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I
I was waiting for Tamao.
Tamao is eighteen.
I was guided by a
peculiar sensation to come to
T City and stay for a while. I
had come to the area several
times as a girl, but this was
my first visit to T City.
As the train approached N
City the sunlight appeared
stronger than I had ever
experienced it elsewhere, as
if the entire field of vision
glistened with heat waves.
Rather than the shimmer of
heat waves, it might be closer
to say it was a color more
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like a mineral. White rays
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glinted upward and the air
overflowed with light, not from the sky but from the ground.
Last month, January, I had boarded an H-line train without
having a definite destination. I had a habit of getting on trains
without having any particular purpose. When you have a destination
everything is defined accordingly, but when you have none the land
itself takes on an air of ambiguity. I enjoy the feeling of
wandering unaware into that indefinite realm. But my boarding an Hline train last month with no goal in mind was due to special
circumstances: my husband had committed suicide. I was still in a
daze even though it had been months since his death, and that day I
felt like riding a train, any train. It was when the train windows
began to glow whiter and more brilliantly, nearing N City, that I
realized I was on an H-line train.
My husband’s suicide left me in a confused state in which my
head had become perfectly clear. On such occasions most people are
able to find relief for a while by crying or screaming or some
other display, but I was not like them. Instead, confusion sank in
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deeper and deeper, changing into countless fragments of ice that
spread throughout my interior; for me, everything that formed the
world thinned out like vapor. In this condition, no matter how I
might be jolted or shaken, I could not be roused.
Noticing a
white light
flickering
strangely outside
the window, I
raised my head.
The light was not
just flickering,
it was floating
backward in a wide
stream as the
train moved. And
then I remembered
that years ago
when I had passed
this area several
times I had been
struck by that
JNR Mishima station (1976)
same strange white
light and had felt a similar sensation stirred within me by the
scenery. Although I had not thought about it since, now I recalled
that every time I passed the area I remembered experiencing the
same feeling as before.
I was thinking about the theory I had formed to explain why
such a phenomenon occurs in this area. The R mountain range, which
starts near N City, extends as far as port town K, and flat land
stretches between the two cities, surrounded by the mountain range
and the Inland Sea. The white light starts near N City; it suddenly
catches your attention as the train comes into the city, but by the
time the train nears K City your eyes have become so accustomed to
the light you hardly think about it. I attributed the whiteness of
the light to the granite that is mined in great quantity in the R
mountains. Perhaps over hundreds and thousands of years the
powdered granite has washed down from the mountains, or the soil
itself in this area contains some granite.
Since I had no destination, I thought I might as well get off
at N Station before the effect of the white light faded away. There
was another line that branched out from N Station toward the
mountains as far as T City. That’s right, I thought, I’ll try going
to T City. If my speculation is correct, the closer I go to the
mountains, the closer I’ll be to the core of what puzzles me.
2

I was standing on the platform at the station. A cold north
wind was blowing, and it seemed that the air itself was glittering
with powdered granite. Conscious of unexpectedly placing myself
inside something like a vast halation, I had a queer feeling as I
thought about the contrast between myself at that moment and myself
before I had taken the H-line train.
Perhaps my husband’s death had been slowly, steadily prepared
over our ten years of marriage. Like black ink seeping into his
blood drop by drop, his death had accumulated day by day. That
truth made me feel particularly uneasy because it seemed linked
with the suicide of my lover long before I had married. In both
cases there was no immediate reason for suicide. Just as my husband
went on accumulating death over the course of ten years, so my
lover had been accumulating death during the three years we knew
each other. Their weakening was a strange process I can describe
only as “storing death.” Instead of their life ripening over time,
at a certain point it suddenly graphed a downward curve. And that
certain point was when they met me. I had begun to think this way
because of a fortune-teller’s words.
“This means you were born under a lucky star-- but too lucky,
in fact,” the old fortune-teller told me. “When you love a man,
he’ll enter the circle of death.”
It had never
occurred to me
that I was
extremely
fortunate. In the
first place, I was
not very healthy
mentally or
physically.
“What do you
mean, ‘enter the
circle of death’?”
I asked.
A candle was
burning on the
desk in the
fortune-teller’s
room. There was
divination tables for Tengen-jutsu fortune telling
nothing that
looked like paraphernalia for divination other than an old leatherbound book. Around the circle of light made by the candle flame,
the brightness quickly dissolved into the dark.
“In this world there are life circles and death circles.
Whereas some people can’t escape the circle of death no matter how
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much they try to live, others can’t get out of the circle of life
no matter how much they try to die. In either case, it’s hell. But
the majority of us are free from these fixed circles and lead
unconcerned and mediocre lives,” the fortune-teller explained.
“When you look around this world, you can see a transparent circle
around certain people. They are trapped inside that circle like
prisoners. Some were born inside the circle, but in other cases it
shows up some time later, appearing around their feet.”
He stopped talking and abruptly lifted the
candle high, pointing with his free hand to the
darkness in front of him. I saw in the direction
that he pointed something like a vast, dark stage
where countless people were moving around. About
one out of every thousand had a circle around his
feet. I could not tell which was the life circle
and which was the death circle, but I could see
all too clearly that both those in whom life
collected despite their wish to die and those in
whom death was stored despite persistent efforts
to live were existing in hell.
“How is it that death is stored?” I asked
the fortune-teller.
“You might think of it as arm wrestling.
Without knowing it, you and a partner have been
arm wrestling all this time. Let’s say your
individual fates were groaning and straining with
all their strength in their struggle against each
other. The strangest thing is that the parties
involved are completely unaware of what’s going
on. But I was able to see that moment by moment a circle of death
was forming around your lover’s feet...”
After my encounter with the fortune-teller I became obsessed
with death. I was haunted by the fear that if I focused with
sufficient intensity on an insect, for instance, it would drop dead
like a dried scale. Even if I did not aim at anything in
particular, my fate would exert its influence without my realizing
it, pushing an object toward death. When I thought this way, the
world in which I had been placed was transformed into a scene
filled with skeletons and corpses that fell from the sky day and
night. I must not go near anyone or anything. It would be all right
if I detached myself from everything. In order not to cause anyone
to die, I should act as if I were dead and hide myself somewhere.
Thinking more and more about why my husband and my lover
committed suicide, although there was nothing one could remotely
identify as the reason, I could clearly see the signs that their
lives really had been sucked into the circle of death. Like losing
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yourself, spinning round and round in a whirlpool that swirls
unnoticed in the middle of a dark night ocean: irresistible, all
too easy, yet final.
I possess neither the dark power of a person who belongs to
death while living in this world nor the superabundant life force
that feeds on others’ lives. Even so, according to the fortuneteller, when I love a man he will enter the death circle as a
result of my excessively strong fate. How does the fortune-teller
measure the degree of fate? He says that although I am not aware of
trying at all, somehow I have won a game of arm wrestling.
While I was on the platform waiting for a train to T City,
gazing at those people on the dark stage surrounded by death
circles, a cold wind foreign to that idea blew through me. Wind in
January is as dry as ice. Coming from a direction where there were
no factories, it was transparent and bright. The brightness of the
wind was due to the white light oozing from the ground and
radiating toward the sky.
It was then that something like a presentiment struck me. The
train that ran from T City to N City and back had few passengers.
By the time it started on the return trip the nature of my
presentiment was little by little becoming clear. The ancient rustcolored train with only two cars went slowly, screeching and
scraping the rails. As it crept along the air outside filled
increasingly with white light. Just as I thought. If the granite
contained in the R mountains were its cause as I suspected, the
light would become more conspicuous the closer I went to the
mountains.

Ryōhaku Mountains

If I could express my premonition in words, I would have to
call it happiness. How unexpected to suddenly encounter this
feeling while wandering through thoughts of death. To be more
accurate, though, rather than “encounter” I could say that
happiness was there at a distance, transformed into a substance.
Minerals were evaporating from the ground itself, white and bright,
in a color that could only be called “happiness.”
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No, it was more than that. I had a feeling, increasingly
strong, that concealed somewhere within the landscape was something
more profound. The train went along slowly, stopping at every
station, and I could no longer ignore the feeling that with each
movement of the train the scenery outside was disclosing something
meaningful.
I had passed N City several times when I was a girl, but this
was the first time I had taken a branch line from N Station. I had
not had an opportunity to go to T City, which was the last stop.
Though I had boarded the train without a goal, now I clearly saw my
objective. Not that I felt I had conceived of the purpose; rather
the purpose itself, animated, stood up in front of me, as it were.
That purpose was to go to T City. There was no particular reason to
go, but an absolute order descended from somewhere.
Outside the
train I saw the
passing trees,
large old-fashioned
houses, and shrines;
each tree and each
roof tile was tailored
with clean beauty. As
the train moved along,
scene after scene was
momentarily enveloped
by bursts of white
light as if flashbulbs
were exploding.
This entire region maintained a broad sparkling that covered
it completely like a thin, thin tent. The glittering substance
transmitted something like a signal to me inside the train. I fell
into a mood similar to what I feel at the moment of waking. Then I
noticed that another sensation was intervening, besides that
earlier one of happiness materializing in this region at a certain
distance from me. I felt that at some deep level I was connected to
that happiness.
Finally I was able to verbalize what my premonition was. I
became convinced that somewhere in this residential area I, who had
been destined to be blessed, actually did live happily with my
family. For whatever reason, that fact came to me from the whole
landscape like an obsession. Because it was unreasonable, it seemed
all the more real. For that matter, is there anything rational that
contains the truth? More likely the truth is tucked safely
somewhere in the ambiguous folds of irrationality.
In one of the houses of this residential district that is
peculiarly overflowing with white light, I am living: not I who
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followed a negative route from marriage on, but J who took a
positive direction.
A few stations before the train reached T City, I felt like
getting off.
I walked among the houses. This land itself filled my body
with a sense of familiarity and yearning. And there was a reason.
Although I had completely forgotten it until now, this was the
ground on which I lived day and night. I knew very well the touch
of the dry pavement through the soles of my shoes. On the pavement
white shining sand spread out as if swept by a brush. It seemed
that the white light reflected off the ground was dyeing me from
below with a bright shine. Now that I actually stood on the ground
instead of looking from the train window, an even stronger illusion
brought the entire land to life.
After walking around for about an hour,
I stopped in front of a house that caught my
attention. An old Western-style house,
perhaps built in prewar times, it gave the
impression of being slightly tilted.
Possibly it actually did tilt, being so old.
Originally it must have been surrounded by
a hedge; toward one end a
section of shrubbery
remained, now withered. In
place of the hedge was a
gray wire fence, which was
the only thing that looked
new. Because of the wire
fence the garden was now
exposed. There were many rose-bushes,
in the midst of which I noticed the back
of a middle-aged woman who was watering
plants. I stood in the center of the sidewalk
and stared at her, feeling the smooth touch of the
copper watering can handle in my grasp, and the splashes of water
wetting the tips of my sandals. This copper watering can, which has
been passed down through our family for many generations, feels
full and heavy. I have been growing roses for over eight years now.
I always come to the garden at this time in the late afternoon, and
when I stand here holding the watering can and a bucket filled with
water, the setting sun sends all of its yellow rays toward me. In
this area the sun does not set over the mountains but goes down
slowly far beyond the horizon that opens to the sea, which cannot
be seen from here. The twilight glow lasts longer than in the
mountainous region, stretching forever like golden syrup. Every
evening I water my roses----.
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“Pardon me,” I said, approaching the wire fence.
The woman watering roses turned around.
I was in a fog, the way I feel just at the moment of waking.
But being in a fog does not necessarily exclude being lucid.
Rather, clarity of mind was steadily taking over inside me. On the
brink of waking, when you still want to sleep, it seems as though
if you actually voice that desire, with that wish you will tumble
into a paralyzing sort of dead sleep and, once there, infinity will
open up and everything will appear distinctly familiar and well
loved. But you are tugging yourself along toward waking, trying not
to fall into that deep sleep.
“This is my first time in this area, and I was wondering
whether there’s a hotel where I could stay,” I said.
“Well, T Hotel might be nice, if you go to T City,” the woman
replied,
“T City,” I murmured,
I had taken a train without knowing my destination, yet along
the way for no particular reason I had somehow decided that my
destination was T City. And now this woman told me to go there, to
T Hotel. I was floating in the pleasant sensation this coincidence
brought me, when something occurred so that nothing but white light
could be seen, like a scene in a photograph altered by halation.
“Mother...” A boy’s voice was approaching. The woman walked
away toward the voice and disappeared.
I arrived at T
Hotel as fatigued as
when I am forced to
awaken from the middle
of a deep sleep.
I had never had
such an experience
before. And, judging
from it, the
presentiment that had
come to me as the train
approached N City did
not seem to have
reached completion. It
appeared to be still
growing, more and more.
Ryokan Murayama Hotel in Takayama
The clerk at the
(Gifu Prefecture in the Ryōhaku Mountains)
hotel asked if
preferred the new building or the old one. I naturally chose the
old one. The clerk recommended the new; I continued to ask for the
old. He happened to have one room available in the old building,
but the rooms there were for long-term guests. Wondering what he
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meant by a long stay, I asked again for the room in the old
building. It was a double room for only 3,000 yen; the rate was
that low because it was in the old building.
After one night’s stay in the hotel I was very pleased with it
and, remembering that the clerk had mentioned long-term guests, I
thought of staying on several weeks. I caught an H-line train home
to pick up some clothes and other necessities. Once again from the
train I could see white light streaming captivatingly, lavishly.
It took longer than I expected to get ready, so it was on the
8th of February, about a month after my first visit, that I returned
to T Hotel. During that time the white light covered my head like a
hat.
On the first night after I finally arrived
at the hotel I had a curious dream. In that
dream I saw a beautiful life-size male doll
made of wax standing in my room. Before I
knew it, I had called the wax doll Tamao;1
he was seventeen or eighteen, definitely
not yet twenty years old. It seemed that
I had been living in this room with the
young man, and in this same room I
would go on living with him in the
future. His entire body was pure
white; only the fullness of either
cheek blushed pink. I put my hand on
his cheek and, strangely, there was
a pulse as if his heart were
beating. Feeling like solving this
baffling mystery, I tried musing about
the secret of life that must be hidden
somewhere in the wax doll. Then for some
reason the garment covering the doll
slipped, revealing the nude body, and my
hand stroked the slender shoulders. Next my
hand naturally moved downward; when it came
to the chest the idea occurred to me to search
for the nipples. Men have nipples, too, I told myself, and although
they weren’t necessarily a strong characteristic of a male, finding
them brought a delightful pleasure to my fingertips. Each nipple
was a tiny protrusion, like the tip of a needle, on the smooth,
cool skin. As I was touching them, thinking how charming they were,
before I noticed they became slightly fuller. The dream space was
endlessly enchanting, as if a mist lay over it. At what seemed to
be the center of the space, someone’s heart was beating; I couldn’t
tell whose heart it was.
1

This is more commonly a feminine name.
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It was a simple dream. But despite its simplicity the dream
seemed to have lasted throughout the night, and its ambience hung
over me through most of my waking hours the next day. Around noon
at the elevator door on the sixth floor I happened to meet a young
man dressed in a blue denim jacket and jeans who resembled the wax
doll, if not identically, then very nearly so. He appeared to be an
extremely delicate type.
“Oh, you must be Tamao,” I said without thinking.
He did not disagree. And so from our first encounter I have
insisted on calling him Tamao. He may have felt he had no choice
except to go along with my forcefulness. Because I called this
young man Tamao, the bond between us seemed to be, at least for me,
something compelling.
A single human being in itself is no one; but once named, a
distinctive identity arises that can be nothing other than the name
itself. A name creates content. Naming, then, it seems to me, is a
kind of magic. By my naming him Tamao, that young man became
decisively influenced by the wax doll of the same name in my dream.
Without knowing it at all, he had become a person nourished day by
day, through me, by the dream I had at night.
It finally became clear what the clerk had meant by saying
that the old building was for long-term guests. Tamao’s family had
left four or five days earlier to go abroad because of his father’s
transfer to a foreign office. Tamao was going to stay at the hotel
for a month or so until early March, preparing for the entrance
examination for national universities that was held then.2 Other
long-term guests included university professors and company
trainees who stayed a week or two. Since the old building was not
attractive to ordinary guests, the management lowered the rates and
used it for those who wanted to stay longer. It had an elegance of
past ages that was veiled by time; the musty air and faint odor of
mildew were a transparent whiteness through which the colors of
ceiling, walls, carpet, and furniture were visible. This, rather
than a new building that appealed to everyone, was undoubtedly the
most suitable place for me. There was no better place for me to
take a rest than in this old building constructed according to the
aesthetic sense of long ago, where the people who had appreciated
that beauty had all died out and only the aesthetic sense itself,
like a ghost, continued to float about.

2

the nyūgaku shaken (入学試験). The exam is extremely rigorous and determines the
quality of the university one can attend. The stakes are very high, for if one can
secure entrance into one of the elite Japanese public universities (private
universities are less well-regarded), one is almost guaranteed a satisfying and
well-paid career upon securing a degree. Preparation typically begins months
before the exam itself.
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Come to think of it, the morning I awoke from my dream of the
wax doll, when I was still drowsily lying in bed, I noticed a
slight draft leaking into the overheated room. When I shifted my
gaze toward the windows, I saw the lower edge of the curtain
moving. The curtain was a shabby sort, fit for a servant’s room,
probably intended as a temporary furnishing after the building was
no longer in regular use. It helped to create an impression of a
rich family’s extravagance and decline.
To me, ruin was aesthetically pleasing. When I saw the curtain
fluttering I suspected something and tried pulling it aside, One of
the glass windowpanes was missing, But, viewed from a distance, the
space where the glass was missing and the remaining window-panes
were of exactly the same transparency. It must have gone unnoticed
that way for days, probably weeks. This seemed to add to the value
of the old building even more. I found it beautiful that this
window, built with such refined taste, was now left abandoned and
dilapidated in this way.
It was about this window that I first spoke to Tamao when I
met him by the elevator. I was on my way down to the hotel manager
to call his attention to the window again because it still had not
been repaired: it was not simply a matter of aesthetics, the cold
wind blowing into the room was becoming too much for me.
“Since the room has a steam heater, it’s not so bad, but
still...” I said, calling to mind the lost past to which the
radiator as well as the old building belonged.
“Thanks to that, the roses are doing well,” Tamao remarked.
The longer I looked at him, the more pure white he seemed. If
I touch his skin, I thought, a trace of cool wax may stick to my
fingertips. I could not detect anything raw or fresh about him that
indicated life; only a spot on the curve of either cheek was
faintly tinged with red.
“What was that about
roses?” I asked, suddenly feeling my
mind go blank.
“I brought along all
the roses I was growing in a
greenhouse,” replied Tamao. His
voice was high-pitched for a
man, the even, smooth sound
unbroken by breathing.
For some reason I was
taken aback and asked hastily,
“Are you growing roses?” but Tamao
only assumed an ambiguous expression.
No one else entered the
elevator until we reached the ground floor. I kept quiet and
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observed Tamao. After he stopped talking the sign of life that had
been there during conversation vanished smoothly within him; his
face and limbs became totally expressionless. The ancient elevator
took a long time going down. Unlike modern elevators that descend
in no time at all without creating an impression of movement, this
elevator gave one a concrete feeling of actually being carried down
somewhere in a creaking box. Tamao was not deliberately
unexpressive, I knew intuitively; rather, the mode of his existence
was naturally devoid of expression. He seemed to have forgotten
completely that he had been talking with me a moment ago, becoming
just like an inanimate object, and he left me at the elevator door.
As he turned his face toward me upon leaving, a smile flickered. It
was as if his smile, held captive in flesh that suggested an
inanimate object, radiated from deep within the innermost part of
his body.
That night again I saw the wax doll standing in the
darkness of my room. Although the skin was wax, the hair
had the soft texture of a living person’s. While I was
trying to capture that sensation, my hand touched the
ear. It was round and small enough to fit in my palm.
Struck by the idea of how intriguing it would be to feel
the shapes of various organs without seeing them, I
moved from ears to wide forehead, from wide forehead to
slender nose, touching and examining them one by one.
Under such a scrutinizing hand the organs each in turn
began to awaken, just as the nipples had done the first
night. At the same time I myself turned into a being
which, caressing an object, had only the sense of
touch. Each part that was grasped only through
touch, without sight, seemed to be a distinctive
animate being. Then I tried to pursue this further.
It was a continuation of what I had thought in my
dream the previous night. I tried to contemplate a
proposition that might be described as “Concerning the
Secret of Life Hidden Within the Wax Doll.” Ah, within a
second I knew the solution.
At that, I awoke.
The next afternoon when I was drinking tea with Tamao in the
mezzanine tearoom, I noticed something rather subtle. That
something had actually been fermenting little by little ever since
I had met Tamao the day before and decided to call him by that name
after the wax doll. Tamao was beginning to assume an existence that
was permeated by the dreams I had at night. The relationship
between the wax doll and me was being simulated in the relationship
between Tamao and me. That is, the sensuality between the wax doll
and me at night had recurred between Tamao and me during the day.
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It was a sensation somewhat difficult to express. At the time I sat
deep in an old-fashioned armchair in the tearoom, continuing to
think about this strange phenomenon. There is a prototype something
like the nucleus of a dream concealed somewhere deep beyond
consciousness, and it seemed that actually I had always been living
intensely, in the depths beyond consciousness, as this prototype.
Thus, the existence lived previously is reflected in the mirror of
reality-isn’t this the mystery, so-called reincarnation?
“And what field have you chosen to take exams in?” I asked
Tamao, who sat across a round marble-top table from me.
“Science,” he said, “I’m thinking of studying mathematics.” In
contrast to the way I sat, he sat erect with his back completely
straight.
“Math?” I repeated, thinking of something else. The phenomenon
of a previous life being reflected in the mirror of reality cannot
occur just any time or place. Reality that serves as a mirror
exists very rarely.
“Yes, I like it,” Tamao said.
Yes, that’s right I thought, I like it too. I was reminded
that I had liked mathematics when I was younger. As it had occurred
to me the other day when I was on the train passing N City, I who
at a certain point might have taken the opposite direction of the
negative path I had actually taken-- I must have been like this.
“Must be hard, studying every day for exams...” The dream of
the wax doll seemed to be reviving with each word I addressed to
Tamao.
“I’m managing somehow,” he answered in an easygoing manner. He
spoke without changing his expression.
“Are you at your desk from morning till night?” Since my words
were charged with the substance of that dream, Tamao, who received
the words unknowingly, was as a result defenseless, completely
passive, in being affected by that.
“Exam day is coming up soon.” On his pale, slender fingers,
Tamao counted the weeks-- one, two, three, four.
“You’ll exhaust yourself if you do nothing but study. You
don’t seem to be very healthy.”
The more I talked, the more that came out along with the
words, making me feel suffocated. Yet, because that could not be
seen or touched, Tamao was unaware of what was happening.
“Yes, I’m always catching a cold.”
“Always catch cold, you said?”
“If I push myself a little too hard, I get abdominal pains
right away.”
“‘Pain’?”
“What? What did you say?” Tamao asked, perhaps because I had
shown my feelings openly. My aesthetic sense is especially
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responsive to anything related to ill health, for instance, the old
building of this T Hotel. Anything that shows the flourishing of
life holds no beauty at all for me.
“Isn’t this place nice, the carpets and chairs...” I gestured
around the large vacant tearoom. The chairs were upholstered in
dark crimson velveteen, the same color as the carpet. The tables,
chairs, cabinets, chandeliers, and other furnishings seemed to have
lost their functional purpose. But things that showed a practical
necessity were not beautiful to me.
“Every afternoon I come here alone and have tea,” Tamao said.
“It’s the only way for me to relax.”
I had joined him, in fact, after seeing him drinking tea alone
when I came downstairs.
“Even though you’re young, you still seem to like things I’m
fond of, too. Well, what do you think about while you’re sipping
tea?”
As soon as I spoke, the thought suddenly came to me that
during those moments when Tamao sat idle he was reminiscing. And as
for what he was recollecting, it was very strange indeed, but Tamao
was remembering the dream I had at night. People do not recollect
merely what they have experienced firsthand.
“What do I think about?” responded Tamao, with a faint smile.
Ah, at that moment it appeared that we mutually understood
everything. Even so, just as before, Tamao knew nothing. Without
being conscious of it, he had been caught in the dream space that
flowed outward from me.
“Do you know
the artist Albert
Martin? There’s a
painting by him
titled ‘Love.’”
Thus I took up our
topic without
further
introduction.
The painting
is like this: one
large flower like
a poppy was drawn
filling the entire
picture plane.
That it is a
single flower is
evident in the
French artist Albert Martin
fact that it grows
on the top of one
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stem supported by a large calyx, yet it appears to be a double
blossom. These two flowers are opposite each other like faces, and
the lower part of each looks somewhat like human lips-- one male’s,
the other female’s, pressed tightly together. As a whole, however,
it is still one large blossom, and inside that flower a man and a
woman, through their lips, are copulating. Conversely, the man and
woman coupling through their lips are being imprisoned inside the
flower-- no, they are contained by the flower. It is not that the
man and woman and the flower are two phenomena, nor that the
blooming of the flower and the sexual intercourse of the couple
have a symbolic relationship to each other, but that the flower is
permeated by the essence of the man and woman, and the man and
woman are permeated by the essence of the flower. The blooming of
the flower is humanized by the copulation of the man and woman; the
copulation of the man and woman is transformed into a plant by the
blooming of the flower; and that kind of love, sexual love, has
been materialized in the picture.

II
I was waiting for Tamao. Tamao is eighteen.
In my dream I had pondered the secret of life hidden within
the wax doll and in my dream as well I had received the answer.
Needless to say, the secret of life was sex. Sexual love would
reveal the secret of life.
Every night I met the wax doll named Tamao in my dream, and
then during the daytime I enjoyed talking with Tamao over afternoon
tea in the tearoom of the old building almost never used by the
other guests. This went on day after day. By identification through
the same name, that is, by my forcibly calling the two by the same
name, a composite that could not be dismembered by any means-something one might call fascinating-- came into existence.
With examination day just around the corner, Tamao had entered
the last stage of preparing for exams. I was worried that he would
think about the night during the day and thus disturb his studying.
About the night? The night! The more I dreamed, the more Tamao
would be able to recall. The phenomenon of a person remembering
things he has not experienced personally occurs when someone
unusually close to him is weaving an extraordinary dream, and that
dream seems to be transmitted in an inexplicable manner. The vacant
expression peculiar to a person lost in reminiscence emphasized the
natural lack of expression in Tamao’s features, and day by day his
languid beauty, like that of a wax doll, became more striking. In
exchange, the wax doll named Tamao, by receiving my devoted
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caresses meant to bring about the
revelation of the secret of life,
day by day became more sensual.
One night when I was
waiting for Tamao he appeared
from the core of my
anticipation, which was
growing stronger every moment.
And recently I had been able
to dream just as if I were
creating the dream through my
will. My habit of fantasizing
steadily intensified until it
began to spread into the realm
of sleep.
Ever since I had first
explored the organs through
touch, one by one, I had been
fascinated by that tactile
manipulation. I was dreaming of
Tamao but, perhaps because the
dream was at night and could not
involve the use of sight, I
related to him only through touch. Yet the strange thing about the
dream reality was the fact that I knew Taman’s body very well.
From this nightly experience I was able to understand the
extent to which tactile sense comes to the fore when sight is
diminished. How amazing that touch can offer almost the same degree
of perception as sight.
While my palm was circling on the sleek surface of the lean
chest, it searched for and found the nipples that protruded like
the tips of needles. They were so tiny that it was hard to tell
whether they were there or not, although I had repeated the process
many times. But when I located them by both middle and index
fingers, they soon began to enlarge. On the stark white skin only
the swelling nipples were turning pink; although I could not see
this I experienced it through touch as if through sight. When my
hand renewed its circling, now moving in larger circles on the
spare chest, I perceived the delicate ribs in relief, stretching
left and right. The fineness of the skin’s texture gave an
impression of morbid shivering. My circling palm, moving upward
toward the shoulder blades. Felt the slender blades and then the
lovely rounding of the upper shoulders that alone were slightly
fleshy. Since the body was wax, there was no hair, no blemishes, no
scars. My palm plunged downward and, with the pleasant sensation of
that quick descent, clasped the sharply indented waist. There the
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torso became extremely narrow, as if constricted. When my hand
reached that far, the life in Tamao awakened, becoming like warmth
snatched from a burning candle.
The next day again I went to the tearoom in the old building
at 3:00 and, as before, Tamao was sitting alone. As I approached he
turned his wax-white face toward me. Only when he looked up did his
face strain itself somewhere and a steady gaze emerge.
“I wonder what you’re thinking about now,” I said, sitting
down. How many days had I passed this way, repeating the pattern of
solitude at night and Tamao’s company during the day?
“I was thinking back on things.” Tamao spoke in a courteous
tone.
“Yes? About what?” I asked. Night and day were supposed to be
linked only by Tamao’s ability to recollect.
“Do you know the music ‘Love’? It’s by Toru Takemitsu.” Tamao
seemed on the verge of smiling.
He explained that the piece of music consisted of a woman’s
voice saying “love” and a man’s voice saying “love,” responding to
each other, and this form of exchange was repeated. While the woman
or the man continued murmuring alone in a voice varying in volume,
tone, and tempo, gradually the pronunciation of “love” rose to a
cry.3
A shudder passed through me; it seemed that I could not
possibly listen to that composition purely as music.
“Were you remembering that music?” I asked. I too spoke
politely. Tamao of the daytime was not Tamao of the night. Still,
they had affected each other so much that I could hardly
distinguish them now. Between reason and non-reason a boundary
still existed, and this barely enabled me to make the distinction.
I began to immerse myself in comparing the painting “Love” I
had mentioned in conversation the other day, the music “Love” that
was now our topic, and the love between Tamao and me. Our love did
not seem to resemble either the picture or the music. One could not
say it was similar to anything else. If something is truly unique,
isn’t it likely that, as if exerting a centripetal force, it
increasingly resembles itself? Nonetheless, I continued to think
about what sort of thing might be able to represent our love. While
thinking about that, I realized that the sensuality of Tamao at
night suggested a plant. I thought by all means I wanted to find a
plant that resembled Tamao-- rather, the plant that could replace
Tamao. In other words, it was a matter of finding a being that
fulfilled the equation, Tamao = plant.
On the round marble-top table between Tamao and me, the lemon
of our tea was releasing its fragrance. The yellow color of the
3

The piece is conceptual in nature. There is no “music” as one would normally
define the term (no instruments, melody, harmony, notated rhythms, etc.).

17

fruit was so fresh that the aroma too was given the feeling of
yellow. Besides us, the only other guests in the tearoom were a
late-middle-aged couple quietly drinking coffee.
“Is there a botanical garden near here?” I asked Tamao.
“Yes. You get off the H train at R Station and take the cable
car from there.”
“I wonder whether
the garden has all sorts
of plants,” I said,
meaning that I wondered
whether there was a plant
the equivalent of Tamao.
“Since it’s winter,
I’m not sure...,” Tamao
replied.
The couple stood up
and walked past us, arm
in arm as Westerners do.
Seeing the darkish spots
mottling the wife’s
cheeks, I suddenly
Hirugano Botanical Garden (Gifu Prefecture)
thought of my own age. I
was twenty years older than Tamao.
“But I’m sure it’s there,” I said with particular
significance.
“They say that years ago there were about a thousand varieties
of plants, so I would think there must be more by now,” Tamao
responded, sounding strangely knowledgeable.
“Years ago?”
“I’ve been there to look at the roses. After that I started
growing roses at home.”
“Did you say ‘roses’?”
“May I ask if there’s anything troubling you?”
“... What? You speak so formally, Tamao.”
“But you suddenly looked strange.”
“When you mentioned roses I felt nostalgic. Odd, isn’t it,
nostalgia...”
Why had I become nostalgic? When I tracked down the reason to
the depths of that sensation, I recalled that years ago I had
thought of cultivating a garden full of roses, if I someday had my
own house. Occasionally one unexpectedly recalls something entirely
forgotten.
“Confidants,” “White Christmas,” “Eden Rose.” Even the names
of the roses suddenly came back to me.
“Get off the H train at R Station, and then take the cable
car, isn’t that right?” I said, to make sure.
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I thought I would certainly go there in the next two or three
days; a cloudless day, transparently clear, would be right.
That night again I waited for Tamao.
Unless he was awakened by my hand, Tamao always remained cold.
Starting from the ears, nose, mouth, I coaxed the organs one by one
with my hand, massaging many times so the warmth of my hand would
soak in; and as I repeated this the life hidden inside Tamao
gradually awoke. I came to understand why I had developed a passion
for something like a wax doll. The reason is that it is by nature
cold. And yet, through my devoted caressing it was possible to draw
up the warmth of life from some deep place. Thus it was possible
for me to be the activator in an absolute sense. And though Tamao
was a wax doll, he was shifting toward something that was not a wax
doll. Without ever completing the metamorphosis, remaining always
to some extent a wax doll, yet his wax skin glowed with a warm
luster. The way it glowed gave a feeling that would have to be
called a plantlike sensuousness. But when I stopped stroking Tamao
he soon reverted to simply a wax doll. That night again Tamao awoke
in obedience to my skillful hands. The warmth of his organs was
like a burning candle, and when this warmth was achieved my
caressing was finished. This was always the end.
The last time this process was
completed, it occurred to me to apply
lipstick to Tamao’s lips and thereby add
a visual effect to what had been created
wholly through touch. The act itself was
suggested by a scene in the novel
Haruko, but that was written from the
point of view of the one on whom the
action was performed. Not so for me: I
would be the one performing the act.
Because I had warmed the cold
Tamao, when I brought the lipstick in
my hand close to him I felt warm breath
softly exhaled from his lips. It was
dark and I could not see, but following
the contours of Tamao’s lips that I
knew so well, I painted with thick
strokes. His lips were smoother and more
supple than my own. The contour of the
upper lip formed a distinct chevron. I
painted forcefully, and in response to that
pressure the breathing became quicker and
sharper. The lips were slightly open, the
teeth too must have been parted. Beyond the
teeth, leading as far as where the life
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inside Tamao was, I
sensed a dark passage, and
it was from there that
breath emerged.
In this way Tamao was
completed and I took him from
the bed and stood him on the
floor. Because it was a wax doll,
simply holding the torso and
lifting it was enough. I made him
stand with legs apart, arms open
to either side, and head
slightly raised. Then I moved
back five or six steps and
admired the figure. Of course it
was dark, so what I actually did
was to imagine the loveliness of
this form: a naked body of pure white
wax with only the lips painted red and with the male organs where
life seemed to be centered.
The morning I awoke from this dream I felt exceptionally
fulfilled.
After some time I felt like going for a walk outdoors. I left
the room and walked through the corridor carpeted in deep red. When
I reached the elevator, Tamao was there. I noticed something
different from usual in his face as he glanced toward me, and I
almost exclaimed aloud, but for some reason Tamao went running down
the stairway by the elevator.
“Oh!” This time I did speak, and leaned over the railing of
the stair landing, looking down. From the fifth floor to the
fourth, from the fourth to the third, Tamao’s footsteps as he ran
down were completely absorbed by the dark red carpet that also
covered the stairs, and as I stood above I could only sense his
descent.
“Oh!” I spoke out clearly. Was it an illusion, or had I seen
just now a lingering trace of color the same as my lipstick at the
corners of Tamao’s lips?
Perhaps the line between reason and non-reason did not exist
anywhere. In this way, while living in reality, I am here, falling
through an endless dream.
Wishing to catch Tamao and find out for sure, I followed him
down the stairs. Since there was no sound of footsteps I had no
idea how far down he had gone. When I reached the first floor, even
though it was not yet midday I went into the tearoom where I always
met Tamao in the afternoon. He was not there, but the couple I had
noticed the previous day were drinking coffee. I felt exhausted and
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sat down at the table next to them. I ordered a cup of coffee,
although it was unusual for me to drink coffee again after having
it at breakfast. In the tearoom was a very large grandfather clock
that seemed to be quite old. The numbers on the face were written
as if out of proportion. It was 10:38. I emptied the coffee cup in
one gulp. I expected that to wake me up, but “reality” seemed
hopelessly vague, and I had long ago lost the distinction between
dream and non-dream.
The woman of the neighboring couple nodded at me and smiled.
“You, too, came to see it?”
I looked straight at her, puzzled.
“We came to see it after thirty years didn’t we?” She turned
from me to the man.
“Earlier, I didn’t agree; it was my wife who felt so
enthusiastic. But then... I don’t know how to say it, but when I
got to be this age I thought what a splendid thing it was, and I
came to appreciate it.”
The man smiled at me as if to complement his wife’s smile.
Once again I stared at them, uncomprehending.
“When the violet blooms, that’s when I first met you,” the
woman sang softly.
“To truly understand that, one must reach a certain age. So my
wife didn’t understand.” The man spoke without seeming to seek my
agreement.
“You’re bringing that up again. That was a young woman’s
dream,” the woman said to him.
“No, not at all.
It’s an older man who
discovers the beauty of
a young girl,” he
insisted stubbornly.
I stood up and,
having brought my purse
with me, left the hotel
directly. I caught a
taxi and instructed the
driver to go to the
cable car terminal near
R station on the H
line. I had not
intended to go there
but suddenly I felt
like going to the
cable car outside Takayama
botanical garden. As
the cab went along the
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river, T Girls’ Opera House came into view on the side opposite the
hotel. Words came to me then that matched what the man in the
tearoom had said: It is an older woman who discovers the beauty of
a young man.
When I reached the cable car terminal, the clear sky had
clouded over and a cold wind had started blowing. Since I had left
my room planning just to go for a walk outside the hotel, I was
wearing only a dress. I stood there stiff with cold, wondering what
to do.
The white light that had wrapped me completely ever since I
passed N City while riding the H-line train last month was
extinguished in one puff and the dark sky was oozing into me. I was
standing on a plateau at the foot of the R mountain range and
beyond the streets I could see the sea; it had turned exactly the
same color as the dark sky. I was in no condition to search for
that which would satisfy the equation Tamao = plant, so I decided
to find a cab to return to the hotel. The freezing sensation
throughout my body was becoming so unbearable that even inside the
taxi I could hardly sit up. I wanted to lie down in a hospital bed,
it didn’t matter where, and I asked the driver to stop in front of
a clinic we happened to pass. However, all the rooms were full.
Under the circumstances they let me lie down on a black leather
couch in the hall. Feeling the cold settling steadily through my
body as if I had met an accident in the snowy mountains and were
freezing to death, I fell asleep.
When I awoke, I was on the same black leather couch, and among
the outpatients coming and going through the corridor the peculiar
manner of one old man caught my eye. He was stooping so low he was
almost crawling, holding a magnifying glass to his eyes with his
right hand and examining the floor as he walked this way and that.
He seemed to be peering through the magnifying glass at the
people’s feet. Suddenly I recalled the circles of life and death
which I had completely forgotten for a while; and now that I
thought about it, the old man looked a bit like that fortuneteller. Those who were destined to die, in whom death accumulated
no matter how hard they tried to live, and those who could not die,
in whom life accumulated for some reason regardless of how much
they wanted to die-- in both cases, it was hell. I knew that I
belonged to the latter group. Although I had thought I was freezing
to death a while ago, I had awakened again, and there I was, alive.
The fortune-teller had told me that somewhere inside me, unrelated
to my will, unyielding life was swirling, and because the force was
excessively strong it pushed the men I loved into the circle of
death. The old man who was walking around examining the floor with
his magnifying glass occasionally reached out with one hand to pat
the floor.
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“What are you doing, sir?” I asked, lying on the couch.
“I’m really in trouble. I lost my contact lens and I don’t
know what could’ve happened to it,” the old man replied.
I felt relieved and brightened up a little. Deciding I would
return quickly to T Hotel where Tamao was waiting, I stood up.
As I neared T Hotel, that anxiety I had felt earlier in the
morning recurred, intensified. I had to find Tamao, no matter what.
But he did not show up in the tearoom at his customary time. When I
knocked at his door there was no answer. Oddly enough, I had never
entered his room. I wandered around through the deep red carpeted
corridors of each floor, searching for Tamao. Fatigued from
walking, I went to my own room and waited for the sound of Tamao’s
steps; he would pass my room as he returned to his, which was on
the same corridor. The steam radiator was overheating the room, and
it was so sultry I felt slightly suffocated. An aluminum container
filled with water had been placed on top of the radiator to prevent
the air in the room from becoming too dry. Outside a wind was
blowing intermittently, swishing through the pine trees. The
whitish riverbank could be seen, the narrow current bleak and
clear, and across the river T Girls’ Opera House was in view. I
decided to go to Tamao’s room once more. Perhaps I had missed his
footsteps because the carpet had muffled the sound. I knocked at
the door but again there was no answer. I peeked into the room
through the old-fashioned keyhole. At the far end of the
roundish space visible through the keyhole, red roses
were blooming. It was not the color but rather the
idea of the roses that upset me, as I again
remembered that I had once wanted to raise roses
if I ever had my own house-roses such as “Ophelia,”
“Ina,” “Harkness.” Why did I recall in such detail
even the names of the roses?
I could not find Tamao that day after all,
but once again, as I expected, in my dream
I met Tamao of the night.
Before starting to dream, I thought about
the equation Tamao = plant.
Usually people associate sensuality with animals,
but for me that sort of sensuality has no relation to
beauty. What I had been trying to create in Tamao was
something that might be called a plantlike sensuality.
Therefore, when Tamao did become sensuous, he should
resemble the sensuality expressed in some plant. What
plant could it be? Tamao is a male, therefore it
could not be a flower. Something that made one imagine green sap,
greenish, watery, something like a leaf or stem-- I went on
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expanding my ideas. Quite possibly leaves and stems instead of
flowers could be sensual.
Suddenly it flashed into my mind: an amaryllis. Then I slipped
into dream.
Through my repeated caressing the wax
grew warmer and warmer and all of Tamao’s
organs began to awaken. But Tamao would
never act of his own accord. An utterly
passive being, he received my caresses.
Then I felt that I had discovered a plant
that would be the equivalent of Tamao, the
amaryllis that abruptly sprang up
from the ground in early autumn. Its
slippery smooth green stem was quite
sensual. The single stalk with no
leaves slid straight up. The green of
the stem looked watery and was heavy as
if it contained oil somewhere. Not yet
blooming, the amaryllis was growing out of
Tamao. The bud too was green, sharply pointed,
watery, oily. The supposition that the interior
was wrapped in poisonous red seemed to make the
green of this bud even more sensual. Actually,
the calyx sheathing the bud was already splitting and through those
gaps a flickering of red was visible. I wanted to paint such a
picture. If I could, it would be a picture of an amaryllis bud and
stem growing out from between the thighs of Tamao’s beautiful nude
body.
“Tamao,” I called. For the first time sound intervened in my
dream.
There was no response, but I was convinced that Tamao of the
daytime, not Tamao of the night, was there.
As evidence of that, after I awoke, when I lay idly drifting
in the morning sunlight, this time the body warmth of the fleshand-blood Tamao clearly remained. Where Tamao’s head had rested on
the bed was a hollow the shape of his skull. Four or five strands
of hair had fallen out; I picked up just one of them. I went over
near the window and held the single strand to the light. It was
chestnut brown and very fine. I pulled out one of my own hairs and
held it with Tamao’s, studying them both in the light for a while.
They were virtually identical.
After breakfast in my room I got dressed to go out and went
into the hall. It was a clear day, suitable for riding the cable
car to the botanical garden. I had to search for a plant that was
much closer to Tamao than the amaryllis. When I found it our “love”
would surely be perfected.
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I knocked at Tamao’s door.
“I’m going to the botanical garden,” I said when he opened the
door.
“I think even if you go, you won’t find anything-- since it’s
winter, I told you.” Tamao was so expressionless he could be
mistaken for a wax doll.
“That’s all right. It’s an imaginary plant,” I said,
undiscouraged. Tamao did not ask about the imaginary plant.
“Today I’ll finally finish.” He lifted slightly something that
he was holding in his left hand.
“What will you finish?”
“Thirty words to go, then I’ll have memorized all of 8,000
words. Every day I’ve learned thirty words.”
It was a thick English-Japanese dictionary that he was
holding.4
“Oh, I see. The national university entrance exams are a week
from today, aren’t they?”
As if through vertigo I saw in the distance our “love” that
would continue nightly even after exam day had passed.
Then I walked toward the elevator. When I turned around Taman
was still standing in the doorway as stiff as a wax doll, looking
this way.
The couple were in the elevator.
“Good morning. Are you alone today?” the woman asked; and
instead of speaking the man gave me a forced smile.
“I’m always alone,” I replied, and walked away.
The peculiarly white light flowing out of the granite soil
that spread through the foothills of the R mountains enveloped
every step I took. Surely this light that comes not from the sky
but from the ground hints at earthly happiness. I stood at the
cable car terminal for a while, observing the cloudless sky
reflected on the ground and this entire region in particular
glittering and glimmering. It was the exact opposite of the way it
had been when I stood there the day before.
Only a scattering of passengers were riding the cable car. As
it climbed lightly and easily I looked out the window and saw this
region favored by white light stretching out in a long, narrow
strip. It was distinctly different from the darkish area far
beyond. The white light was rising in bursts as if flashbulbs
launched from earth into the air were exploding every second.

4

Japanese English instruction relies heavily on memorization of vocabulary and
grammatical rules, with very little emphasis on conversational English. This is
the main reason why in a nation of people required to take English in school, so
few can speak it effectively. This was even more true in the time of the setting
of the story.
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“Which way is the botanical garden?” I asked hastily when I
got off the cable car. There was another cable car farther up the
path, T was told, and I had to take that cable car to reach the
botanical garden.
Again I boarded the car and it ascended smoothly. There were
even fewer passengers than in the first car. Only the sky was in
view; this morning it was clear.
“Which way is the botanical garden?” I asked again when I got
off the cable car. In front of the park, I was told, was a bus
stop, and I should catch a bus from there. During winter the bus
left once every hour. When I was sitting on a bench waiting for the
bus, the cloudless sky still seemed to be reflected on the ground
and a wide land of light was rising from the lower part of the
mountain. Neither T City nor N City nor K City was visible, only
the plateau at the top of the mountain and the blue sky.
I rode the
bus for about ten
minutes. One
section of the
forest of the R
mountains had been
partially cleared
and made into the
vast botanical
garden. I bought a
ticket at the
gate. T entered
alone, since I was
the only passenger
who had gotten off
the bus. Just as
Tamao had said,
the flowering
trees were not in
bloom and the
deciduous trees
were wintry and
bare; even the
green of the
Hirugano Botanical Garden (Gifu Prefecture)
evergreen trees
had darkened-- the whole scene was desolate. Even so, the sky was
blue, and against that background the dry vegetation had a skeletal
beauty. Although occasionally I met people in the garden, the area
was so vast that they seldom came into sight.
I walked along while tossing around the notion of a plant that
was Tamao. The world of human beings and the world of plants were
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perfectly parallel, and concealed in this universe somewhere was a
plant that was the counterpart of each person. But it might be
terribly difficult to find that plant: Tamao became sensual only
briefly during the night; therefore the matching plant would also
express its sensuality, identical to Tamao’s, for only a brief
period.
Then, far across this desolate wintry garden I caught sight of
a blaze of color. There were many greenhouses arranged in rows, and
weren’t those roses inside them? My previous thoughts were blotted
out and I felt my mind abruptly drawn to roses. I walked quickly
toward them.
When I entered the greenhouse the well-tended rose bushes were
in orderly rows and the flowers were in full bloom. I went back and
forth along the path many times. The colors and fragrances were
overflowing and I felt unable to tell one rose from another, but
after a while I could study in detail each flower that attracted my
attention. I gazed at a dazzling crimson rose with round, thickly
clustered petals and read on the sign that its name was “Array.”
After that I observed a light vermilion flower, voluminous and
sedate; its name was given as “Inter-flora.” A scarlet rose with a
velvet sheen was called “Red Devil,” and a radiant deep red flower
was “Papa Mayan.” Such subtle distinctions as these were found
among the red roses, and they rivaled one another in luxurious
beauty. In a corner of the greenhouse was a small shed. When I
opened the door I saw some odds and ends of gardening tools,
evidently no longer used. I noticed an old sprinkling can and
filled it with water. I felt like watering the plants. Rosebushes
are especially fond
of moisture. I tilted
the watering can
over the rosebushes
one by one and the
water streamed out
vigorously, soaking
the soil at the
roots. I moved slowly
from the group of
red roses to the pink
ones. An elegant,
creamy pink flower
caught my eye and I
read its name,
“Confidants.”
I felt myself
expanding in boundless space. The antique copper watering can was
heavy in my hand. Morning and evening I water the roses like this,
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every day. In the morning while everyone is still asleep and in the
evening just before I prepare supper, it is my task to water the
roses every day without fail. Now it is the hour when the oblique
light of the setting sun comes flowing, and that tint makes the
coloring of everything most exquisite. In this region the sun sets
over the sea, and the rays of light like golden syrup lengthen and
linger forever. Leaving the greenhouse, I go to a flowerbed where
the rosebushes bear no blossoms yet, and I water them one by one.
The glow of the sun shining directly from the west paints the spray
of water gold.
Tamao. Looking around, I called my son.
Just then, on the other side of the garden fence footsteps
slowly approached, and I sensed someone stopping and standing
there.
Pardon me. This is my first time in this area, and I was
wondering whether there’s a hotel where I could stay, a voice said.
A ghostly woman with disheveled hair stood there.
Well, T Hotel might be nice, if you go to T City, I told the
woman.
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