house next time. The

college will be closed for semester break.”

Howard's house was set deep into a hilly suburb outside Tokyo. Megan had to
take a bus from the station before she reached the address. The house was new but when
Megan stepped inside, the place felt stale — darkly cluttered with books and cumbersome
furniture. It seemed as if Howard had just moved in without any concern for how things
should be placed. Megan had been in houses like that with her mother when they visited
Canadian frionds in Tokyo. Her mother called them guijin places. They try and make it
home, she had said, but it's not their home.

Howard led Megan into a room filled with bookshelves. The air was damp. An
netural light in the room except for a window above the couch. On its ledge was s clay

pot filled with painted branches covered in dust.
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couch. He took out a cigarette. Megan stood still, wondering what to do. Should she sit
on the chair or on the couch”? She opted for the chasir. Howaid did not move. o

"Do you mind if | smoke?" he called out to her.

"We-ll," Megan began.

"Of course, you do," Howard said. "Il open the window."

Howard remained sitting as he reached over to the window to open it. A cool stiff
broeze blew in, rustling the branches in the clay pot, scattering dust onto the couch.
Howard sucked at his cigarette and then blew smoke out the window. He looked sharply
once at Megan sitting quietly in the chair. Then he stood up and abruptly shut the
window. He butted out his cigarette.

“I'm not usually o considerate,” he said almost gruffly as he walked over to where

He took out her translations from his desk and gave them to her. Megan read
silertly, noting each mistake. She felt no compulsion 10 speak. Each mistake now seemed

*Oh him -- well, he’s fine. | mean his research seems 10 be going well. 1 think
your information helped him a lot.*
to his place. We met at a conference and have just been kesping in touch because of our



mutual interest in literature.”

than of Setsuko's.
"What power of insight, of intuition your friend must have," Howard said, "to

have guessed about the Morita possibility. "
Megan did not say anything. She thought of Yaozhu and his silly clapping.
8," Howard said slowly and

*You know your friend is quite right about Mishim
deliberately, looking directly at Megan's eyes. “He committed suicide for love.”

"But there’s no proof!” Megan said adamantly. “You ssid 50 yourself! It can't be
as simple as that ”

"Oh, 1 have proof." Howard stood up. "Proof that no one else has." He reached to
the top shelf of the bookcase beside him and pulled down a dusty lacquer box.

"You know sbout Mishima's private army, the Tase-no-kai? | was working as a
some of his stories by that time, 50 we knew each other. He asked me to come out to one
of his treining camps in Gotemba because he wanted me to write an article for the westorn
opportunity, 30 of course | took him up on it. | was sbile to interview quite a few of the



remember now what -- but we got around to talking about Mishima himself. Morita was
very proud to be Mishima's disciple, 1 guess you'd call it He talked on and on about
Mishima's abilities, mostly about his skill and strength, but not at all about his writing.
That | thought was odd. He talked about devotion to the Emperor in relation to Mishima.
There was something there 1 couldn't quite understand. Then Morita suddenly told the
interpreting student to leave the room. When he left, Morita slipped me a large stuffed
envelope. 1 have never understood why he gave it to me, a foreign journalist, except that
he thought that that would have been what Mishima wanted .*

Megan's heart was beating hard.

“I've kept those papers in this box for years. ['ve always thought about writing
about them, but every time I take them out I can't bear the thought of exposing this
vulnerability of Mishima's "
them to Megan. She could barely make out the faded brown lines. There was one set of
brown lines, alternating with another in slightly thicker brown. One line must have been
Morita's, the other Mishima's. She could not coherently read the sentences but could only
Jove, strangely thick in its lines as if whoever had used the brush had dipped it deeply in
the ink. A sudden cold shudder rippled through Megan's body when she noticed the next
character chi - blood. The whols letter was writien in blood.

A warm hand foll on Megan's shoulder, the fingors crawling into the groove of her
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Megan screamed. The hand suddenly withdrew. Megan whirled around to face Howard.
Howard laughed nervously. "Why weren't you ready for me, love? You came
here, didn't you? You are so beautiful "
He moved towards her. Megan stepped backwards, forcing herself against the

"I -- 1 don't want you," she said weakly, leaning farther back, her hands pressing
hard against the desk. Her body was exposed to him. She had nothing to protect herself
with. Howard moved closer, his thighs now touching hers, his hands moving around her
waist, forcing her into his embrace. Megan blindly felt behind her and grabbed the letters
on the desk. She scrunched them in her hands and shoved them hard into Howard's face.

"You b-bitch!” Howard sputtered. “Don't you know what those are?” He pushed
forward, stepping onto the sheets.
been s0 stupid? Tears jarred her eyes as she stumbled down the street. She didn't know
invaded her body and she fell onto a garbage can, wanting to vomit.

Two young boys playing with a red bell stopped to stare at her. They looked at
her and then one another. The oldest one pointed st her and jeered, Gaijin da! Gaijin da!



By the time Megan reached the station, it was dark. Neon lights glowed around
the milling throngs of people as they hurried out into the darkness in taxis and buses
Megan went directly to a phone. She picked up the receiver.

"Hello? Hello? Who's there?” a voice answered.

"Yaozhw, it's m-m-me, Megan. Are you busy?”"

"Oh, Megan-san! How are you?*

"I-I'm fine, I-1 guess, and you?"

"Very good! 1 saw your poet Setsuko-san in the paper today. She is going to
Australia to accept a prize for some poetry that was iransiated into English. Did yow do
it?”

"W-what?"

A prize. She won a prize. Setsuko-san won a prize "

“1 don't know anything about it," she said. She felt like cry.ug again.

"Megan-san”"

"What? What is &?*

12



It's trwe, it'’s all trwe what you said all along. You were right, Yaozhu, youw were
right. The words sung loud in Megan's head. She wanted to clap her hands to her ears,
the resounding truth unbearably loud, 30 evident and yet so hidden. Lowve, love, Jove said
the clacking wheels of the train pushing her toward Yaozhu -- there was no proof ever of
these things, everything was felt and then proof found like brown words on white paper
clenched in her hands, that was proof, wasn't it? Wasn'? it?

Yaozhu was waiting for her at the Chinese restsurant. He stood up when he saw

her hands dropping onto his shoulders.

Yaozhu stiffer~d.
he did, he did," Megan said, her voice quavering. She grabbed Yaozhu's hands. "What's
the matter, don't you believe me? Yaozhu - I did this for you. 1 know the truth now.
I've found it.”
them away.

“Megan-san — |, | am a m-married man.*
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"What??" Megan drew back her arms. Her cheeks bumned red

"Why didn't you tell me?" she cried.

Yaozhu looked bewildered. "But I don't understand, Megan-san, why are you
surprised? Such information is not important -- not for you and I  Our concern is
literature, no?"

Megan was not listening. She saw in ber mind the picture of a face, placid and
resigned. A Chinese woman's face. A wife's face. A face that knew the quiet duty of
waiting, and not wanting. Megan's cheeks burned red with shame  The coliapse was quiet
and sudden -- the way Mishima must have felt when he realized he was truly dying.
Everything then must have tasted of blood. A metallic sweetness. And then, the strong,
cold reproach of death.
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A RETURN

Mary Jane Nishikawa put the receiver down and sighed. The call was from Henry.
He was at some gas station just outside the city limits. It was the second time he had
called her since he left the city an hour ago. /'m going now. [ really am, he said. Good,
Mary Jane replied and hung up. She had told him before never to call again. He simply
inappropriate. Still, she could not help herself. She knew she was lonely and book-cured,
in noed of company. Henry was company. Henry was flesh. He was also brilliant, one of
he was driving away to Toronto in his parents’ pick-up truck with furniture he had once
thought (0 use in an apartment with Mary Jane. In his galiant stupidity, he had told his
and he, barely into his twenties, the only son of a doctor and his petrician wife. They were
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discretion. That meant the end of the relationship. Two months before Henry's defense,
Mary Jane withdrew from supervision of his thesis work. Henry stumbled through and
after a long battle with his parents finally decided to follow them east where his father had
been transferred to one of the bigger hospitals in Toronto. Henry would complete his
Ph.D. at York.

The phone rang again. Mary Jane hesitated before picking it up.

*Mary Jane?" It was a woman's voice.

"Aunt Machi!" Mary Jane said, relieved. “What a surprise! What are you calling
me here for?"

at the university' and give me your number."

"Oh no, that's just fine. So how are things on the farm? How's your back?

“Oh, everything's okay. My back's sore -- picked all the carrots yesterday | bring
them to your mother’s place on the weekend "

“Yeah."

“Oh, you're coming ia because you're going to Vancouver this wockend -- for the
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"Yeah, but Omatsu-san is sick."

"Oh no! She was going with you, wasn't she? That's what I'd heard *

"I know, but now she's sick And | don't want to go hitori, you know, by myself "

"That's a problem,” Mary Jane said sympathetically. She didn't know what else to
say [Is that what her aunt had called for? To tell her Omatsu-san was sick? Then it
dawned on her what the point of the call was,

"You want me to go with you, is that it?"

"Yeah, can you? | ask your mother and she say 'Take Mary Jane'. Omatsu-san say
I should go with someone, she don't mind giving her hotel away to you.”

Mary Jane laughed, “Sure, why not? It'll be nice.”

" Ah yokatia!® her aunt said, relieved.
were all that way, that whole generation of Nisei women. Timid and seif-effacing. Never
asserting their desires or feelings. It was a wonder they ever got on with their lives after
the war years. She had heard that many of the women had been unable to marry -- Poor
scwl-wir-san had a beau back in Vancowver, so they say, but she never heard from him
afier they left the coast, her mother said more than once. Can't marry a hakujin, amd no
Nippon-jin arowsd for miles, what you going 10 do? Shikata ga nai. /1 can't be helped.
You den't marry ot all. Mary Jane remembered her mother telling her this, looking st her
whole generation did. Leaning slightly (o suggest - AA, we are worried for yow, i0o,
Mary Jane. 11 is lonely wot 10 be married.  Her mother had been one of the lucky ones --
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daughter of Okinawan farmers in Taber who eagerly welcomed the ragged band of Nikkei
from the coast. There was a sudden influx of eligible Japanese men One of them was
Mary Jane's father. He was a west coaster, from Vancouver. One of the displaced
Although Aunt Machi would never say it, Mary Jane knew she was afraid of going
to Vancouver. It had taken courage for her 10 apply to the conference She did not want
to go when she first heard where the conference was. } ancowver? her face had paled
slightly. She had gone to all the other international Buddhist conferences and meetings --
she had been to the big one in Hawaii two years ago and had thoroughly enjoyed herself’
But that was when Uncle Mas had been alive. He had died of a heart attack only a year
Vancouver. Mary Jane was never 10Md the circumstances. Things just happened in
to very carefully culled memories

Powell Street. Mary Jane squinted at the narrow strip of road with its storefronts
snd doorways. She had never been to this section of town akthough she had visited
bowing to each other on strest corners. Baachan, her grandmother, would have boon one



of those people Aunt Machi would have been a newly married young woman then and
Mary Jane's father just old enough to drive the family car. They all would have been
familiar with this street in the days before the war.

Go look around, her sunt said. Maybe you can find the school your Dad and |
wend to. It's around here. | know it. Mary Jane left the Buddhist Church where the
conference was and walked down the street. She found the school a block north of
Powell, still standing as it must have when her father attended -- a square white two-
storey building with simple black lettering -- VANCOUVER JAPANESE LANGUAGE
SCHOOL -- sbove the doorway.

Mary Jane went in. The school appeared empty and hollow-sounding except for
the occasional noise coming from inside a classroom to her left. AMaybe there is someone
there who coukd show me around, Mary Jane thougit. She went into the classroom. It
was large, cluttered with cabinets and boxes. A largs wooden table stacked with
community newsietters took up most of the middie of the room. Black and white portrait
photos of Nisei men in suits from the fifties hung in an arc on the back wall -- past
presidents of the school or of soms local Japanese associstion. A banner with
WELCOME TO THE J.C.C.A ANNUAL SALMON BARBECUE lsy crumpling on top of
old boxes stacked below the window ledge. In the far corner of the room, barely visible
amidst the piles of books and boxes on the floor, was & man sitting behind a desk,
sbeorbed in a aswspaper. A styrofoam cup and a haif-eaten Chinsss bun lay on a paper
aapkin aserby.

"Hello?” Mary Jans naid.
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The man looked up. He had a square face that seemed inscrutably boyish. His
black hair was dark and coarse, with a faint sprinkle of grey in it. It was cut neatly,
professionally. He wore 2 yellow Lacoste shirt with beige Bermuda shorts. Near his chair
Was a tennis racket in its case.

"Would you like something”?” the man said.

*I'd just like to look around. My father went to school here when he was young

*Well go ahead then and look,” the man said abruptly and returned to his paper.
How rude! Mary Jane thougit, leaving the room. She wandered upstairs through

to learn Japanese. She stopped at a window and gazed at the stroet below. Was it too

much for him to offer to show her around? Especially here where the very past her father

and sunt seemed to evade became 30 real? Was it that much of an imposition? Mary Jane

on 10 the past.

Mary Jane returned downstairs to say a sarcastic thank-you to the man, but when




sunt is at the Buddhist Church right now participating in the conference.”

"Oh yes, | was just there myself! Who is your aunt?”

"Machi Nishikaws -- *

"Nishikawa, Nishikawa -~ * the woman muttered, "she had a brother -- Yosh, no? -
- lived over near Jackson or around there."

"Yes, that's right. Yosh's my Dad."

*Well really? How about that? You tell your Dad you saw Emi Tanaka -- | was
Tanaka then. I'm sure he'll remember.” The old Nisei woman isughed softly. "You better
get going there to the church. | think that session your sunt's ut is over now."

. "You can't

imagine who I just met -- oh, but you wouldn't know syway — | wish your Dad were

here -- this is Susan Matsumura, her mother was my nabodo, and Matsumurs
still alive, do you believe it?"

thoss in the old days. Especially for ones like your aust here thet's too shy to say who
she's boen liking. "  Aumt Machi blushed slightly, waving her hand in embarrassment.
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Mother could hardly believe it when I told her on the phone. She's waiting for us at the
house.”

"Gee, it's been so many years,” Auntie Machi said. "[ can't believe it. 1 wish Mas
were here.”

Her eyes were wet. Mary Jane gave her a tissue.

The Matsumuras lived in Richmond. Oid Matsumura Obasan was waiting for
Machi, she stood up at once.

"Nan-t0 moh! Such a rong time.” Matsumura Obasan said, wiping her eyes as she
held Aunt Machi's hand.

"It's been almost forty years, nech, Obasan?”

"Obasan -~ kore watashi no mei desw — my niece, Mary Jane *

Matsumura Obasan stretched out her hand to Mary Jane. "Nice meet you, Merry "
She turned to Aunt Machi and spoke in Japenese.

“She says you're very pretty, Mary Jane -- she thinks you have lovely long hair.”




*Mouai-nai," Matsumura Obasan shook her head.

"What-s-waste,” Aunt Machi iranslated.

The three of them sat down in the living room as Susan brought out Japanese tea

Susan began the conversation. Remember Powell Street? Remember the way it
was? Aunt Machi nodded her head. / swre do. And from there it started, the banter of

stories between the two Nisei -- old memories spilling out, a river of information long

stagnant in silence. They talked about the old community on Powell Street, the language

school where Matsumura Obasan taught Japanese to the childs
learned who everyone was. There were baseball games in Oppenheimer Park -- an all-
Matsumura Obasan introduced Mas to Machi — He was a bil brash, ] didn't like him at

Jirst. Bui at least he didn’t gamble - that's what counsed in a husband in those days.
Susan laughed. 7har's right. Thase single men were always gambling in their spare
ol a studbo? Bet you that was the first time he ever wore a suit! Marrying's serious
business, eh? Aunt Machi laughed.  So what happened 10 Yosh? Susan asked. Well,
really had a shing going. They were 100 young. The Tanakas wemt 10 a differemt comp.
soltly, married a Nisei she met in Toromto — George Goto. Really? Austy Machi's
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too — an Okinawan from Alberta, Mary Jane's mother. Susan looked at Mary Jane.
She must've been pretty — look at her danghter. Okinawa girls are pretty, | hear Mary
Jane lowered her head shyly. Aunt Machi took Mary Jane's hand. Yeah, we were the
Iucky ones. 1 don't think I could have gotten through it all if is weren't for the family. |
was just beside myself when they took Papa and Mas away for road camp. It was just
Mother and | and Yosh. Poor Yosh -- they'd iaken away the car. He conldn't see Emi ot
all. She lived so far and there was that curfew to worry about. We didn't know what was
going 10 happen. They were putting people in Hastings Park then. And there was ialk
about the camps in the interior. We didn't know what we showld do. Shikata ga nai.
Shikata ga nai. That’s what Mother was always saying. We have to go where they send
us. Next thing you know, we're on a train. We were at Lemon Creek. You? Susan
responded at once. Greemwood. We wemt to Greenwood. Aunt Machi resumed. /1 govt
betier when the men finally arrived. The houses were 30 cold and flimsy -- we needed the
men 10 repair things. In the end we all decided 10 go 10 Albersa, so that's where we went
and that's where we've been since. How about you? Susan took in a breath. Mary Jane
could soe these were painful memories. We went 10 Greemwood, like | sasd. We ssayed
there for a few years. We goi a whole shack 10 ourselves because we were a large
Jamily-- there were five of us kids and Mom and Dad. | met my husband in Greemwwood.
Roy Horiguchi — they were from Haney. Mother and Father wanted 10 go back to the
coast. [t was a crazy idea — | mean there was nothing there for us. We lived in Merrits
stil the ban was lifded and then came back as soon as we could. Roy got a job at a bank
~ just clerking, but that was all right. Then my babies were born — Vanessa, Rachel and
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James. Vamessa and Rachel are married now and live here in Vancouver. James lives in
L.A. He's a dentist. Remember my younger brother Tats — the one who played on the

sawe baseball team as Yash? Well he's here, t00. He's got iwo sons -- one's a doctor in

Winnipeg, married with two kids and the other an accountant here in Vancouver -

laid it on Mary Jane’s lap.
telling you about. The accountant.” She looked at the picture. "That's a pretty old photo
Mary Jane picked up the picture and looked at it closely. She recognized the man
as the one she had met in the language school office. He looked younger in the picture.
Matsumura Obasan turned to her daughter and spoke to her in Japaness. Susan
lsughed and said to Mary Jane, "My mother wants me to tell you that Mike is unmarried.”
“1 s0¢," Mary Jane said smiling. She picked up the picture and was sbout to hand
it back when she noticed Matsumura Obasan staring at her. Marsy Jane paused. She drew
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But in her reflection were wrinkles, especially around the eyes, lines of small wearin

She would have liked to erase them all and be as neat in the gown of her own achievement
as Mike was then, but such a time was long past. Such young men, 30 many mistakes
made with them, the Henrys ‘whom she crowned with blows, the bitternesses of her own
noeds. This man in the photo was not young now, but they would preserve him as such
for her, just for this opportunity to present him to her.

Susan's voice broke in. Well that Michael, he's quite a fellow. She began to talk
about him -- where he had gone to university, what he studied, what his hobbies were.
Mary Jane heard it all in careful attentive silence. Mike was a C A, did his undergraduate
at U.B.C and completed his M.B.A in California. He spoke relatively good Japanese,
having spent a year in Tokyo at a trade company there just after his M.B.A. Now he was

lived alone in a small condominium in False Creck. He liked to play tennis and did a lot of

1.C.C.A office -- the one located in the language school. He liked to read, but mostly
Thea Aunt Machi spoks. She looked at Mary Jane. Why, Mary Jane likes

in 3chool, not at the mathematics but at the writing and spelling. She won a writing

always getiing scholarsiips — that’s why she went on 1o PA.D. in Toronto, University of

Toromto, a very good school they say, and her parents dide’t hawe to pay a cent. She




studied with that famous sensei there — what's his name the Northern Fly one? And she
did odori one year, one of the Issei in town taught all the Sansei girls - it was the year of
the Japanese Canadian Centennial, 1977, remember? Oh, Mike participated too? [t was
the first time Mary Jane took those silly barreties out of her hair and did something
different with her hair - wore it in a bun. And now she's teaching at the university and
she’s very good at it - has lots of studenis that all like her.

"Bungaku-shojo desu neh?” Matsumura Obasan spoke out.

"What?" Mary Jane turned to Susan.

“It means -- well, it's rather hard to transiate, but | guess it would mean ‘the book-
loving little girl"."

"Me too, | was. 1 rike reading berry much,” Matsumura Obasan said, smiling,
Matsumura Obasan's clasp was firm and warm.
face turned slightly pale. Mary Jane could see she had exhausted herself. It was time to
bag full of packaged B.C. seaweed.
you, Obasan.”

"Yes, and don't be such a stranger, Machi!” Susan said. "Come back t0 Vancouver
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whenever you're in Vancouver, stop in, you hear?

They walked out together to the car. The wind was moist and the air filled with
t'se warm breath of rain.

"You can smell the sea here.” Aunt Machi paused to breathe the air  She took
hold of Mary Jane's hand and squeezed it

"Thank you for coming with me,"” she said. "Il remember this "

Two weeks later Mary Jane received a letter in the mail. It was from Mike
Matsumura. There was also a photo enclosed -- this time of an older man with streaks of

grey in his hair, He was wearing a suit.

The letter was handwritten in small broad strokes on company letterhead.
Dear Ms. Nishikawa,

This letser is an imroduction of myself
1o you. My name is Mike Matswmura. My gromndn
m;mmm:eﬁmﬂluﬁk
o you. | hape you do not find this letter oo
Jorward of me. o
have met you once already ot the language
school bekind Powell but my memory seems 1o have
Joiled me, and | regret not paying otsention
when it was dive.

Imbhqvh)mﬂlihwn

Ii-r -ﬂmnﬁm&mm“?




'm afraid I'm not a good writer as you can
mby this letter, but if you do not mind

1 would tnjoy cmewldmg wth Yyow. Alm

yourself?
Yours truly,

Mike Matsumura

Mary Jane picked up the photo and looked at it again. She laughed softly to
where that picture was -- the one Aunt Machi spoke of, the one from the Centennial
where she was wearing a kimono with her hair in a bun -- wowid that be good enough, she
wondered, remembering the day it was taken, how effortless it had been doing odori in the
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FOR THE LOVE OF IT

For want of an old Shakespeare, she phoned an old lover with whom she had not
spoken for a few years.

“Fine," she replied. "I want to know if | can have my Shakespeare back. You

“I'm going back to school *

*1 don't know. Il have to look *

“I'l noed it in a week. Can you call me if you find it?”

“Sure,” he said. "Il call “

She bung up the phone. Then she went to the kitchen table where a pile of new
opened each text, and bagan to write her name in clear broad strokes on the first page.
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Marissa Ayako Fdwards

Marissa Ayako Fdwards

Marixsa Ayako Fdwards

Marissa Ayako Fawardy

She wrote her name precisely each time. She had always gone by the name
Marissa -- it was easier to pronounce. Ayako was the intimate, what her mother and
grandmother called her He had calied her that, too -- the old lover. But she had called
him Ray He preferred it that way. Rajeet, he said, was too Indian. Don't call me that, he
said. /i's Ray.

She merely nodded to his request though she found her mouth tripping off the ‘a’
into 8 )’ when she looked at him. She was annoyed at herself for this He seemed to take
to Ayako at once even though it was difficult to trace the Japanese in her face -- her eyes
i glistened a reddish brown in sunlight.

The old Shakespeare text had come to mind when she was standing in line at the
volume of Shakespeare's collected plays Ray had given her as a gift when they were
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long brown arm waving above his head, the hands gesturing in the air He had a regal and
shapely face with dark brown eyes that were large and penetrating. His hair was long, a
glistening shining black. Sometimes, it was hard for Marissa to keep a straight face. She
could not picture him an old European king, but could easily imagine him an aging Indian
patriarch, one of those old, slightly pathetic but still stately Sikhs she sometimes saw
sitting on benches in the mall. But she did not interrupt Ray with her thoughts. He was a
king to himself and that was what mattered. The delivery of his lines was perfect

He was the one who had encouraged her to study English literature while she was
yet undecided about her major in her first year. Yow gova follow your heart, not yowr
head. 'Head' meant what her mother wanted. o i beezu-nexs, she said in her chipped
Japanese accomt. Make money; be successfurn. Shoo, beezu-iness boring but 1 wwerru yow
what make sense, whot is procticurs, Marissa wavered between the two options  Yow
love reading, don't you? What you gosna do? Be a swit? Came on, that's mot you!
(Ray.) Eberyone read Engrish and ialk abowt Engrish book — 20t's easy — but mn
eberybody speak Japanese, salk about Japan. You go beezu-ness and speak Japanese -
bang! — you make money and have secwre life. (Mom.) Marissa really wondered if

n, wasn't t? It was not for

there was even such a thing as choice. Choice was an illusic
going into the arts. Rook! - | pay pwt you in Japanese ranguage school; | buy Japawese
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Juture. There was an edge in her mother's voice. It had been there ever since the
divorce. Ever since she had to make her own way, start up her own transiation agency.
Marissa grudgingly admired her mother's toughness, her tenacity -- growing up with her
that was what she feit most But she knew there was that side of her mother that was
impractical beyond measure. How else to explain her mother running away from her

after only a few months? Wasn't such a union doomed to fail? Even Marissa could see
that But her mother was defensive to this day about her actions.

“I shock the famiry good. They want me to marry and be proper housewife. 1 no
interest in zat. | do what / want,” her mother said.

Marissa was taken to Japsn when she was six and was proudly presented to all the
Japancse around her and the sound meh coming up over and over again. Eyes -- what
lovely big eyes.

“Ays-chan *
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"Yes, used like you told me to, but they were still expensive *

"Everysing expensive when you riv by yourself. And when you not making
money.*

"Mom -- please don't start that again. | want to live by myself. | want to be a
student. I've told you so many times already *

"Okay, I ray off. I got a job for you. Transiation. Want it?"

"What is it?"

*Sprendid lovu story of couple stranded in Canadian arctic stuck in airplane with
nahsing to eat but salmon sashimi *

“Mom, come on, quit joking. What is it? Is it that computer company again?"

“Yeah, it's technical stuff -- maybe you have to spend too much time. Money's
good. I don't have time myself to do so give you if want it."

Marissa frowned. Her mother had plenty of time as far as she knew

Marissa changed the subject. "Mom, | phoned Ray tonight *

“That /ndojeen boy? That one who run off with the kimpatsu?”

Kimpoatsu. Blonde.

"Baka! Why you do such a baka thing?"

Marisea's eyes fillod with tears. Why was her mother so difficult? She had disliked
Ray from the beginning. Saw him as an evil influence.

"Mom, | just wanted to got mry Shakespeare book back. | wanted to save money,
you know, like you'rs always wanting me to - it had all the plays in it, | could use it the
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whole year, I'm trying to do the best 1 can, Mom, can't you see, | -- *
But all Marissa could hear was an indignant barrage from the other end, the
squeaking squawk of Japanese that her mother used for reprimanding. Marissa hung up.
The phone rang again, but Marissa did not answer. She knew it was her mother.
Besides, she realized now that Ray couldn't possibly get & hold of her. He did not have her

new number.

midnight, and she had an early morning class to sttend the next day. Everything was in
order, she knew, as it should be - the books and notepaper in her briefcase, poncils and
pens in her purse.
looking. She'd bought the sweater and skirt only yesterday. Everything else in her closet
lot of money. But she spent it, spent it all on trips, books and expensive clothing. She
indifference 10 her body.

She had worked in & benk in Japen, in the foreign investment branch. It was her




dealing with her superiors and co-workers, was not important in making the various
foreign contacts. But Marissa knew she would never have had the job if she had been
entirely white. She was half Japanese, which meant half familiar. And it was her
grandfather who had made the all-important introduction to his old university friend who
was with the bank.

Her co-workers were polite enough to her despite her sometimes convoluted-
sounding Japanese. They called her MA-RI-SAH not Ayako, which was too dull and

position. Marissa herself was unsure. She was not one of the tittering ()/.-- office-ladics
and have an easy bantering conversation, while the others struggled with their
pronunciation and tripped over idioms. Some even, in exasperation, would hand the
phone over to her rather than deal with the foreign cliont themselves. The OL's deferred
to her, serving her tea, much to her embarrassment. They seemed pinched in their
uniforms, their faces made up to look like servant dolls while Marissa had the luxury of
In the two years she was there, she was busy. She had an hour and a half commute
to work. She had chosen to live far out of Tokyo, away from the bustle of the city. Most
of the single employess had chosen to live in company dorms closer to the bank because
of conveniencs of access, but Marissa did not mind the long commuite. Sandwiched in a
sea of jostling bodies, she was always able to slip out her aovel and read it, pinned against
a door, or person. She read voraciously on the train as did all the others, sbsorbed in their
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newspapers and magazines, but her readings were conspicuously English. The time she
spent in the momings on the train seemed her only privacy.

In the evenings after work, Marissa was asked to accompany bank executives and
their foreign clients to expensive dinners followed by rounds of drinks at the clubs in
Roppongi. Having to oblige, she often found herself missing the last train only to have to
take a taxi home. Blurred with fatigue, she would sit on the plastic-covered seat, her legs
of the seat. The digital fare resdout spun a dizzying red of figures -- now thousands of
yen, now ten thousand.

She should have saved money, her mother ssid on her return. What's wrong with
you? — got a good job with good company -- where your paycheque go anyway?
in Ponang, the lying, lying on the beach wanting 10 be swallowed up by the sun's white
light. And then there were the bolts of silk she had bougit in Bangkok - enough to clothe
an army of those OL's in royal blues and purples, yellows and fuschias. And then, of
course, there was England. Paying to stay at the ridiculously expensive Waldorf Hotel in
London and then running off to the West End to see the plays. The plays - over and
over, Shakespeares - now a tragedy, now a comedy, now lust, now jealousy, now fear,
now love, every inch of unexplored fesling a sudden bombardment on her dulled senses.
For the first time in months, she wept openly. She travelled to the Lake District - took s
room at a cottags and then did all the walks, not ia the choppy striding menner she was
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and hills. She made the pilgrimage to Wordsworth's grave, laid a bouquet of daffodils by
the headstone. She returned from England as if from exhausted reverie, having spent all
her money on plays and hotels, not having bought one outfit. Her work then became
unspeakably dull. She suddenly wanted to go home.

Marissa had all but resigned herself to buying the Shakespeare in the bookstore

"Oh.*

“She yelled at me, of course, your Mom. But she gave it t0 me anyways -- | mean,
after I told her about finding the Shakespeare ”

*Of course.”

*Ays-ko.*

“I potta go now," she said shakily. * Let's meet in the arts lounge, okay?
Tomorrow, one o'clock.”

That night, she dreamt of him. His smooth brown kmbs like waves shuddering

138



never had, the skin her relatives told her must have come from her Aakujin father because
they were all so dark -- in Japan they too coveted fair skin, believed it to be the most
beautiful, yearned for a glimpse of it underneath the layered silk of kimono, dresses. He
thought it was beautiful too; his hands told her so, those slim delicate brown fingers that
grew flat and passive as leaves on her skin, grazing the sides of her hips and thighs, gently,
gently as some warm breeze from the sea, the sea in Penang.
ache in her abdomen. She stood up and went to the window. She could see the university
across the river, a dark huddled mass of buildings. That was where it had all begun -- she
and Ray -- in the old student lounge in the Fine Arts building.

The next day at one o'clock the arts lounge was filled with students pulling out
carrot sticks. Marissa sat down

on the plastic chairs near the doorway to wait for Ray. It was only a few minutes later she
shorn close to his head. He was wearing a white shirt and a tie with a pair of dark pants.
The only colorful thing he had on him was the orange Shakespeare held loosely in his
hand.

“Ayako!” Ray strode over to her and hugged her. Marissa closed her eyes but did
want t0 keep it, you can.”

139



"Nah -- [ don't need it anymore.” Ray flippantly tossed his hand into the air. “I've
given up on theatre. There's no roles for brownies like me.”

"OCh that's not true, Ray!” Marissa said. She had seen a poster of a black Hamlet
somewhere recently. But maybe that was in England.

"Raj. Everyone calls me Raj now. It was dumb of me to think | could get away
with being called Ray’."

Raj. An Indian king.

“I'm working for my uncle’s insurance company "

*And, and uh, what sbout Tanya?”"

"Oh her." Ray shrugged his shoulders. "Well, that didn't work out. She wasn't
what | expected, | mean, hoped for -- well, you know what | mean." Ray looked at
Marissa.

“No, I don't really,” Marissa found herself saying.

Ray looked at her, startied. But then he smiled and looked at his watch. “l gotta
B0 -- my second cousin's here from Bombay. She's waiting at my uncle’s office. I'm
supposed to chauffeur her around. She's only seventeen. Her parents want me to marry
her. Can you imagine that?"

Marissa oaly smiled in return. She was not unfamiliar with arranged marriages.
Her mother had ieft Japan to escape one.

"Look, I .. | want to see you again,” Ray said. "How about lunch next week? We
can talk sbout Japan, London, whatever.”

Marises looked at Ray. He was leaning towards her, his shoulders slumped, ill-at-
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case in the tightly pulling linen shirt and tie. She knew where he was going -- to that
small, dank office where his loud, bossy uncle worked. Ray had hated that uncle, the way
he flaunted his money, driving a Benz, wearing gaudy gold rings on his thick, fat fingers.
He's got a mistress, Ray said contemptuously of him once, a white woman (o show what a
freal fai cat be is. [t makes me sick.

"No,” Marissa said loudly and deliberately. “1 don't want to see you any more."
She had once thought her voice would shake st this moment, but it came smoothly out of
her as it did s0 many times in those bars in Roppongi when some silly drunken client of
theirs wanted to take her back to his hotel, his country.

“No, Raj. [ just wanted my Shakespeare back.”
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SANSEI

iuchi blew out the candles on his birthday cake. He was forty-two.

"Yaku-doshi yo,” his mother said, slicing the cake. They were alone in the dining

*Yaku-doshi?™ Dale answered sbsently. "What's that ™

“Never heard of it."

*Forty-two is shi ni. You know, death. So we must stop death with a big party "
His mother sat down. "We've celebrated it before. When your Uncle Seij turned forty-two
in Toronto. Remember?”
around in the basement while the adults upstairs were stuffing themselves with sushi, chow

“Yeah, | think | remember.”

"Doa't worry about it, Mom," Dale said. "You're tired enough as it is. Besides, Il
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be seeing the guys later tonight "

Dale's mother nodded slowly. She looked down at her plate. There was a thin
slice of cake on it but she was not eating it. Her hands were trembling slightly. Dale
thought she looked frail, tired. The trips to the hospital were taking their toll -- every day
going to visit Dad, taking him rice balls and thermoses of miso soup. She would take the
bus after Junch and would sit by his bed every afternoon for four hours -- reading, knitting,
sewing -- until Dale picked her up after work to take her home.

Dad was calm when Mom was at the hospital. The nurses wanted her to come.
Otherwise, the old man was irritable, would yell and cry, throwing things or staring out
the window for hours. The stroke had immobilized him -- made him helpless, childlike in
his tantrums.

Dale hadn't gotten an emergency call from the nurses since his mother started
going to the hospital every day. She had started doing that four months ago. It used to be
she went twice a woek, but he had gotten worse lately, especially now with his tantrums
and tumultuous moods.

The dining room clock chimed the hour. It was eight o'clock.

“Gotta go, Mom.” Dale stood up.

“Please,” she said. "Take the cake. Il put it in a container for you.”

“No, Mom, it's okay. Give it to Ded, tomorrow. He'll eat it."

Deale put on his coat and left his mother's house. The guys were waiting for him at
the Ho Ho in Chinatown.

As he drove into town, Dale thought of what his mother had said. Yakw dosh -
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that was an interesting Japanese thing he had never heard about before  Did Ronny know
about it? Dale wondered. He was turning forty-two next year What about the Chinese”
Did they have such a custom” Bruce would know.

The guys were all sitting around their usual table when Dale arrived A plate of
bao, steamed buns, had already been ordered.

"Hiya Birthday Boy!" Ronny called out.

Dale smiled and sat down. He noticed someone missing.

“Where's Chin?"

"Oh he's not around " Bruce laughed. "He's found a WOMAN *

“A WOMAN?" Ron said "You never told me that! What species?”

"White -- white as the driven snow " Bruce pointed to s Aan. “Or should | say as
‘white' as this 'snow white' bun? He lewdly poked the A with the butt of his chopstick

"Steamed and full of pork?” Ron said.

“They're better that way - | don't like porky whites. "
and dipped it in ssuce. He no longer related 10 Ron and Bruce's jokes about women
appesr ridiculously sexist. It was his face that ruined the jokes -- t00 camest Jooking --
like Momoiaro one Sansei woman told him. /t just woukin't be proper for a decent
honorable boy like Momoiaro 10 make jokes abowt women.

"Hey, there's Ted!" Ron pointed to a man by the cash register. “Ted! Ted, over
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here!”

"Oh! How ya guys doing”" Ted walked over to the table. He was wearing a
beige trench coat over a rumpled blue suit. In his hand was a briefcase with paper
sticking out of it

"Haven't seen you for a long time." Ted looked at Dale. “Been in hiding?"

"No,” Dale said "Just busy. How about you?"

“Committec meeting tonight About the new centre. We need some help, Dale.

Ron "

for yet another JC cause. Ted never quit. He was always sitting on some committee,
writing reports, lobbying for this or that. Dale had worked with Ted on Redress, but that
Was some time ago now.

"You know, Dad's been in the hospital,” Dale said apologetically. “It's been
rough *

1 know, I've heard. Why don't you get the Tonari Gumi people to bring over a
hot lunch for km? They make demsas, you know. | sure am looking forward to the day
facilities "

"My Pop wouldnt go near 8 JC seniors home,” Ron said. "Niseis have got money

Ted's eyes narrowed at Roa. “So you figure, eh?"

Dale sighed. The debate raged on. It was a never ending battie betwesn thoss

148



who wanted to assimilate and those who wanted 10 retain identity Everyone took their
sides, figured out their positions  And then shot at each other.

"Look, | gotta go." Ted said, checking his watch. He picked up his briefcase and
hurried off.

Ron shook his head. “I don't know -- he didn't use to be that way *

“What do you mean?" Dale replied "He's always been that way. Ted was a born
community activist. Totally pro-JC *

“Naw, | don't mean that part. [ mean -- just his being 30 busy all the time He
used to drink with us, you know. The old Ted would have sat down with us now *

"It comes with age,"” Bruce said. "You either get more focussed or more fuzzy
Me, | think I'm getting fuzzy. Let's order "
Dale did not normally drink, but tonigit he felt obliged. After all, it way his birthday and it
was good of his friends to fete him. He could feel the flush on his face from the liquor
Bruce and Ron were turning red, t00. They all had that Asian intolerance to liquor

"You'd think they'd develop something for us — like Lactaid for milk drinkers,”
Bruce said.

"What? Just 50 we wouldn't turn red?” Ron retorted. "Where would they sell the
stufl - in the cosmetics department? Get real, it's too superficial “
commercial: ‘ETHANAID - For thoss with liguor intolerance. Now you son can drink a
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They all laughed

*Hey, let's all go out after this!" Ron said.

"Where?" Bruce asked.

“l don't know. Somewhere to -- you know -- meet people.” Ron smiled and
waved his little finger.

Dale laughed. He was the one who had told Ron about that gesture, waving the
little finger in Japan meant you were going off to see your mistress. Somehow Ron had
translated the gesture to mean cruising for women.

"Why don't we go to that karaoke bar on Robson? Lots of cute Jspanese girls
thers. Fresh off the airplane

Bruce frowned. "Doncha think we're kind of too old for this?”

“Easy for you (0 say -- you got a woman. Me and Dale -- " Ron put his arm
*We don't. We still gotia play the field *
but most of the time he would wast 1o be with her.
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woman, disappear entirely, and then suddenly show up when it all went sour. It was
always going sour with him.

"Let's go!" Ron hurried the fellows along. They left the restaurant and drove to
Robson in Dale's car. As they got out, Bruce leaned over to Dale. *You drink and sing as
much as you want, eh? I'§ drive you home. The beer's wearing off on me already and |
don't want to drink any more."

Dale smiled, grateful for his friend's concern. They climbed up a narrow flight of
stairs and entered the cramped, smoky bar. A yellow light shone in the corner where a
young Japanese woman was singing My Way.

It was like being in Japan all over again. For Dale, it was nostalgic. The bar was
like the littie smacky Dale and his white American friends used 10 go to in Shinjuku. He
remembered ordering Kirin beers to drink with the dried squid snacks and peanut mixes
set out on the small wooden tables. He would get red and bleary eyed, occasionally
wouldn't notice him. They were more interestod in his gaijin friends, the Americans - the
blue-eyed, fhir-haired men. Being friends with thes was a lisbility for him. Everywhere
transiator. When he spoke the listle Japanese that he knew, he folt stupid. Yow Korean?
ons old Japencee men spat at him. Yow speak awful Japanese. "Don't worry,” whispered
Japensss. All of the Sanssis were doing it then. For them, the trip was a pilgrimags, a rite



of passage -- these third generation Japanese Canadians coming to Japan to find
themselves, find their roots. "You know, did you hear Janie Sakaguchi is going to Japan
to teach English? You ought to look her up." "Greg Hirai's gone to Kyushu to visit his
distant relatives. He's planning on writing a book.” "Kelly Nakamura is going to learn
paper-making techniques with some famous master in Japan." They all found their ways
of going. Some just up and went as if it were an adventure, others, more practically
oriented like Dale, had applied for scholarships. In those days it was easy to get &
Japanese Ministry of Education research scholarship. "It's great! You don't even have to
know Japanese,” one former scholar told him. “They just make you take language courses
when you get there *

Dale had gotten his scholarship to study landscape architecture. And apart from
the difficult language study, he enjoyed his year and a half in Tokyo. But like the others
who had come to Japan, he realized that he was nof Japanese. Dale remembered his visit
to Greg's dingy apartment in Fukuoka. Greg had just finished a day of frustrating haif-
interviews with relatives he could hardly spesk t0. "You know,” Greg sighed. "I don't
know what | was trying to prove. | thought 1 was Japenese inside, like deep inside. But
I'm not, I'm a Kanada-jin. You know. Kamada-jin. Rigint here." He thumped at his

Dale remembered that moment so0 clearly. Later Greg came back, helped start
Redress. It was as if not being Japanses meant fighting for what you were -- s Canadian.
Dale foll in easily with the other Sanssis working for Redress. He attended the house-
mostings, participated in the rallies, even wrote a letter or two. It was the most political
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he had ever been. He would not have gotten involved if the reason were not so simple --
he owed it to his parents.

Every Sansei had a motive -- Ted was a born justice-seeker; Greg was interested in
the political angle, fighting the fight of the underdog. Even Ron got involved, writing

anonymous letters to the newspaper full of barbs and invectives against the Great White

Oppressor. Meanwhile, Bruce and Chin had gotten involved in the Chinese community
They started working on the head-tax issue. Dale laughed. Thinking about it now, they

were such idealists, but the cause was worth all their vigour. It had united them.

Dale took a long sip of the beer he had ordered. AMemaries, he thought, such
memories. Maybe he wowkd get good and drunk tonight. He looked for his friends
Bruce had gone out to buy cigarettes. Ron was already talking to some young Japancse

*Hey Dale,” Ron called. "I'd like you to meet -- ah -- *

*Ikuko, but just corru me 'Ikki' " The Japanese woman smiled. She sounded very
confident, almost brash for a Japanese woman. Her small brigit face shone out from
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women in situations like this Maybe it was because he always feit so hopeful, stupidly
and giddily hopeful. He didn't want to see the evening end in disaster.

Bruce came back with his cigarettes. Ron moved to another table to talk to some
other woman. lkki wanted to sing. She would sing "Yesterday”. 'Wowld Dehru-san like
10 do a duet” 'Sure, Dale would like to do anything with you.' Bruce shoved Dale out of
his chair. Dale stumbled after Ikki up to the stage. They picked up the mikes.

yesterday all my troubles seemed so faraway

now it seems as if they're here to stay

oh, | believe in yesterday

swuddenly I'm not half the man | used to be —
The yellow light above them glared like a spotlight. Dale was sweating. He felt slightly
sick and maudlin. A wave of nausea and memories of women he had dated in the past
rose up in his stomach or his heart — he was not sure which. lkki was singing loudly,
gesturing to the air as if she were Diana Ross. She flung her red-stripod arm across Dale's
face, obscuring his view of the songbook he was trying to hold up.

Dale tried to see beyond the stage. Bruce's face was obscured in smoke. Ron was
pouring a drink for a woman. Dale wondered what the hell he was doing, singing like an

"Would you rike to do Singing in the Rain? Tkki looked at Dale.

"Yes, Singing in the Idiot would be fine,” Dele replied.

In the morning, the phone rings. Deale groggily gets up from the bed to answer .
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It's his mother. She asks him if it would be all right if she visits her friend in Hope for a
few days.

"Sure, why not?" Dale says, noticing that he is still wearing the clothes he wore
last night. "It's just ... I'm worried about your father ... leaving him *

"Well, it'll only be for a few days. I'm sure it will be okay *

There is silence on the other end.

"Mom? Don't worry, I'll look after him "

*Oh, Dale, thank you 30 much. | haven't scen Betty for so long. Her father's ill
and she can't leave Hope as often as she used to. [t'l only be for a few days. Sachi will
take me to the bus depot. Il be back by Wednesday.”

"Okay, Mom. You go ahead and have a good time.*

Dale hangs up the phone. He looks at his kitchen clock. Eleven thirty. His head
is pounding and his throst is parched. He goes to the fridge, pours himself a glass of juice,
He can barely remember. There was a woman. Her name was Yucky or Yuki or
something like that. She was cute. He remembers that much.

Dale downs the juice in one gulp and burps loudly. What does it matter anyway?
Now it is morming. He slept alone. Bruce probably drove him home, carted him up to his
apartment, and dumped him in his bed. That woman was long gone, disappeared into the
mists of yesterday’s memories.
sung them all with her. Every last one in that stupid little songbook. Thea aflerwards,
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they sat down and talked about Japan. He told her all about his life there, the scholarship
he had gotten, the university he went to, the dorm that he lived in, the station he went to,
the line that he rode. He told her everything he knew about Tokyo.

She turned to him then and said coyly, "Anata Nikongo wo wakaru no, neh? You
understand Japanese, don't you?"

And Dale had nodded, shyly. But he continued speaking in English. He was wary
of using his Japanese. He would never forget how speaking Japanese had caused him so
much trouble with the Murai Gardens project. The Japanese architect on the project,
Nakatsui, had looked at him with his eyes narrowed and said Omae-san Nipponjin ka?
Are you Japanese? Dale replied in Japanese Ji-ee, Nikkei-jin desu. No, I'm Japanese
little, exposing a row of yellowed teeth with one silver tooth gleaming in the front. Dale
land on which the gardens were to be made was owned by the City. A Japansse Buddhist
sect owned the neighbouring lot and had buik a huge temple on the site a few years
carlier. It had been decided by the City and the temple that » Japanese Garden would be
put on the city lot, but in a classic case of misunderstanding, the sect believed itseif 10 be
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landscape advisor. He had been hired by the City only months before and suddenly he was
assigned to co-design a park with the reknowned Nakatsui.

Dale had heard about Nakatsui when he was in Japan. Nakatsui was a maverick in
landscape design. He came from a small backwater town in northern Japan and had no
formal training in landscape architecture. He had started as a lowly gardener and worked
his way up through gardening into design. The excellent quality of his garden design
gained attention and his reputation grew. By the time Dale had heard of him, Nakatsui
was doing some major landscape design commissions for large corporations and

government bodies.

Dale understood that he was subordinate to Nakatsui, but he was unpreg
Nakatsui's sbrupt manner in letting him know how subordinate. For the first few days on
the job, Nakatsui barked commands at Dale. Pencil! More paper! Empty the gorbage!
Dale couldn't believe his ears; still he obeyed, hoping Nakatsui would eventually reveal his
plans to him. But it soon became apparent Nakatsui had no imention of sharing anything
with Dale. He continued bossing Dale around, sending him on meaning
began to catch on. He reslized that he had to be accountable to the City somehow
Furtively he started photocopying Nakatsui's sketches whenever Nakatsui stepped out of
up blueprints for City files. It was kike working out a puzzie.

Finally, in a fit of frustration, Dale assembied his blueprints and dumped them on
Nakatsui's desk.

"Mr. Nakatsui, as much as | respect your work, you have besn most
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uncooperative.” Dale spoke loudly in English.

Nakatsui looked up. "()mae nani wo iutorunda? What are you saying, boy?"

"See these blueprints here? This is what I've pieced together from your shitty
sketches, all right?” Dale rolled the blueprints out in front of Nakatsui.

Nakatsui folded his arms across his chest and carefully scrutinized the work.

“Koko machigatterun da. You've made a misiake here * Nakatsui pointed, his
brow furrowed. Then he looked to Dale and suddenly grinned. His silver tooth flashed
brightly.

“Omae gambatianda You really worked hard, boy! I'm impressed!”

Dale rolled his eyes. From then on there was a distinct change in Nakatsui's
attitude. But that meant arguing over everything. Like the placement of trees.

“One pine tree. Over there. Jppon no matsu. Asoko." Dale pointed to a spot.

"Da-me! No!® Nakatsui shook his head vehemently. "Wa ja nai! 11 is not the
right wa.*

Wa -- that mysterious Japanese word for harmony. Over and over, Dale would
hear the word from Nakatsui. Everything had t0 be wa in Japan. But wa was achieved

“Wa desu yo! 1t is wa!" Dale blurted out at last. "Kanady wo wa.*
last time he had spoken Japancse (0 anyons. He had never thought he would have to
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speak it to anyone again, but now with this woman --

Dale sighed. Why was he being 3o hopeful? Things weren't going to go
anywhere. He had just met a woman in & bar. That was all.

Frustrated, he thrust his hand into his pocket. He felt a piece of paper  Quickly.
he pulled it out.

Ikki Matsumoto 487-3216.

Ikki. 7hat was her name. What strange luck! And he had never even remembered
receiving this note. She must have just slipped it into his pocket.

Dale diallod the number rigit away. A distinctly Japanese voice answered.

"Harro?"

"Ikki? This is Dale Horiuchi, from last night "

"Deh-ru?

Dale’s stomach tightened. “Ah, yesh, Dale. We met at Roppongi's last night. We

"I don't remembsh give numbeh you".

"I did?™

"Yah. You must be drink too much. Your face berry red *

Not as red as now, Dale thought. Luckily, he was on the phone.

"Ah, well, ab — would you like 10, um, go out to & movie with me? Maybe
Tuseday night?”
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*Yeah. Berry good. Which one?”
Dale did not respond. He was stunned by the answer.

"Harro? Are you there? Mistah Deh-ru?”

Dale watered his plants for the fifth time. He looked nervously up at the kitchen
clock. In five minutes he would leave for the theatre.

The phone rang. Dale froze. She is cancelling on me, I know it. He picked up the

*Hello?"

"Mr. Horiuchi -- this is Sally McKay at the Glenwood. Your father's acting up
again. Can you plesse come down?”

*Ah — yosh, all rigit. | guess I'll be there as 500n as | can get there.”

When Dele arvived at the Glenwood, he could hear his fither yelling from down

“Camera! My camera! | want myy camera back!”

“Ded!” Dule said crisply as he entered the room. "I'm here.”
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The old man squinted his eyes and then slumped back onto the pillow, muttering,
"1 want my camera back "

Dale went to his father's bedside. The old man looked up at him, his eyes round
and watery. Spittle was on his lips.

"Where's Mom?"

"She went to Hope to sec Betty Iwanami.*

"Where's Mom?"

"Dad, she went to Hope."

“She left me."

*No, she didn't. She's just gone for a few days."

"I'm no good no more. She left me. "

"Dad, it's okay.”

‘I want my camera.”

Dale sighed and slumped down in the familiar chair by the bed. His father said the
about. Then they brought in Dale’s old Nikon and he looked at it and said it was the
him in 1942.

Now the old man used the camera as a way of geotting attention. Everyone knew



not know anything about it Your father umd | didn't meet, you know, until we were in
Torewsto, she said  He must've had thal camera while he was on the coast working for his
uncle Our family was from Missien; we didn't know much about what was going on with
the commumity on the coast. People tild me your Dad was a great one for the
photography.  Took pictwres fir the TAIRIK [ newspaper. Dale's mother and father had
both been relocated, but to differemt camps.  They met at some social gathering for
displaced Nikkeis in Toronto in 1949. By the time they met, they were older, his father
forty, his mother thirty six They married quickly. Dale was born soon after, their only
child

“They were lucky to have found each other,” Dalc's spinster sunt had said. “A lot
of us coulda't find anyone in those days. We were just 50 scattered around, you know.*

Dale had grown up in the quiet suburb of Scarborough. When his fither retired in
the carly scventics, he docided he wanted 10 go back to the West Coast. It was a strange
decision, unprompted by anything Dale had scen in his father while he was growing up.
coast.
Mother came back with news for Dale. They had bought a houss in Buraaby.
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Dale changed his registration to enroll at Simon Fraser University

"1 hear it's a pretty radical school,” a Scarborough friend told him.

Radical Dale laughed at the word. He was anything but.  He supposed he could
have stayed in Toronto, his parents certainly would not have stopped him But he had

wondered, Who'll look after them out there?

"Dad? Dale looked at his father. The old man had fallen back onto the bed, the
grey stubbied head barely indenting the pillow. His eyes were closed. His gaunt, hollow
cheeks rose and fell with the breath of sleep.

Nen, nen, korori. The words of a Japanese hullaby. Dale did not know the whole
song. Just the opening words, Nen, nen, korari. Everything Japanese was that way for
him.

"Mr. Horiuchi?" a sharp, clipped woman's voice came from the door It was
Penny, the Filipinc
the old man. He spoke Japencse (o her
want t0 know everything about the Philippines. Silly boy! [ be in Canada fiftecn yoars!®

murss. Dale knew he could leave. Father was all right with Penny

160



awkward his father's relationships with most hakwjin had been. He either flinched in their
presence or boasted pathetically about his achievements. He was never comfortable
around them. All his leisure time was spent with other Nikkeis -- he curled regularly in a
Buddhist

Nisei league, helped out at Centre fundraising activities, went to the Japanese
Church.

The only hakwjin Dale's father had been truly comfortable with was Mr. Edelstein,
his father's boss. Mr. Edelstein was Jewish. /1's different with him, he had overheard his
father say once to a Nisei friend. 7he Jews are all different, the friend replied, they're the
only ones thot gave us jobs.

Well, she certainly was not Aakujin but she wasn't Nikkeijin, cither. Dale wondered

Dele got into his car and looked at his watch. Eigit o'clock. He drove to the
movie theatre, parked his car and ran up to the ticket window. It was closed. The show



dated seriously. Lisa Chan, second year university. Six months. Then there was the
relationship he had in Japan with that Brazilian Nikkei, Nina Goto, but of course that
ended after a year when Dale came back to Canada. After that was Marie Sakimoto from
Richmond. They worked on Redress together as volunteers. It lasted a year and a half’
until Marie went to California for design school. She never came back And then there
was Sandra Kawanishi. That was probably the most promising relationship. If only she
had not gone back to Toronto.

For every phase of Dale's life, there had been a woman. But like the moon in the
calendar, love grew full, waxed and then waned.

"Love is not a permanent arrangement, you know,” Bruce said once, "unless you
decide to make it one."

Decide? The word sounded peculiar and cold, not at all related (o the surge and
thunder of emotion that rippled through Dele’s heart. 7har happened every time. Love
was a thick gauze of feslings, bandaging over and over again wounds from previous
involvements.

Dale stopped, looked idly through a shop window. A beautiful Asian woman in a

They were all beautiful. All Asian women. Even his quiet, delicate mother, his
not ever 8 moment when he thought they were ugly.

Perhaps that was his greatest fault. All perfection and happiness was embodied in
women ~— mother, aust, lover.
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“You have a Kuan Yin complex,” Chin told him. "All women to you are goddesses
of infinite mercy "

Dale tsughed quietly. Godklesses of infinite mercy. He looked to the window to
see if the goddess was still there. She had disappeared as if swallowed by the wispy
clouds that had floated her to the land of mortals. Dale stood, his shoulders hunched to
the glass. How forlorn he felt!

*Deh-ru! Mistah Dehru!" a bright voice called.

Dale swerved his head. He saw an arm waving from a nearby outdoor cafe. A
striped arm. It was Tkki.

memt. She did not seem at all disturbed, but rather, giad to see him.
Deale folt a bounce in his step as he headed towards her.

for flavoured popcorn and watching football. She was on a working holidey visa; she
worked st the Minshu |
, NE. Dpe, write stories, iake photo, clean office. Minshu is very small.

She read aloud to Dale the articles she wrots. “Adjusting to Lifs in Canada,” "The
Waorking Holiday Viss - Finding A Job,” *Football in Canada. " This wesk it was "Spriag
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in Vancouver” -- an appropriate article to take on their weekend stroll around the Sea
Wall. They usually stopped at a bench with a bag of popcorn 5o Ikki could read out her
article.

It was years since Dale had been exposed to so much Japanese at once. It was
pleasant to listen to it now, sitting on the bench with a box of popcorn in his hand as Ikki
read her article aloud. He did not understand everything but could get the main points
Dale had abandoned serious Japanese language study since he had come back from Japan
Japanese was such a difficult language 7he Devil's tongue, Xavier the Jesuit missionary
had called it. Dale had agreed. He had never spoken a word of Japanese until he took his
first language course in university. His parents spoke English at home. That was natural
enough for Dale's mother, a Nisei, but Dale’s father also spoke English even though he had
been born in Japan and had come to Canada when he was fifteen. There would be an odd
slip here and there in his father’s conversations, s Japanese word spoken for an English
one, but for the most part Dale's father talked like any other Nisei. When Dale came back
from Japan, his head full of the language, his father spoke more Japanese to him -- not just
simple words for objects, but more complex words like sinshw-shugi democracy, kasho
fresdom, kesri rights. That was the time of Redress.

Dele lcaned forward on the bench - his mind had cloarly wandered off while lkki
was reading. But she had stopped now, suddenly, in mid-semtence. She was looking at 8
couple walking by — a young Japaness woman wearing an expensive-looking pink suit
with black cuffs, clinging to the arm of a young man who looked like a university studont
The women glanced at tkki and then at Dale. She turned away and clutched her men's



arm tighter, a thin smile on her face.
"Yellow ('ah,” she muttered.
"What? What's that?"
*Japanese girl who look for gaijin boyfriend. That's Yellow Cab. They go to
America or Europe with parents' money and then find gaijin boyfriend and spend all their
money on them. Mitomonai yo. It's disgusting *
having Aakwjin, | mean, gaijin boyfriends? Is it wrong?"
Ikki shrugged her shoulders.
“No, it's okay if you really love gaijin. It's doesn't matter if you really love the
person -- gaiyin, Nipponjin, whatever.”

Dale leaned back onto the bench, cisted. Perhaps it was a sugar high. All that
groen popcom.

*Now, | read you my end article. 1 write haiku when | was in park *
___ s i ah
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“At the Murai Gardens. You know?"

“Yes, | know,” Dale said excitedly "The tree is near the bridge right” You can see
it just after you cross over.”

"Yes! How you know?"

Dale laughed and laughed. He couldn't stop. Vindicated at last, he thought
Despite what Nakatsui had said, he had known from the start that a tree should go in that
spot. The tree would draw the eye of the viewer from the bridge to the hill, causing the
viewer to reflect on the tree's lone presence. Dale had learned in Japan what objects in
nature were cause for reflection -- the lone pine tree, the gnaried branch, the displaced
stone. He had learned these things in spite of Goro Nakatsui. Nakatsui only knew when

Waga hitori mono as if 1o say ‘only me’
samishi koe how lonely its vesce

Deale smiled contentedly. He would photocopy that haiku, tape it to his desk at

"Let's o Gastown.*



*I miss my family sometimes, you know,"” she said. "How about you? What
about your family?"
"We-ll," Dale said tentatively, “They're here, 50 | guess 1 don't really miss them.”

know, raised by my Grandmother. My Mama was very modern; she wanted work, so
Obaachan looked after me  She read books and told me stories. Before 1 was in school,
Obaachan and | would watch the moming weather report on TV, and then we'd go for
walk  Mama says my first words were 'Sunny with cloudy patches, temperature twenty-
two degrees.’ Isa't that funny?”"

Dale squeezed Tkki's hand.

Dale smiled uneasily. He did not want to talk sbout his parents. 7hey were the
reason he and Sandra had broken it off. He romembered the argument. They were in his

apartment kitchen. The engagement ring was back in his pocket.
== Lok, I'm only here temporarily. Don't you sndersiond that, Dale? Why
don’t you come back 1o Toromo with me? Toromo's your home, oo,
=~ I’s not money | want - or even a good job, really. It's just that —
- What?
= My parents are in Torowo.
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- So, don't you see? This just isn't going to work. I'm sorry, Dale.

"Hey, look!" Ikki squeezed Dale's hand, stirring him out of his thoughts “Shop full
of old stuff, let's go in!"

They stepped in. lkki went to inspect some clothing. Dale hung around a glass
counter filled with knickknacks. He noticed a camera. It was old, looked like something
from the thirties. Dale asked to look at it. On a whim, he bought it. For /i, he
thought.

They left the shop and sauntered down the streets of Gastown. They ended up on
Powell Street. There, at one of the Chinese markets with lkki looking at some fruit a few
feet away, Dale bumped into his mother.

“Mom, what are you doing here?”

“Shopping for supper. T've just been with your Dad.  He was acting up again this
morning, so | had to hurry over.”

*"Why didn't you call me”"

*You were out. It's okay, the bus got me there very quickly. You're still coming
over for supper, aren't you?”

*Ah? You are with a girl, nch?” His mother craned her neck “She looks like she's
from Japan. Why doa't you come home with me now? You can bring her 100. 10’s been a
long tims since we've had compeny "
slightly emberrassed.



“Horiuchi-san, * 1kki began. "Nihongo hanashite mo ii desw ka? May 1 speak
Japanese to you, Mrs. Horiuchi?"

“Please -- eh, kamaimasen. 1t does not matter. But you must excuse me, my
Japanese is very poor.”

“She understands everything, though," Dale interrupted.

Ikki smiled “I know. It very comfortable for me to speak Japanese your mother.”

Dale went to fetch his car while Ikki and his mother shopped. He picked them up
and drove them 1o his mother’s house. Ikki insisted on helping Dale's mother prepare
supper. | ahways helped my Obaachan cook supper for the family, she said.

Dale sat down t0 inapect the camera he had bought. The phone rang. Dale's
mother hurried to it, wiping her hands on her apron.

“Yes, this is Mrs. Horiuchi. Oh, | see. But he scomed all right this morning. You
would like me to come, smow? Yes. Well, Il try and be there as soon as possible.”

Dale stood up.

“It's Dad, isnt #? You have to go."

'mso--"
His mother's voice trailed off. She glanced at [kki and then at Dale. Dale squinted



"Oh, will you”"
Dale picked up the camera. He looked at Ikki. She turned abruptly to his mother

"Horiuchi-san, what should | do with these carrots?”

Dale hurried down the corridor 10 his father's room.

Camera, my camera! [ want my camera!

"Mr. Horiuchi, please calm down. Your wife will be here shortly "

“Ded!”

"Homio ka? She was here this morning! Sick of me, eh? That's what she is, ch?

"She run off to Hope and now she thinks she doesn't have 10 come see me any
more. That's it, isnt t?”

Dele looked at his fathor  Spittle shone on his lips, his eyes were dark and

17



"PM' This isn't it!"

"Well, gee, I'm sorry,” Dale said coldly, about to take the camera away.

"No -- " the old man's voice changed to a whimper. "Don't take it away. Let me
see it. | want 1o see it closer ”

The old man took the camera. He examined it intently, cradling it in one arm.
Then he raised it with his one good arm and aimed it at the window. His face grew wan,
the anger lines sagging into wrinkles. He squinted, attempting to focus.

Outside, it was dark. There was nothing to see but the empty metal frame with its
loose blinds.

The old man spoke slowly, softly.

The camera | had was special — a German one. | paid a lot of money for it back
then. | waned 10 iake pictures, be a professional. People said | had the knack, said |
cosld do n. 1 was warking on my wnclke’s farm then, trying 10 save up enough 10 ssart my
own studio.

Photos for the TAIRIKU, see — they thougit | might be a subversive. Jeez — I'd only
saken pictures of picwics and berry-picking and stuf) like that
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my jaw hurt. I'd never seen anything so beawtiful. The Japanese think they've got the

1'd stop what | was doing, look up and frame a shot.

Click!

That's a shot of Silver Mowuntain.

Click!

That's a shot of Ruby Creek.

Click!

That's a shot of the boys in from of the falls.

1 100k s0 many pictures, they'd fill albums. They'd have been good pictures oo,
because everything was new 10 me. Fresh.

It was like we were nothing then. Nothing. We didn't matter; we were no goud.
Just a meisance. Like | am now. A big muisance.
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I'm a newthing, son. A mthing.
Dale turned away. closed his eyes to gain his composure Then, without speaking,

he took the camera from his father and let the old man weep.

By the time Dale returned home, 1kki had left

"She took the bus,” his mother said, reheating his food. "She didn't want to be a
bother * Dale noticed his mother's trembling hand as she set his plate in front of him.

“Did she eat, at least?" he asked

"Oh, yes. We made lots of gexvse 1] take it to your father tomorrow " His
mother paused "How was he?”

"Fine * Dale snapped his chopsticks and began to cat. He ate silontly, steadily like

His mother sat in front of him, her hands folded in her lap.

"You know," she said timidly. "That Ikki is a very nice girl."

"You think so”

His mother put her hands to her face. Small muffied sobs shook her body. Dale
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A week later, Dale’s father passed away Quietly, on Penny's shift 7ok g kitta --
the time had come, said the o-Ao-san, the priest. He came to the house to burn a stick of
incense at the family altar. Dale's mother had put a photo of the old man in the altar
beside the crinkling yellowed photos of his mother and father

The day of the funeral was cold but clear. Inside the temple when the o-bo-sm
finished his sermon, Dale noticed Ikki standing with a group of mourners in the back He
wondered how she had found out. When she came (0 the front 10 pay her respects, a
ripple of breath filled the room [kki was wearing yellow stockings, bright as the sun  She
pulled out a string of beads from her pocket and put them on her hands  She bowed t0
the body. Then she turned to Dale and bowed again

Dale returned her bow, thinking only foolishly, W is she going back, when con

1 axk her 10 marry me?

174



MICHIYO

She came in November. | remember the day because it had been the coldest one
30 far that winter  She was waiting for me in the front hall of the YWCA just as Mother
had told me she would be. 1 had never met her in my life although Mother spoke of her
now and then when she talked about her days studying English in the New Canadians
language program offered at the local high school.

Michiyo was a quiet woman, very refined. |'m sure she came from a wealthy
Jamily or her life. | ashed her 10 come 10 owr house mamy times but she always refused.
most people accepted the invitation; it was a very different Japanese person who would
sbout thirty-five. Her hair was pulled back in a bun and her face nestly and naturally
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of her arm.
"You are Etsuko-san's daughter? she asked me in halting English
"Hai so-desu.” | nodded.
She looked relieved and began speaking in Japanese.  7hawnk yewe for commy 1o

pick me up. How's your mother? Is she well?

Mother told me Michiyo was shy. She had trouble in English class because she
was too afraid to speak up. She did not stay for the duration of the course, but
mysteriously disappeared afier a couple of months. It was not until nearly a year later
that Mother received a hastily scribbled posticard from her from France. That was almost
four years ago.

Two nights ago, Michiyo phoned our place at two o'clock in the morning She
was calling from Narita sirport to tell us she was planning to arrive in Edmonton the
following day. She wanted to meet Mother. Mother offered her a room at our house
Father was away on business for a couple of weeks and there was a spare bed in the don
But Michiyo refused. She said she was going to stay elsewhere.

As it turned out, elsewhere was the YWCA. For a woman who | presumed came
from a weslthy family, the Y scemed an odd place for her. As for her exquisite tastc in
things -- the only trace of such taste was in her smeall handbag made out of a wine
unadorned.
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We walked out together to the car which I had parked a block away. The wind
was biting cold and even | was chilled in my heavy winter coat. Michiyo was visibly
shivering, she was hugging herself, her arms tightly wrapped around her body. She did
not have gloves and there were no pockets in her coat. | wondered why she had come
back to Canada so unprepared for a winter she had probably experienced before.

When we got into the car, Michiyo sat in the back seat. It seemed she did not
want to sit in the front to chat with me | started the car and headed down the hill towards
the river valiey. Everything in sight was clear and white except for the roads that criss-
crossed the valley like dark winter branches. Occasionally | glanced #* the rear-view
mirror. Michiyo was staring out at the wintry landscape as if transfixed.

When we arrived at the house, Mother swept in on Michiyo right away with her
typical maternal chidings in Japanese about the weather and Michiyo's pitifully thin
spparel. Michiyo responded warmly and 1 felt instantly unburdened of her silent company.

Mother took her into the kitchen. 1 sat in the living room and picked up a magazine. |

could hear most of their conversation.

And 30 you've come here 10 see him, have you? It was Mother speaking. Do you
think he wanis 10 see you now? You've been separated so long. You know, | can barely
remember him from class. So how long has it been? Since France?

There was a long silence. Then Michiyo's quiet voice.

Not since France. He tried 10 get me into Iran; wied 10 get me a visa, bt it was
dangerous then and his family would not sponsor me. | had 10 return to Japan.

And 30 when did you fiend cwt he was married?
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cowld leave the country. | know it He's back in Edmonton iem:.

How do you know all of this?

His wife wrote me. Sent me a picture of their wedding. He must vy 1odd her
abowt us. There was silence and then a huff from Mother

It's 100 late now. He is married.

He married her becanse he wanted 1o get out of the country.

How do you know that?

1 just kvow.

And 30 you are here just to see him? 1o change his mind? [ovs he kiow you
are here ot all?

Well, that's silly. How are you ever going t fimd him?

There was a long pause. | leaned over. Michiyo's voice was now a whisper

I will find him. | know | will.

Michiyo wanted me to show her the sights around Edmonton even though she had

been there before. | would like to see the university, she said knowing | was a student

there. | was in my first yoar of arts. My favorite classes were that day -- a modern poetry
class and a creative writing class. | told Michiyo | wrote poetry.



| used to write haiku *

A mother and daughter writing haiku together. 1 could not imagine. When |
thought of Japan, | always thought of Mother and her straightforward, matter-of-fact
ways of doing things. Japan was embodied in her. Japan was polite efficiency.

I left Michiyo in the campus bookstore while | went to class. When I came to pick
her up for lunch, she showed me a book she had bought. It was Swow Cowmry by
snowy street holding a dark red parasol. She was looking demurely, wistfully, behind her
at a man walking away from her.

"That is Komako," Michiyo said. "She is the main character in the book.”
especially an English transistion of a book written in her own language.

*Komako, you sce, was impatient for love. She tried to deny it and yet she was

drowning in it -- in her passion for a man. That is why | like her. She loved with her
“Oh." | sasid. | took the book out of her hands and idly flipped through it.
here””
“An apartment?”
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to stay longer than a month *

"That is fine,” Michiyo said "An apartment-hotel is what I'm looking for The
kind that is completely furnished, where you can stay for s number of weeks "

It will be expensive, | thought. Michiyo seemed to have little money, | had offered
to pay for her lunch and she had not protested

I took her to the only apartment-hotel that [ knew of 1t was downtown As |
proceeded to check her in, she slipped away 1o a nearby telephone  From the corner of my
eye. | could see her anxiously fumbling through what looked like a small address book .
She picked up the receiver.

"Miss -- * the clerk said 10 me. "Her room will be number 805 *

[ took the key and waited for Michiyo to finish her call. She came back to the
pulled out a gold compact. | could tell she had been crying. She dabbed a little powder

*Do I look all rigit?" she asked

“Sure,” | said. She blinked. The powder formed a damp, wrinkled cake beneath

1 handed her the keys, hoping she would invite me up to see her room, but she
seemed in a hurry as if wanting to be rid of me.



I nodded and walked her to the elevator She bowed to me slightly before the
heavy metal doors slid shut.

I stood there for a moment, wondering what to do. The bus stop was in front of
the apartment-hotel, but the bus going back to the university would not be there for
another twenty minutes. 1 sat down on one of the lobby chairs and pulled out my poetry
book to read our assignment for the week. We were doing Yeats' “The Song of the
Happy Shepherd.”

The woods of Arcady are dead,
And over is their antigue joy,

()f ol the world on dreaming fed,
Gray Truth is now her painied 1oy,
Yet still she turns her restless head:

A cold blast of air blew in through the front door. | looked up. A dark-haired
man walked in, holding a little girl in a yellow snowsuit. He looked agitated as I strode
up to the front desk. No one was there. He nervously tapped the counter with his gloved

"Miss Enomoto -- what room?" The man asked abruptly.

"Room 805." the clerk replied. “She just checked in."

i stood up to leave. My bus had arrived.

When | got home that evening, | heard Mother on the phone.
“And 50 | told her it was silly to have come all the way over here just for his sake



as if she could salvage something of this."

at a bowl of cereal. He was reading a comic.

"Who's Mom talking to”" | whispered.

"Atsuko-san at the Consulate's office,” Jake replied, turning over the page of his
comic. He was not interested in anything but his comics and hockey cards.

"No, no -- " Mom was shaking her head. “Apparently they parted just before he
returned to Iran. His family didn't approve of her, | imagine. What? She called about
how to get Canadian citizenship? She only just got here! Yes, apparently he's married
now, but she's treating the marriage as if it was only a formality, a way for him to get out
of the country. No, | don't remember him at all. I've taken 3o many English classes since
then.”

There was a pause. Then Mother nodded her head emphatically. "l agree ltisa
hopeless situstion. I've been praying for her since she arrived £ 1 can, | will take her to
Church.”

Mother got off the phone and looked at me. "Oh, you're home now, are you?
Did you have a nice day with Michiyo?”

"Yeah,"” | said. "She wanted to0 move *
“Move? Move where?"
*To an apartment-hotel.*



"Yes,"” I said slowly. "I saw him. He's got a kid."

My brother looked up from his comic. "She's dumb! Who would come all the
way over here when it's thirty below for a married man anyway? Dumb!”

"Jake!" 1 said sharply. "That's mean!”

Mother laughed. Surprised, I looked at her.

"We-ll, you know Jake is right,” Mother said. "She is rather silly coming all this
way."

Jake stuck his tongue out at me and smugly resumed eating his cereal. | poked
him in the side. "Well, you don't know what it is to be in love so much that -- *

"You're blind," Mother finished my sentence. “There is nothing anyone can do for
someone like that except pray for them. Prayer, | say, makes all the difference.”

| groaned. Jake snickered at me.

"You're dumb too," he said. "You don't know what it's like to be in love either.”

We did not see Michiyo for five days. There was no mention of her around the
house except for Mother's occasional wortied remark. / wonder how she is doing? | hope
she has gotten herself some proper winter clothing.

Mother’s concerns were always 30 practical, [ thougit one evening as [ stood by
the living room window. But | had different concerns. | stared at the falling snow. /
wornder what snow is like in Japan? | thought, remembering the cover of Swow Country.
{ isnagined a small Japanese inn with sliding peper doors opening onto the verandsh where



you could sit and look out at a garden. All the leafy curves and shapes of the trees and
shrubs would be softly dusted in white, & faint and delicate trace of green visible through
the snow. And there would be the woman, kneeling in her kimono, her face towards the
garden, her hands folded in her lap. Small wisps of white breath would escape from her
mouth as she sighed into the air. Beyond in the darkness of the room, there would be a
man standing at the threshold, his face obscured in the gloom.

room. She stopped to check the thermometer outside.
“Minus thirty!® she said. "Poor Michiyo -- 1o come at this time of year!”
"Yes," | replied softly. "lsn't it sad?”
“Don't forget to pray for her,” Mother said, starting up the vacoum. The noise was
1 loft the living room and went downstairs to my desk 10 jot down a few of my

Swow, soft swow  gentle as love
that will soon melt, disappear

Somehow thet was not right. Canadian snow was not like that. It was hard and britile.
But how could | make a poem sbout hard snow”?

into sudden spring.
I put down my pen and re-read the poem. It did not sound the way | wanted it 10 sound
and it had an aliogether different mesning then | intended. | ot up and walked over 10 a



bookshelf full of Mother's old books from Japan Maybe there would be a book of
pictures of a snowy Japan, the kind | had imaginod. | ran my finger over the titles,
sounding them out like a child MA-DA-MU BO-BAH-RI, TES-SU, JAY-NU OH-SU-
TEN, YU-RI-SHE-ZU, MO-BI DIK-KU. 1 sighed. Mother had all the great western
classics in beautifully bound hardbacks, the gold kasakama titles embossed on the spine.
But where were the Japanese books? In the corner of the shelf, 1 found at last a small,
thin paperback. The title was in a kavyi | could easily read -- Yuki-guni. Snow Country. |
picked up the book, and although I knew I could not read it well | eagerly took it upstairs.

The vacu.um cleaner lay abandoned in the middle of the living room. Mother was

She opened the door. A cold rush of air swept into the room.

“Get the bed ready in the den,” she said before heading out into the snowy

It was late when Michiyo arrived at the house. | was already in bed, my ligin
was as if she spoke to silence, for | could not hear Michiyo's voice at all.

| closed my eyes and tri *d 10 remember the man | had soon in the apartment-hotel.
impationtly against the counter and the little child in the yellow snowsuit crying beside



him.

Next door 1 could hear my brother's wheezy snores through the wall He had
asthma and was always needing to take some sort of medication Tonight it scemed his
breathing was noisier than it ever was, an annoying whistling rhythm of sound that
demanded more attention than it deserved. | wished | could turn it off, listen ta the soft
voices below, hear the sad story of failed love.

The next moming | hurried downstairs. Mother was awake already, doing the
laundry.

“Well nothing we didn't expect,” Mother said. She pointed to the wastebasket
where there was a fluff of used tissues. "Poor deluded gifl. Of course, the affair was
doomed to end. 1 can't help but wonder why she would think otherwise He did lead her
will try to do everything you can to protect them *

Mother handed me my blouse. "Now go on,” she said. "You better get ready for
of hours. We all went 10 a Japaness church held in rested chapel space. Ous




congregation was very small, so we had mixed services in Japancse and English Owr
pastor, Pastor Shiotani, was from Japan, he was a very friendly and relaxed man even
though he had only been in Canada for five years

I put on the biouse and looked in the mirror. The blouse was trom Japan | was
always wearing things from Japan Clothes were of better quality there, of better design
I looked at my round, white face with its two small eyes. My black hair was st. uight and
fine, cut in a bob. | could just as well be Japanese Judging by the mirror, no one could

tell the difference. And yet | fe/r different. | wasn't Japanese | wasa't at all like Michiyo

By the time we were ready to leave for church, Michiyo was up She was coming
with us; Mother was making sure of that. We all put on our coats and got into the car It
was a warm day, warmer than usual, and the sun was shining brightly

When we arrived at the church, Pastor Shiotani was at the door shaking cveryone's
hand before the service. He had somehow gotten the custom reversed, but no one in the
Sundsy school had the heart to tell him.

"Wonderful day!” Pastor Shiotani said to me in English He vigorously shook my
hand. "How's the pottery? Coming good, yes?”

*Poetry,” 1 corrected, but he was already talkking in Japanese 10 Mother

My brother and | entered the sanctuary and sat in one of the back pews Mother
went up shead t0 her usual pew in the front where she had to sit as an usher. Michiyo
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Pastor Shiotani strode up to the front and took his place at the pulpit. He began
his address in Japanese

“Isn't it wonderful how God has made the snow stop this day? What pleasant rides

we must have all enjoyed in coming to church this day'”
He cleared his throat and then stiffly spoke in English

"What wonderful God's blue sunny day for us to see! No snow, no ice, just happy

cars!”

My brother rolled his eyes 1 looked over to Michiyo. She was hunched over, her
hands on her purse. | could not see her face.

"Let us pray,” Pastor Shiotani said.

I lowered my head, wondering all the while what Michiyo was thinking. Why did
Maexher bring her here? | thought in bitter helplessness. What wowld it do? All the
unhappy. doubtful feelings | had sbout church and believing and God that | had with me
since high school surfaced in my mind.

"We all know what the Bibie says sbout love, don't we”?" Pastor Shiotani began his
sermon. "That it is patient, good, and slow to anger. But did you know that above all,
love is suffering””

I turned to Michiyo. ‘Shemndmmtbpafeam&mm. An
exquisite and delicate suffering, not like the heavy and morbid suffering of Christ on the
cross.

"Love is suffering because we are all failures at it. We want of love things we
cannot have. We expect of lovethings it cannot do for us. Whea we are young, we think



give up things for it, sacrifice our lives for it, and it is not returned to us, we teel cheated
and are angry and bitter and helpless  We love this way because we are broken  But we
also love this way because God put in us the seed of yearning for His perfect Love And
that Love is found only in Christ "

A small murmur of assent filled the sanctuary. 1 looked at the people sitting all
aiound us. There was Mr. and Mrs. Aoki who had lost their son in a car accident There
was old Mrs. Tsuruta whom everyone thought was a little crazy, rumour had it she was a
prostitute in Japan in the years before the war  There was Mrs Ichimura whose husband
was never around to support her and her daughter  Beside her were the Shimadas who
had lately been bringing their niece Teruko -- the one with the bandaged cye -- 10 church
with them. Mrs. Edwards was sitting next to Mrs. Shimada, Mrs Edwards was not a
regular church goer, but she sometimes transiated the church newsletter into English for

people who couldn't read Japanese. In the next pew was the Hayashi family

Redwater. Pastor Shiotani used to visit him every Saturday -- swil | gt so sick of iwm, |
Just had 10 accept the Lord 10 get him off my back, Mr. Hayashi said, a twinkle in his cye
profiessor of religion at the university, he was always making littic sniffs about this or that

funny to me because we didn



"broken” as if all of us were these fragile glass globes floating and bouncing against each
other until some tragic thing shattered us into little pieces.

I looked at Michiyo. A painful whimpering sound came out of her throat as she
tried to suppress a sob with her hand. | could see a shiny trail of wetness down her eyes
and nose Strands of loose hair had fallen onto her face but she did not smooth them
away. Quietly | took a tissue out of my pocket and passed it over to her. She took it,
bowing her head slightly.

Everyone stood up for the last hymn. Michiyo remained sitting. She had her
hands clasped together as if in prayer. Her eyes were closed.

After the service was over, | had to hurry downstairs to help the others make
coffee. Asl left the pew, | could see Mother going down the far aisle by the window
towards Michiyo. Pastor Shiotani was directly behind her.

"Who is that?”” one of the girls in the Sunday School asked me.

"No one important,” | said. "Just someone from Japan Mom used to know.”

We went down the stairs together and started helping the other women in the
kitchen. It scemed like a long time before Mother and Pastor Shiotani came down the
stairs. The tables had been set out already and the acha served long ago. Mother had a
weary smile on her fice; her eyes were red. Pastor Shiotani was his usual jovial self,

"Where's Michiyo?" 1 asked Mother.

“She is sill upstairs *

1 quickly slipped out of the room sad west upetairs. Through the glass windows at



the back of sanctuary I could see Michiyo by herself, a dark, upright figure in the line of
empty pews. She sat very quietly, her hands folded in her lap, her face raised to the

stained-glass window. She was staring at the depiction of Christ's entry into Jerusalem

Two days later, Michiyo left our house to return to Japan Before she packed
away her things, she gave me the English copy of Snow Cownniry she had bought in the
bookstore.

"Here," she said. "When you fal! in love, you will know *

I took the book and read it soon after she left. But it was not until several years
later that I finally understood the bittersweet feelings of love Michiyo had experienced that

cold winter my first year of university.
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