44 [EFERFEEHERE]
ok & HIoRE  — [E LA ZFete
iRy A

IXE®IT
WREIFERLN CEL IS - 2 U AL, u/b/maﬁﬁ%ﬁhfétkﬁ
D= L OHED, B L,t.Eﬁ:E‘%’E&b( BT IRIEE D DIEE B FHULNT S,
EAEENARORT4E U CRIFCREIOR A L ES LTV E — EREEELORE,
AADKERDIRELEAN & 50 HHEA~L BT Lo 0o e b BEDE — OEHE~E
BT, ZO/NNGROREY FL LTONRTOERRIZIR T, SR Bl %
WU Ui—EDBR, #eit-& hRTFE2H< W ARYEREd LaREEREE 72
Do ENDYREPFREROBEANIOOL O THATFO—NGRDREY THDH T &b, 7
F T OB X AEE N L - T, Bk OREOWREL BT D Z L2, B
WK EFRITEBIEGRRERIITEA TT DL Sl FoREn 2@ U T, FedidE
ROEEHAE bIAHRNTOL ZLITRY, FEAFELIRNZ &, BB L LRI L
ECOYRRCHHALT L OFREUFLEIN2 R BIE5 D, ARUIHRA - A V7
D APale T/fewalells(l982) IRITD FEGNAZ EDR %ﬂj DFREME R B

ThdH L,

L RUEY LBbYD [7AY HE|

B F ORI AEEAITF & TEFOYREOIICED &bk Es LOTIIEIE
B0 TL 37 A U MHORBERFEOFERC, FHPCT onTngd, £9FR0E
D OERETERER L L O, |

It was towards the beginning of summer — I was in my third or fourth
month of pregnancy by then — when I first watched that large Aroerican car,
white and battered, bumping its way over the wasteground towards the river.
(p. 12)
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Now I donot doubt that amongst those women I lived with then, there were
those who had suffered, those with sad and terrible memaories. But to watch
them each day, busily involved with their husbands and their children, I found
this hard to believe — that their lives had ever held the tragedies and
nightmares of wartime, It was never my intention to appear unfriendly, but
it was probably true that I made no special effart to seem otherwise. For at
that point in my life, T was still wishing to be left alone. (p. 13) |
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The wasteground outside must have hardened significantly since the first



46 e i ey

occasion I had watched that large American car, for now I saw it coming across
the uneven surface without undue difficulty. It continued to come nearer,
then bumped up on to the concrete beneath my window. The glare on the
windscreen prevented me from seeing dearly, but I received a distinct
impression the driver was not alone. The car moved around the apartment
block and out of my vision. : - (pp. 156-157)
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Memory, I realize, can be an unreliable thing; often it is heavily coloured by
the circumstances i which one remembers, and no doubt this applies to
certain of the recollections I have gathered here. For instance, I find it
tempting to persuade myself it was a premonition I experienced that
afternoon, that the unpleasant image which entered my thoughts that day
was something altogether different — something much more intense and
vivid—than the numerous day-dneaﬁns which drift through one’s imagination
during such long and empty hours.

In all possibility; it was nothing soremarkable. The tragedy of the little givl
found hanging from a tree — much more so than the earlier child murders —
had made a shocked impression on the neighbourhood, and I could not have
been alone that summer in being disturbed by such images.  (p. 156)
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. “And Mariko would be happier there. Americaisafar better place fora
young girl togrowup. Out there, she could do all kinds of things with her life.
She could become a business girl  Or she could study painting at college ad
become an artist. All these things are much easier in America, Etsuko.
Japan isnoplace for aginl. What can she look forward to here?’

“T suppose you think I'm a fool,” she said, quietly. “Don’t you, Etsuko?”

Tlooked back at her, a little surprised.

“Irealize we may never see America,” shesaid. “And even ifwe did, I know

- how difficult things willbe. Did you think I never knew that?’

I gave noxeply, and we went on staring at each other.

“But what of it?’ said Sachiko. “What difference does it make? Why
shouldn’t I go to Kobe? After all, Etsuko, what do I have to lose? There's
nothing for me at my uncle’s house. Just a few empty rooms, thats all. 1
could sit there in a room and grow old. Other than that therelll be nothing,
Just empty rooms, that’s all. You know that yourself, Etsuko.”

... “Bverything will turn out well, I assure you. Ill write to you when I
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reach America. Perhaps, Etsuko, youll even come and visit us one day.  You
could bring your child with you”
“Yes, indeed.”
~ “Perhaps youll have several children by then.”
“Yes,” I said, lgughing awkwardly, “You never know?”
(pp. 170-171)
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I canmot be sure now how long I spent searching for her that night. Quite
possibly it was for a considerable time, for I was advanced in my pregnancy by
then and careful to avoid hurried movements. Besides, once having come
outside, I was finding it strangely peaceful to walk beside the river. Along
one section. of the bauk, the grass had grown very tall L must have been
wearing sandals that night for I can remember distinctly the feel of the grass
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onmy feet. AsIwalked, there were insects making noises all around me.

" Then eventually I became aware of a separate soumd, a rustling noise as if
a snake were sliding in the grass behind me; I stopped to listen, then realized
what had caused it; an old piece of xope had tangled itself around my ankle
and I had been dragging it through the grass. I carefully released it from
around my foot. When I held it up to the moohlight it felt damp and muddy
between my fingers. , '

“Hello, Mariko,” I said, for she was sitting in the grass a short way m front
of me, her knees hunched up to her chin. A willow tree - one of several that
grew on. the bank — hung over the spot where she sat. I took a few steps
towards her until I could make out her face more clearly.

“What's that?’ she asked.

“Nothing, Itjusttangled 'qn to my foot when I was walking.” ,

“What is it though?”
“Nothing, just a piece of ld rope. Why are you out here?”
“Do you want to take a kitten?’
“Akitten?’
“Mother says we can't keep the kittens. Do you want one?”
“T don’t think so.”
 “But we have to find homes for them soon. Or else Mother says well have
to drown them.”
“That would be a pity”
“You could have Atsu.”
“We'll have to see.”

“Why have you got that?’

‘T told you, it's nothing, Tt just caught on to my foot.” I took a step closer.
“Why are you doing that, Mariko?’

“Doing what?”

“You were making a strange face just now.”
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‘I wasn’t making a strange face. Why have you got the rope?’
“You were making a strange face. It was a very strange face.”

“Why have you got the rope?’

I watched her for amoment. Signs of fear were appearing on her face.

“Don't you want a kitten then?’ she asked.

“No, I don’t think so. What's the matter with you?’

Mariko got to her feet. I came forward until I reached the willow tree.
noticed the cottage a short distance away, the shape ofits roof darker than the

sky. I could hear Mariko's footsteps running off into the darkness.
(pp. 83-84 THETIEE)
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In time, the small wooden bridge appeared on the bank ahead of me.
While crossing it, I stopped for a moment to gaze at the evening sky.

As T recall, a strange sense of tranquillity [srd came over me there on that
bridge. .. | |

“What's the matter with you? I said, “Why are you sitting here like this?’

The insects were clustering around the lantern, I put it down in front of
me, and the child’s face became more sharply illuminated. After a long
silence, she said: “T don't want togoaway. I dox’t want to go away tomorrow.”

‘T gave a sigh. “But youll like it.. Everyone’s a little frightened of new
things. You'l like it over there.”

“Idon’t wantto goaway. AndI don’tlike him. He'slike a pig”

“You're not to speak like that,” I said, angrily.  We stared at each other fora

. moment, then she looked back down at her hands.

“You mustn’t speak like that,” I said, more calmly. “He's very fond of you,
and hell be just like a new father. Everything will turn out well, I promise.”

The child said nothing. 1 sighed again.

“In any case,” I went on, “if you don't like it over there, we can always oomé
back”

This time she looked up at me questioningly.

“Yes, I promise,” Tsaid. “If you don't like it over there, welll come straight
back. Butwe have totry it and see if we like it there. I'm sure we will”

The little girl was watching me closely. “Why are you holding that?’ she

 asked.
“This? Itjust caught around my sandal, that’s all.”
“Why are you holding it?’

“‘Ttoldyou. It caught around my foot. What's wrong with you?” I gave a
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short laugh. “Why are you looking at me like that? I'm not going to hurt you”
“Without taking her eyes from me, she rose slowly to her feet.

“What's wrong with you?’ I repeated.

The child began to run, her footsteps drumming along the wooden boards,
She stopped at the end of the bridge and stood watching me suspiciously. I
smiled at her and picked up the lantern. The child began once more torun.

Ahalf-moon had appeared above the water and for several quiet moments
I remained on the bridge, gazing atit. Once, through the dimness, I
thought T could see Mariko running along the riverbank in the direction of
the cottage. (pp. 172173 THREN L)
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Introduced by Helene Cixous in her essay, “The Laugh of the Medusa®,
ecriture feminine refers to a uniquely feminine style of writing characterised
by disruptions in the text, such as gaps, silences, puns, new Images and so
on. It is eccentric, incomprehensible and inconsistent, and the difficulty to
understand it is attributed to centuries of suppression of the female voice,
which now -speaks in a borrowed hngimge. Believed to originate from the
mother in the stage of the mother-child relation before the child acquires the
male-centred verbal language, this pre-linguistic and unconscious
potentiality manifests itself in those literary texts which, abolishing all

" repressions, undermine and subvert, all significations, the logic and the
cdlosure of the phallocentric language, and opens into a joyous freeplay of
meanings.4 "
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Around that same time, in early summer, Ogata-San ;.:ame to visit us, his
first visit since moving away from Nagasaki earlier that year. He was my
husband’s father, and it seems rather odd I always thought of him as
“Ogata-San”, even in those days when that was my own name. Butthen]
had known him as “Ogata-San” for such a long time —since Jong before T had
ever met Jiro —I had never got used to calling him “Father”.

There was little family resernblance between Ogata-San and my husband.
When I recall Jiro today, I picture a small stocky man wearing a stern
expression; ... ] remember he had this same tendency to hunch forward —in
a manner not unlike that of a boxer —whether standing or walking. By
contrast, his father would always sit with his shoulders flung well back, and
had a relaxed, generous manner about him. When he came to visit us that
summer, Ogata-San was still in the best of health, displaying a well-built

physique and the robust energy of a much younger man.

(pp. 2820 THEHGIEEE)
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“T must have been such a burden to you in those days,” I said, quietly.

“Nonsense.”

“But the rest of the family. They must have thought I was a mad girl”

“They couldn’t have thought too badly of you. After all, it ended up with
you marrying Jirg. Now come on, Etsuko, enough of this. Play me |

something.”

“What was I like in those days, Father? Was 1 like a mad person?’

“You were very shocked, which was only to be expected. We were all
shocked.‘those of us who wexe left. Now, Etsuko, let’s forget these things, 'm
sorry I ever brought up the matter.”

I brought the instrument up to my chin once more.

“Ah,” he said, “Mendelssohn.”

Iremaied like that for several seconds, the violin under my chin. ThenI
brought it down to my lap and sighed. “T hardly play it now,” I said.

“‘Tm sorry, Etsuko.” Ogata-San’s voice had become solemn,

- “Perhaps I shouldn’t have touched it.”
T looked up at him and smiled. “So.” I said, “the little child is feeling guilty
now.” (pp. 57-58 THRENIES)
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“We've all had to put things behind us.  You too, Etsuko I remember you
were very hearthroken once. But you managed to carry on.”

“Yes, but I was fortunate. Ogata-San was very kind to me in those days.I
dor’t know what would have become of me otherwise.” |

“Yes, he was very kind to yow And of course, that’s how you met your
hushand. But you deserved to be fortunate.”

‘Treally don’t k:now where I'd be today if Ogata-San hadn’t taken me in.
But I can understand how difficult it must be —for your son, I mean. Even
me I still think about Nakamura-San sometimes. I can’t help it. ...”

“Now, Eitsuko, if you don’t eat here, you won't eat lunch for another hour.
You know how important it is for you to eat regularly at this stage.”

“Yes, I suppose so.” ' ‘
Mrs Fujiwara looked at me closely for a moment, Then she said: “You've
everything to look forward to now, Etsuko. What are you so unhappy about?’

“Unhappy? But ’'m not unhappy in the least.”

She continued to look at me, and I laughed nervously.

“Once the child comes,” she said, “youlll be delighted, believe me. And you'l
make a splendid mother, Etsuko” (pp. 76-77)
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“You wouldn’t think it such an art once you'd learnt how it was done.
Perhaps women should keep these things secret.”

He laughed, as if to himself, then continued to watch me quietly.

“Which are you hoping for, Etsuko?’ he asked, eventually. “A boy or a girl?’

“T really don’t mind. Ifit’s a boy we could name him after you” )

“Really? Is that a promise?’

“But I'd like my son to be named after you, Father.”

“That would make me very happy.” He smiled and gave me a small bow.
“But then I know how irritating it is when relatives insist on having children
named after them. I remember the time my wife and I argued over what to
call Jiro. I wanted to name him after an uncle of mine, but my wife disliked
this practice of naming children after relatives. Of course, she had her way in
the end. Keiko was a hard woman to budge.”

“Keiko is a nice name. Perhaps ifit's a girl we could call her Keiko.”
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“And besides, Etsuko, Tm sure there are others you'd prefer to name your
child after. Others you were closer to.”

“Perhaps. But ifit's a boy Td like him to be named after you. You were like
a father to me once.” . '

“Am I no longer like a father to you?’

“Yes, of course. But it’s different.”

“Tivois a good husband to you, T hope”

“Of course. I couldn’t be happier.”

“And the child will make you happy.”

“Yes. It couldn't have happened at a better time. We're quite settled here
now, and Jiro's work is going well. This is the ideal time for this to have
happened.”

“So you're happy?’

“Yes, P'm very happy.” ,

“Good. Tm happy for youboth.” ~ (pp. 33-34)
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Niki, the name we finally gave my younger daughter, is not an abbreviation;
1t was a compromise I reached with her father. For paradoxically it was he
who wanted to give her a Japanese name, and I --perhaps out of some
selfish desire not to be reminded of the past —insisted on an English one.
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