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Father was very good on the accordion, and my first memories
of music begin with his playing. Our family was always making
long journeys. I remember one such trip when we had been jolting
along on the train for hours, completely bored. My father was
smoking pipe tobacco which had been crushed into powder. The
accordion was wrapped up in a white cloth, and occasionally
when my father moved, his hips pressed against it. Mother was

crying as she chanted her prayers, and I sat beside her eating a

banana. She was probably thinking about how hard her life was with

only my father to depend upon. Father spoke to her quietly, saying
something like, ‘Just you wait and see. I'll do all right.” His eyes
were closed.

The train was creeping along a winding track by the water’s edge.
Reflected brightly in my fourteen-year-old eyes, like the broad
expanse of a shining wall, was a vista of calm spring and billowing
clouds. A small town, with Japanese flags flying, lay along the
shoreline. When Father opened his eyes and saw the rising-sun flags,
he hurriedly stood up and put his head out the window.

‘Looks like a festival,” he said. ‘Let’s get off and see.’

Putting her prayer-book away in her cloth bag, Mother, too,
stood up. ‘It seems to be a really pretty town,’” she said. ‘The sun’s
still high. If we get off here, maybe we can make some money for
our lunch.” With that, the three of us hoisted our bags on our backs
and got off the train at the seaside town bright with the rising-sun
flags.

In front of the station was a large willow tree in bud. Opposite the
willow, standing in a row, were several grimy-looking inns. Fleecy

clouds drifted above the town, and all along the street the shop
signboards displayed pictures of fish. As we walked on the road
skirting the beach, the sound of whistling came from one of these
shops. The whistling seemed to remind Father of the accordion on
his back, and he took it out of the white cloth and put it over his
shoulder. The accordion was large and terribly old. Father bhad
attached a leather belt to it since it was supposed to be played
hanging from the shoulder.

Don’t play yet,” Mother caught at Father's arm. It was a new
town for us, so she probably felt a bit shy.

As we drew in front of the shop, we saw that the whistling was
coming from some young men covered in fish-scales who were
pounding up fish-bones. The fish pictured on the signboard was a
sea bream holding fresh bamboo grass in its gills. We stopped to
watch, intrigued by the way the fish-meal was being made.

‘Hey buddy, why are the flags out today?’ Father asked.

Stopping his pounding, a red-eyed fellow lazily turned and said,
‘The mayor came.’

‘What a fuss!” Father exclaimed.

We began to walk again. The seafront was lined with many small
docks. Across from the docks in waters as smooth and sleek as a river
lay a delicate little island. I could see many trees that seemed to have
scattered their white blossoms, and under the trees animals that

looked like cows walked slowly about.
(Higt]

Fumiko Hayashi, “The Accordion and the Fish Town”,

translated by Janice Brown, from The Oxford Book of Japanese
(£3EHOD Short Stories, pp.154-155, Oxford Publishing Limited.

Copyright © 2010 Oxford Publishing Limited. Reproduced with

permission of the Licensor through PLSclear.




20225 apEERFRFERICEMAT AFHEREE

2022428128

BLIRERARE AXFER
BAIEEE

robEEE) ()

% 3 AD_:/*

OZEBEDIE

@ BSEBt. MFEESLTIHOLEO, BTEBUBLTIRETHL
(RoFFREHELFET)

Q@ £THORAMICRBES  RESERAL. BETEL

OB T DFHAF R DNT
@ #RAR. ZERR. HitLUAOFRA RO

P.5




2022 FEREEAFERER (2022 4F 2 A £6i)

SRR A ERRBR A PR

P.6

W - WiER, e e ERES 5 &
ASCEHR I HERE
(B AR s (2578)

THOXELET, BRBAF~FR LRSI,

Natsume Soseki published the notes from his lectures on English
literature at Tokyo University under the titie A Theory of Literaiure
(Bungakuron) in 1906, just three years after returning from London.
By that time he had already attracted attention as a novelist and
had immersed himself in the writing of fiction. Since he initially
conceived of A Theory of Literature in terms of a ten-year plan, its
publication at this point in time signaled his abandonment of that
plan. A Theory of Literature as we know it today, then, is just one
small part of Sdseki’s original, ambitious conception. Séseki ex-
pressed mixed feelings in the preface he attached to the work: a
sense of estrangement, as one who had become absorbed in cre-
ative writing, toward these “vague, impractical speculations,” as
well as a feeling that he really could not give up his vision. Cer-
tainly both these sentiments were genuine; they were, in fact, the
very basis for Séseki’s creative activity.

To state the problem in different terms, we might say that
Soseki’s preface reveals an awareness that readers of his time would
be unprepared for the appearance of his Theory of Literature and
that they would find it somewhat odd. This surely proved to be the
case, not only in Soseki’s time, but in our own. Even if we grant
that Soseki as an individual was compelled by some necessity to
produce such a work, there was nothing inevitable about its ap-
pearance in Japanese (or even Western) literary history. The Theory
of Literature was a flower that bloomed out of season and therefore
left no seed—Séseki himself must have been keenly aware of this.
Looked at in either the Japanese or the Western context, Soseki’s

vision was an abrupt and solitary one which he himself must have .

found disorienting. In his preface he explains, just as Sensei, in the
novel Kokero (The heart, 1914), did in his “Last Testament,” why
this unusual book had to be written. For this reason his preface is
written in an extremely personal style which contrasts strikingly
with the formal style of the work itself. Soseki felt compelled to
explain his own passion and what had given rise to it.

I was determined, in this work, to solve the problem of defining the
nature of literature. I resolved to devote a year or more to the first
stage of my research on this problem.

I shut myself up in my room in my boarding house and packed
all the works of literature [ owned away in my wicker trunk. For I
believed that reading literature in order to understand the nature of
literature was like washing blood with blood. I vowed to probe the
psychological origins of literature: what led to its appearance, devel-
opment, and decline. And I vowed to explore the social factors that
brought literature into this world and caused it to flourish or wither.

“What is literature?” was the question Soseki wanted to ad-
dress, yet'this was the very thing that made his passion so private,
so difficult to share with others. The question itself was too new. For
British readers of the time, literature was literature. Insofar as “lit-
erature” was something that encompassed them, the kind of doubt
Soseki harbored could not arise. Of course, as Michel Foucault
has observed, the concept of “literature” itself was a relative new-
comer to European civilization in the nineteenth century. Sseki,
although his very life was encompassed by “literature,” could not
escape from his doubts about it. They were doubts that seemed all
the more iconoclastic in Japan of 1908, where “literature” had just
firmly established itself. Sdseki’s view was seen, not as an anach-
ronism, but as an eccentricity. Certainly this response must have
dampened his ardor for theory. We might at first glance take A
Theory of Literature to be literary theory. It appears, that is, to be
something written about literature from the inside. But a number
of essays in the book (the one on “Evaluating Literature,” for ex-
ample) suggest that Soseki originally conceived of something much
more fundamental.

Kojin Karatani, “The Discovery of Landscape,”
Origins of Modern Japanese Literature, trans.
de Bray, pp. 11-44. Copyright 1993, Duke Uni
Press. All rights reserved. Republished by per|
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