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“Now, children, here’s an Englishman who comes from England. Do you
know where England is, Kazuko-chan?”

“Zutto muko (far away).”

“And do you think you can find it on our map?”

A battered metal globe had been dragged out to the front of the class and
the four children clustered round it, wriggling.

“No, Kazuko-chan, that's Saudi Arabia. This is England,” said Mr. Obata,
tapping Iceland. Mr. Obata rocked back on his heels as he addressed his four
pupils, gesturing at them with large sweeps of his arms.

“Now, yesterday this foreigner walked thirty-three kilometers, all the way
from Cape Soya. Where’s Cape Soya, Kazuko-chan?”

“Zutto muko (far away).”

“Yes, and today this American is going to walk to Toyotomi. Where’s that,
Ryoichi-kun?”

“Zutto muko.”

“And after that he's going to walk all through Japan.”

“Ooooo000!”

“How long do you think that’ll take him?”

“A week."

“Two weeks.”

“Six months.”

“Five years.”
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And by this time my feet were beginning to tingle, so after the children had
each tried to lift my rucksack (the little girl was the only one who succeeded),
I drank a cup of thin green tea in the teachers’ room, while the headmaster

guffawed quietly at his desk, and then set off in earnest for Toyotomi. (P.8)?
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Rumoi seemed a lively enough city, I thought, though curiously subdued in the
early morning when I left it, striding off at the beginning of the tenth day of my
journey past empty coal trucks and rows of uniformed high school pupils, the girls
babbling excitedly in their neat full-skirted sailor suits, the boys in their shiny

black blazers and geta, dragging their satchels along the railings by the roadside
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and waiting till I was well past before shouting out, “Hey, yooo!”  (P20)
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“Ziss is a PEN! Ziss is a PEN!” screamed the children as I walked into the city.
(P.19)
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Four little boys on bicycles escorted me into the town of Numata at five
o’clock in the afternoon and made me stop to look at their pictures of suupaa-
kaa ( “supercars” ).

“What suupaa-kaa do you have in England?”

I felt boastful: “Oh, you know...Rolls Royces...Jaguars..."

“Is that all?”

“Well, er...there’s...er...Aston Martins...”

“It's a shame he’s not an Italian. They've got Lamborghinis."

And with that accusation ringing in my ears, I was shown to a ryokan and

promptly abandoned. (P.21)
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My eleventh day opened on a cloudy sky and four more little boys who pursued
me on bicycles, screaming “Gaijin! Gaijin! (Foreigner! Foreigner!)” When they
had overtaken me, they blocked my path with their bicycles and stood scowling up
at me open-mouthed: “Ufu! Mite! Eigo no hito da! (Ugh! Look! It’s an English-
speaker!)” I suggested to them in Japanese that they might like to move their
bicycles. They turned away, crestfallen: “Ara’ Eigo ja nakatta! (Oh! It wasn’t an
English-speaker!)”  (P.23)
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In the back of one little shop I stopped in there was a woman with a smile so
astonishingly lovely that it shot off her face like a beam of light. I glimpsed her
while I was buying an apple. She was very tiny and had a grotesquely hunched
back, and she sat in front of a huge electric knitting machine that someone had
bought her as a present; a brand-new electric computerized knitting machine—slip
in a card and out comes a cushion cover. I don’t think I have ever seen anyone look
prouder than that little hunchbacked woman sitting there smiling at me, wanting

me to notice her knitting machine. (PP.15-16)
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There was a lull in the rain on the seventh day and I walked along the still empty
coast road and saw an eagle ripping the guts out of a crow. On the main street of
one village, an old woman in a dark kimono with a scarf round her head and no
teeth in her mouth came up to me and, to my amazement, put her arms round my
neck and, when I had bent down to her, put her cheek against my cheek and asked
me where I lived.

“In Tokyo,” I said, and she hugged me as tight as her shaky little body would let

her.



“I have three grandsons in Tokyo,” she said. “Three grandsons. Thank you, Take
care. Good luck to you.” And she patted me on the back, twice, smiling and then
sighing, and the rain came down again and I walked on toward the snowy

mountains. (P.16)
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Dusk came on fast and at half past six it was night. In the village of Atsumi
the woman at the ryokan door stood twisting her apron about in her fists.

“Are there any rooms free?” I asked with an encouraging smile.

“Well, yes, there are, but we haven’t got any beds. We sleep on mattresses
on the floor.”

“Yes, I know,” I said. “I've lived in Japan for seven years."”
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“And you won’t be able to eat the food.”

“Why, what’s the matter with it?”

“It’s fish.”

“I like fish.”

“But it’s raw fish.”

“Look, I've lived in Japan for seven years. My wife’s Japanese. I like raw
fish.”

“But I don’t think we’ve got any knives and forks.”

“Look..."

“And you can’t use chopsticks.”

“Of course I can. I've lived in Japan for...”

“But it’s a tatami-mat room and there aren’t any armchairs.”

“Look...” '

“And there’s no shower in the bathroom. It’s an o-furo.”

“T use chopsticks at home. I sit on tatami. I eat raw fish. I use an o-furo. I've
lived in Japan for seven years. That’s nearly a quarter of my life. My wife...”

“Yes,” moaned the woman, “but we can’t speak English.”

“I don’t suppose that will bother us,” I sighed. “We’ve been speaking

Japanese for the last five minuites.”  (P.108)
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“Do you mind if I sleep down there on the beach?”
“You can if you want.”

“I haven't got a tent.”

He was lighting a cigarette. “Haven’t got a tent?”
“Will I have to pay?”

The old caretaker squinted at the pack on my back.
“I've got a sleeping bag.”

He shrugged, said nothing, and went back into his hut. (P.38)
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A light went on in the hut. Though the condensation on the window I could see the
wood stove the old man had burning. I saw his shadow move across the dry wall
and watched him peer out through the lighted window and stare at me lying on his
step. Then I heard him move to the door. The door opened a little and, by turning
an inch, I could see his face silhouetted in the doorway. He stood there for what
seemed a very long time and I tried to think of something to say, but in the end, I
was spared the necessity of saying anything. Quietly but firmly he closed the door
of his hut and turned the key in the lock. (P.39)
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At the point where the atomic bomb was dropped on Hiroshima there is a Peace
Park, and in the Peace Park there is a museum. I visited the museum with no

illusions that I would be able to write about what I saw and little real hope that I
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would comprehend it. The three hours that I spent there, forcing myself to look at
every item, reading each caption in English and again in Japanese, brought me no

closer to an understanding but they knocked a gaping hole in my spirit.  (P.212)
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He said: “Your country did this.”

My eyes must have altered behind my sunglasses. I slid away from him and
stopped in front of a large photograph of a junior high school girl with half her
face missing. I felt the same nudge and now the man was grinning.

“Do you like this picture?” he asked. “Do you find it interesting at all? Does it
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amuse you? Do you find it amusing?” (P213)
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There is a story told about a little girl who fell desperately ill some two or three
months after the bombing. For a long time the exact nature of “A-bomb sickness”
was only dimly understood, and treatment was haphazard and ineffectual. This
fact, combined with the soaring black-market prices of foreign medicines in
postwar Japan, condemned most of those who contracted radiation-induced
diseases to an agonizing death. But the girl’s mother was stubborn and resourceful
and hung onto her wits far longer than most mothers would have. Patiently she
persuaded her little daughter that if she could fold one thousand paper cranes and
string them together like a rosary she would recover. Millions of these tiny
cranes—the work of well-wishers and pilgrims—hang today in colored festoons
from the stone monuments in the park, and it was these that the old man was
arranging in heaps. The little girl began to make her cranes, but daily her fingers
lost their strength, and eventually the sheer effort of folding them was a torture
both to her and to her mother. Still her mother—by now, and of necessity, a
believer in the myth she had concocted—stubbornly urged her daughter to fold
another crane and then another, and painfully the little girl folded her cranes and
one by one the number grew. She died after making nine hundred and sixty-four.
(PP:215-216)
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In the night I made the beginner's lavatory mistake. Whatever the style of
Japanese lavatory—whether Western or the traditional hole in the floor—you never
go into it wearing the same pair of slippers that you wear along the corridors.
Another pair of slippers—often helpfully marked “lavatory” —is laid out for you
there, and you change into them as you enter. The beginner’s lavatory mistake is
this: stumbling half-pissed into a hole-in-the-floor-type lavatory at night, he kicks
one of the lavatory slippers down the hole. This, I suppose, happens fairly
regularly, but for a veteran of seven years to commit this blunder was an
immediately sobering embarrassment. In fact, it was so embarrassing to be left
hopping about in a single lavatory slipper that I kicked that down the hole to
follow the first. My plan was to disclaim all knowledge of the slippers so that the
maid would be accused of having forgotten to lay them out. This, I congratulated
myself, was a cast-iron defense, but in the searing light of morning it struck me
that I might well be resorting unawares to an instantly recognizable “beginner’s
lavatory feeble ploy,” so I avoided not only the downstairs guests but the entire

domestic staff as well. (P.88)
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