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Synopsis

Borrowed Scenery, Borrowed Time – A Novel is the
companion piece of Kindred Spirits (2020), the first part of the
duology that focuses on Old and New Japan. Inspiration for the
sequel stems, in part, from the breathtaking choreography of Mansai
Nomura. The narrative, set in New York City, Tokyo and other places
in Japan, explores a unique approach to acculturation. Its literary
style contrasts recollections of history and memories with
contemporary events.

Two independent individuals, both haunted by
simultaneous but separate traumatic seven-year-old personal
tragedies, happen to meet after a university lecture in Tokyo.

The lecturer is Dr. Hayakawa Tomomori, a
university professor struggling to attain self-actualization in an
academically stifling environment. After two decades, his home
front likewise remains an arid stalemate. He escapes from his
unsatisfactory urban landscape by recreating Heian visions. At
times, he does not differentiate between his inner daydreams and
outer reality.

After identifying Sara Shuttlesworth, a
foreign exchange student in Tokyo, as the most suitable Western
candidate for his experiment, the professor’s acculturation project
continues at a steady pace. With each weekend session, Dr. Hayakawa
becomes increasingly engrossed in exploring Old Japan’s cultural
and spiritual values, to the detriment of his primary occupation:
lecturing at the illustrious Sophia University (Jochi Daigaku).
Gradually his avocation, replicating the distinctive Shirabyoshi
dance tradition in the present-day, evolves into an unexpected
East-West relationship with Sara. Recreated as his ideal, her inner
qualities shine through the Heian cocoon he spins for her.

Inadvertently the creator becomes so enamored
with his unique creation, he unwittingly breaks several social
norms and conventions. As for the diffident student participating
in the project, she suspects this academic exercise is either a
case of Borrowed Identity or an indication of something more
profound that will affect her future.

Join the intertwined life journeys of the
protagonists to learn if they realize their potentialities and
attain self-fulfillment, either together or apart.


Table of Contents

Title
Page

Copyright
Page

Synopsis

Part I: Hearsay
and Memories

Chapter 1: My
Confession, Unconfessed

Chapter 2: Speaking
of Dance et al.

Part II: Borrowed
Scenery

Chapter 3:
Hokkaido’s Checkered Past

Chapter 4: En Route
to Hakodate

Chapter 5: The
Ainu

Chapter 6: Colonial
Outposts

Chapter 7: A Lost
Cause

Chapter 8: Jomon
Settlers

Chapter 9: Chitose
and Sapporo

Chapter 10: The
Hokkaido Historical Village

Chapter 11:
Sapporo’s Fraught Beginnings

Chapter 12: An
Ainu Haven in Sapporo

Chapter 13: En
Route to Otaru

Chapter 14: A
Surprising Port City

Chapter 15:
Exploring Abashiri

Chapter 16:
Chitose’s Water World

Part III:
Borrowed Identity

Chapter 17:
Blue-eyed Shirabyoshi Dancer

Chapter 18: Talent
Is As Talent Does

Chapter 19:
Recognizing One’s Hidden Master

Chapter 20:
Unsequestered Heart and Mind

Chapter 21: Uneasy
Alliance

Chapter 22: Beyond
Heartless

Part IV:
Transformation

Chapter 23:
Chasing One’s Shadow

Chapter 24: En
Route to Koya-san

Chapter 25:
Elusive Historical Threads

Chapter 26: The
Silent Time

Chapter 27:
Pre-dawn Service at Henjoko-in

Chapter 28:
Awaiting Guests

Chapter 29: The
Sacred Precinct

Chapter 30:
Introducing Fukuchi-in

Chapter 31: The
Vast Cemetery

Chapter 32:
Walking Through Time

Chapter 33:
Cyclical Illusions

Chapter 34: Lost
in Ruminations

Part V: Social
Distancing

Chapter 35:
Catching One’s Shadow

Chapter 36:
Reflections on Misconceptions

Chapter 37: New
York City Rapport and Beyond

Part VI:
Borrowing Time

Chapter 38:
Shadows of Our Former Selves

Chapter 39:
Dispatching the Shell

Chapter 40: I
Dream of Abashiri

Chapter 41: Cold
Comfort

Chapter 42: The
End Game

Chapter 43: Voices
from the Past

Chapter 44:
Settled Mind and Heart

Chapter 45:
Epilogue: Old Souls, Twin Flames

Acknowledgements
and Sources

Cast of
Characters

Annotated
Alphabetical Index

About the
Author

Dedication

Synopses and
Critiques of Other Titles

Contact
Points


Part I

Hearsay and Memories


Chapter 1

My Confession, Unconfessed

(Thoughts of Sara Shuttlesworth, a foreign exchange
student in Tokyo)

All my life I had the impression that my grandfather
served as a full-time lecturer at Tokyo’s Sophia University during
The Great War, 1916-18. This misconception was due to an often-told
story. I believe I first heard about this Japanese chapter of my
family’s folklore via my grandmother, particularly when I stayed at
her house as a very young child. While playing dress-up in a few of
her outsized kimonos, Grandma reminisced about her life as a bride
in this strange, exotic land. On subsequent occasions my mother
parroted the misleading information to anyone who cared to listen.
Of course, I was all ears.

That is how my notion got started, but I do
not know exactly how it was perpetuated. Perhaps it was the sound
of the words Sophia University that grabbed my attention. Sophia
means wisdom. As a child this was something I wanted to cultivate.
Since Grandpa, renowned for his high-minded integrity and gravitas,
seemed so wise to me, my childish perception considered it
appropriate that he was a lecturer at Sophia University during the
Great War intended to end all wars.

Sophia University located near Yotsuya
Station, now in the heart of Tokyo, continued to flourish since it
was founded in 1913. Over the years it increased its number of
departments, faculty members and students. It particularly advanced
its international focus by establishing an exchange program. As
early as 1935, its researchers studied at Georgetown University in
Washington D.C. Its junior college was founded in 1973, followed by
the establishment of the Sophia Community College in 1976. The
Faculty of Liberal Arts, with which my professor is affiliated, was
founded the same year. At the moment there are twenty-seven
departments divided into eight faculties.

Lately, I am chagrined to say that I even
mentioned this incorrect anecdote about my grandparents’ assumed
association with Sophia University in the brief resume I prepared
to volunteer for Dr. Hayakawa’s pioneering acculturation
experiment. This project is jointly funded by his institution,
Jochi Daigaku (literally translated as University of Higher Wisdom
and also well-known to non-Japanese as Sophia University), and the
International Christian University (ICU) where I study the Japanese
language intensively. Perhaps I subconsciously wanted to earn
Brownie Points for this distinctive aspect of my family’s heritage.
Now, despite realizing my error, I feel I do not know the professor
well enough to confess my error, so my guilty confession remains
unconfessed.

Well, for whatever reason(s), Dr. Hayakawa
selected me as the volunteer of the acculturation project, and he
is now one of my mentors. Nearly seven months into this ongoing
exercise, I have no illusions about its possible success or
failure. We have tacitly agreed not to consider that scenario.
Instead, we habitually meet every Saturday morning at ICU for my
special tutorial, under the watchful eyes of two older female
graduate students. All this time our student-teacher relationship
has been extremely good, although my mentor is none the wiser of my
guilt of omission.

Dr. Hayakawa instructs me on arcane points of
late twelfth-century music and dance, including a variety of
aspects of Japan’s ancient culture and traditions. After the
Shirabyoshi dance class is over, we usually continue to engage in
insightful discussions concerning literary, philosophical and
spiritual pursuits of the Late Heian Period. Truthfully, it is with
considerable regret that after each weekly session that ends too
quickly to suit me, I must wait impatiently for next week’s
continuation of his stimulating training session.

Our locale is most appropriate. The
university maintains more than one-hundred-fifty acres of
meticulously landscaped grounds reminiscent of well-manicured Heian
gardens. After the tutorial, my gracious mentor continues his
instruction as we stroll through this extensive wooded campus. For
me, this is truly the high point of my week. Everything else fades
into oblivion, if not an anti-climax.

Today the professor informed me how the
present-day campus had a remarkable Past, very different from its
academic Present. According to him, these grounds used to be a
venue for the Nakajima Aircraft Company that played a significant
role during the Second World War. The aviation company manufactured
military aircraft including fighter planes and torpedo bombers,
reconnaissance and scouting airplanes, as well as large bombers.
Nakajima factories also produced special attack (suicide) airplanes
flown by sacrificial Kamikaze pilots totally focused on hitting
their assigned target at all costs.

Yet, rising out of this bellicose Past of
death and destruction, a group of post-war Westerners developed the
notion of metaphorically beating swords into plowshares and spears
into pruning hooks. ICU was the brain-child of a few visionaries
intent on making Prophet Isaiah’s vivid pictorial language a
twentieth-century reality.

Dr. Hayakawa adds, “As early as 1948, a
handful of peace-minded individuals prepared blueprints for a
unique educational institution to promote mutual understanding
between former enemies, i.e., Japan and the U.S. This international
facility was tasked to prevent any further escalation of aggressive
behavior on the world stage in general, and between Japan and the
U.S. in particular. At the time this was a tall order, but ICU has
actively endeavored, since 1953 until today, to cultivate East-West
harmony among its locally recruited students and invited foreign
guests. Eventually some of these graduates may become movers and
shakers of their respective generations. It is hoped they may
change the course of world events for the betterment of
humankind.”

After a pause I ask what became of the
Nakajima Aircraft Company.

He informs that after the war, the former
aircraft company evolved into the Subaru Corporation. Then the
professor adds with a poker face, but a twinkle in his eye, “It
continues to manufacture both aircraft and automobiles for peaceful
purposes.”

His unassuming wit makes it difficult for me
to stifle a laugh behind my right hand.

As I am unable to make a quick comeback with
some witty repartee, we continue our leisurely pace heading toward
the ICU Dining Hall (known as the Gakki) to share lunch in the
canteen.

Actually, we rarely eat together. The
professor and I do not make a habit of sharing lunch together, but
on this particular Saturday we enter the modern, up-to-date
self-service cafeteria for a quick bite. I mention how the Gakki is
well-known in the neighborhood and add, “People eating here enjoy a
nutritious, filling meal for less than nearby shops.”

Dr. Hayakawa quips, “Good for eaters, but not
for the local vendors!”

During our meal and afterwards, we have a
rather lengthy discussion. Today the topic is Japan during the Kaei
era (1848-54). After more than two-hundred-and-twenty-years of
relative isolation and seclusion (the word Sakoku means closed
country or locking the country or the more popular term kaikin used
now to signify maritime prohibitions), the doors of Japan suddenly
flew opened. As a consequence, foreign merchant ships of various
nationalities began to visit Japan periodically (not just from
China and The Netherlands, as previously).”

The professor explains that after the Meiji
Restoration of 1868, Japan was more agreeable to accept Western
imports, including photography and printing techniques. In
exchange, various Japanese items were exported abroad. Unusual,
exquisite items from Japan sold well in Europe and America.
Japanese ceramics and prints of the floating world (or Ukiyo-e)
were followed by additional products including Japanese enamels and
bronzes, textiles and other handicrafts. Eventually convenient
means to travel to the Far East became possible and well-heeled
Westerners headed for Asia with an eye to collect its unique art.
Suddenly Japanese objects and motifs enjoyed immense popularity in
the West, both in terms of trendy interior decoration and design.
Of course, a number of European and American artists were
influenced. Witness the Impressionists and Post-Impressionists.

The professor and I have such a lively and
stimulating exchange of ideas, we lose track of time. At last one
of the cooks tactfully informs us that the canteen is about to
close. Simultaneously we realize it is mighty obvious we should
depart for our respective destinations.

Dr. Hayakawa offers to accompany me to the
train station – quite a long 2.5 km walk – but pleasant
enough in any season with such delightful company. Today our
slow-paced stroll passes by all too quickly as we savor the budding
spring flowers on campus and observe the proliferation of feisty
feral cats roaming the public streets outside ICU’s walled
precinct.

Momentarily the professor turns back at the
gateway. He remarks that whenever he sees ICU from afar, its
well-crafted stone walls remind him of feudal castles such as
Himeji, Kuramoto and many other enclosed fortresses throughout
Japan.

As we approach the Shin-Koganei Station I
inform him I am going to the Omori family home in Yokohama. I blurt
out that I will spend two nights there, as has been my weekend
habit for the past few months. I remind that I have done this since
I first arrived in September to concentrate on the intensive
Japanese course especially designed for foreign language speakers.
I guess I give him the impression that the Omori couple has more or
less adopted me, probably because I was orphaned as a teenager. The
professor considers it very generous of this Japanese family to
befriend a Westerner like me.

I inform that I use this rare opportunity of
staying with a local family to improve my colloquial Japanese. Dr.
Hayakawa graciously compliments me by saying he has noticed that I
have become more fluent than when we first met.

Then I reveal that the three adult Omori
offspring hardly visit their parents on weekends. Therefore, the
middle-aged couple seems to welcome the chance to share their free
time with a young person keen on all things Japanese.

Dr. Hayakawa remarks, “Judging from what you
have mentioned about the couple, they appear to be part of the
affluent upper middle-class. It is often the way with older people
in Japan. They may be materialistically well-off and financially
solvent, but deep down they feel emotionally bereft. You are
filling an emotional void for them.”

After bidding him a quick farewell, I rush to
catch the Seibu-Tamagawa Line train. The professor seems rather
reluctant to return home. I suspect he will take his time finding
his way to another line heading southwest.

Aboard my train, I reckon we will arrive at
our respective destinations around the same time, approximately an
hour-and-an-half from now.

Sitting back in my comfortable seat, my
thoughts return to the investigative research I have done so far
seeking the roots of my ancestors’ lifestyle in Japan since 1916.
Throughout this effort, Dr. and Mrs. Omori have supported me as
their pet foreigner studying in Tokyo.

After residing in this major metropolis for
nearly eight months, I have dug around for evidence that Grandpa,
arriving by ship in the summer of 1916, became a lecturer at Sophia
University in downtown Tokyo. Eventually I learned that yes, he
used to deliver lectures at Sophia University, but it was just a
temporary part-time position, not full-time as I had assumed for
decades.

Sophia University, founded in Tokyo by
Jesuits in 1913, was barely three-years-old when Grandpa began
teaching there for a minimum stipend. Since the expat community in
Tokyo was rather close-knit at the time, he became acquainted with
the founder and also its first President, the Rev. Hermann
Hoffmann. President Hoffmann arrived in Tokyo in 1910 and initially
opened Sophia University in 1913 with departments specializing in
German Literature, Philosophy and Commerce. Judging from favorable
first impressions, the Rev. Hermann Hoffmann invited my grandfather
to help out by teaching a philosophy course at the fledging
university.

I guess I should have been more alert to the
fact that Sophia University is a Roman Catholic institution,
whereas my grandfather had been ordained by Bishop Paul Matthews in
June 1916 as a Deacon of the Protestant Episcopal Church of
America. This ceremony took place at the historic colonial Trinity
Church established since 1715 in Woodbridge, Middlesex County, New
Jersey.

Perhaps I assumed that even in September
1916, when President Hoffmann was launching the university’s
academic curriculum at a high standard, he was ecumenically
broadminded enough to recruit an Episcopalian to teach a philosophy
course or two. In the autumn of 1916 the pool of foreigners with
bona fide graduate degrees living in Tokyo was not that large. To
be able to identify someone who could actually teach a philosophy
course was even rarer.

The heraldic insignia of Sophia University
emphasized the Germanic-Jesuit roots of the institution. It
features the Prussian Imperial Eagle with the initials LV emblazed
on its chest. LV signifies the Latin motto of Sophia University:
Lux Veritas (Light of Truth). Realizing this, it seems all the more
ironic that I persist in keeping the truth about my grandfather’s
actual employment from my mentor who lectures full-time at this
university.

Nonetheless, I shift my thoughts to lively
conversations I had with my grandparents when I was a youngster.
They often referred to the Chuo district in Tokyo where they lived.
It was called Tsukiji, which translates as reclaimed land or
filled-in ground. During the Edo Period the area consisted of
lowland marshes along the Sumida River Delta that eventually flowed
into Tokyo Bay. Earth excavated from the Tokugawa Shogunate’s
extensive moat and canal system was periodically dumped into the
marshes to fill it up. Waterfront housing and commercial
enterprises grew up on this newly created land interlaced with an
assortment of canals and bridges. Prior to the 1868 Meiji
Restoration, private residences of Tokugawa feudal lords and
samurai were constructed along the southern rim of Tsukiji.

Nowadays most Westerners associate Tsukiji
with the former Central Wholesale Market (or Tsukiji Fish Market)
which up to October 2018 used to be the largest fresh and frozen
seafood market in the world. After the 1923 Great Kanto Earthquake,
Tokyo’s authorities relocated the Nihonbashi’s produce merchants
and fishmongers to Tsukiji. The new and modern market facility
reopened in 1935. The market’s more than
one-thousand-and-six-hundred wholesale stalls eventual covered
fifty-six acres. On a daily basis the fish market handled more than
two-thousand tons of over four-hundred-and-fifty types of
seafood.

Prior to October 2018, the Tsukiji commercial
area consisted of two parts, the outer and inner markets. Although
the inner market consisting of the Wholesale Fish Market relocated
to the newly built Toyosu Market, vendors in the outer market
stayed. The outer market’s numerous small neighborhood restaurants,
retail operations and supply shops still flourish and act as
tourist attractions.

With the 1853 arrival in Japan of U.S.
Commodore William C. Perry, who intimidated the Tokugawa Shogunate
with his aggressive gunboat diplomacy, the Shogunate’s placating
authorities conceded certain extraterritorial rights to preserve
the peace and national sovereignty of the country. Nonetheless,
official concessions made in the 1854 Kanagawa Treaty were
considered grossly unequal and unjust. Eliminating them became one
of the major motivations united the clans of Satsuma, Choshu and
Tosa to force an alliance that would eventually overthrow the
Tokugawa Shogunate and restore the imperial regime in 1868.

One of the concessions was the allocation of
foreign settlements (or kyoryuchi) in various key cities including
Yokohama (set up in 1859) and Edo (established in 1869), as well as
Nagasaki and Kobe. During the mid-nineteenth-century, these
restricted residential areas were for the exclusive use of Western
traders and missionaries. They were beyond the reach of Japanese
Law.

The Tokyo locale of Tsukiji was strategically
considered as the Foreign Settlement. In 1869 the district was set
apart from the center of government and could be easily isolated in
the event of any violent conflict. The reclaimed land was very low
and flat, hardly above the high tide water mark. A storm could
easily flood it. I have never thought it a very auspicious
location.

The Tsukiji settlement never developed into a
trading area like Yokohama nor did it become a major port.
Nonetheless, Western nations built their elegant Legations in
Tsukiji and thereby imported aspects of Western culture into the
capital. The U.S. legation was in Tsukiji from 1875 to 1890.

I remember flipping through a stack of
vintage postcards, some hand-tinted with bright garish colors. My
grandparents brought them back home as reminders of their stay in
Japan, even though some of the structures were already gone by the
time they arrived. Even though these buildings did not exist as
trendy Western-style hotels, by the time they resided in Tsukiji,
the grand hotels maintained some kind of magical nostalgic allure.
My grandparents informed me about the romantic-sounding Hoteru-kan
(or hotel building). It was Tokyo’s first Western-style hotel built
in 1867-68, but burned down in the Great Ginza Fire of February
1872.

Next was the Tsukiji Seiyo-ken Hotel that
opened in the summer of 1872 and arranged European-style Imperial
Banquets until 1890 when the much grander Imperial Hotel opened.
The Tsukiji Seiyoken Hotel had the distinction of being the first
high-class Western-style hotel in Japan that was owned and managed
by a Japanese person. A Ueno Park location of the Seiyo-ken hotel
chain was designed by the Czech architect, Jan Letzel. Opened in
1917, it still maintains a popular restaurant and banquet hall.

Three major hotels, all with grand sounding
names, the Imperial, Metropole and Tsukiji Seiyo-ken, concentrated
in the Tsukiji Foreign Settlement. They represented Tokyo’s top
three first-class lodging during the later Meiji era. I was
fascinated by the flamboyant forward-looking buildings and
contrasted them to rural places seen in personal black-and-white
photographs that my Grandpa took during excursions into the
countryside during the middle of the Taisho Period (1912-26). It
was easy to see how many parts of Japan had not kept pace with the
frenetic modernization of the capital and other urban centers.

The Hotel Metropole that my grandparents had
heard about was initially used as the American Legation during the
years when Tokyo’s foreigners were confined to the Tsukiji Foreign
Settlement (1875-89). The structure overlooked the mouth of the
Sumida River. At that time the turbid river lapped the edges of the
Legation’s gardens. All manner of sailing craft passed by: sampans,
fishing boats, tug-boats, plus whalers and sealers from the
north.

After the conclusion of extraterritoriality
in 1889, the building was repurposed into the Hotel Metropole as a
branch of the Yokohama Club Hotel. In 1907 the hotel was purchased
by the nearby Imperial Hotel and amalgamated as its annex until
1910. During 1911-18, the building served as the residence of the
publisher and editor, Matsushita Gunji (owner of the Yamato Shimbun
newspaper). From 1918, St. Luke’s International Hospital extended
into the former grounds and this is what my grandparents knew while
staying in Tsukiji.

The Imperial Hotel was the first one in Tokyo
to be given the name Teikoku Hoteru (translated as Imperial Hotel).
It opened in 1890 around the corner from the Rokumeikan (Banquet
Hall) near the Hibiya Army Marching Grounds (later called Hibiya
Park from 1903). The interior decor adhered to European taste.

In 1887, three Japanese financiers (Marquis
Inoue Kaoru, influential politician and a prominent member of the
Meiji oligarchy; Viscount Shibusawa Eiichi, a multi-talented
Japanese industrialist renowned as the Father of Japanese
Capitalism; and Baron Okura Kihachiro, a prominent entrepreneur and
art collector) decided to invest in a Western-style hotel. Initial
drawings in the German Neo-Renaissance style were prepared by
Heinrich Manz. Eventually, Yuzuru Watanabe, a Japanese student of
English architect Josiah Conder, who in 1883 had realized the
similarly-designed Rokumeikan (Banquet Hall), was selected to
prepare the plans for the sixty-room hotel (nicknamed the Watanabe
House). The young architect used the original layout of Manz, but
due to the unstable soil conditions, altered the proposed
four-story stone structure to a three-story wood frame and brick
structure. The exterior was painted to look like stone. Extra rooms
were tucked under the eaves to accommodate additional guests. The
grand hotel opened for business in November 1890. French food was
served during lavish banquets.

However, it was not until the start of the
Russo-Japanese War in 1904 that the Imperial Hotel was filled to
capacity. In 1906 a forty-two room annex was built. In addition,
the Hotel Metropole in Tsukiji was purchased to accommodate more
clients. Business also picked up in 1910 with the completion of the
Trans-Siberian Railway. Tour groups began to visit Japan, as well
as solitary travelers.

Watanabe’s Imperial Hotel burned down on 16
April 1922. Edward, the Prince of Wales was visiting Japan. No
lives were lost, but business ceased temporarily until the new
South Wing, designed by Frank Lloyd Wright, opened in 1923.

My grandparents informed me of horse-drawn
carriages and gas lighting (and later, electricity) introduced
first in Tsukiji before spreading to other parts of Tokyo. Some of
the vintage postcards reflected this too. Foreign dress and customs
were observed and imitated.

I recall one particular September 1916
photograph of Grandpa wearing a black top-hat and elegant black
suit while sitting in a rickshaw pulled by a thin but strong wiry
man with powerful legs.

Other pictures depict Grandma observing the
aftermath of a severe typhoon that struck Tsukiji on 1 October
1917. Depicted is a large wooden fishing vessel pushed out of the
water by a tidal wave into their lawn. It nearly landed in the
front open verandah of their double-storied wooden house with a
glassed-in porch (engawa) on the upper floor. Later, when Grandpa
retired, he bought a house with an open deck on the upper floor and
plenty of shocking-pink azaleas in the garden. To replicate the
Japanese-style engawa, he modified the upper deck by enclosing the
space with glass storm-windows during the winter and screens during
the summer. I often slept on a camp-bed in this cozy place and, as
I lay there, I realized that my grandparents had tried to replicate
the wide enclosed porch of their Tsukiji home when they made the
alterations. I also felt that another selling point for them,
besides the enclosed garage for Grandpa’s car and sufficient
interior space to house Grandma’s large baby grand piano, were the
profuse azalea shrubs planted in the front and side yards of the
corner plot. The Japanese particularly favor these stunning plants
when in full bloom. My grandfather likewise enjoyed vibrant
azaleas.

Various personal photographs gave me special
impressions about Japan during the middle years of the Taisho
Period (1912-26). I observed personal excursions to Lake Hakone. Of
course, Mount Fuji was photographed numerous times, especially in
conjunction with the task of floating logs down river in the
foreground and Mount Fuji looming above the peaceful rural scene.
Photographs of rough wild waves crashing sharp black rocks
contrasted with other views of the placid Seto Inland Sea. Flooding
conditions overcome by a kimono-clad woman with an infant towed at
her back was juxtaposed with hand-tinted pink lotus flowers and
bluish-green leaves in ponds.

I also viewed pictures of local religious
festivals (young boys with a blue bandana wound around their heads
wore the expected uniform of white shirts and shorts). Robust men
hoist large festival floats through crowded streets. Comic Kegon
performers stood on very high wooden geta shoes as they minced
along muddy dirt roads. Families fly large paper kites shaped like
fish outside their single-story huts to honor their sons during the
Boys’ Day Festival. There were scenes of local wrestling matches,
involving near-naked men with onlookers shabbily dressed. Other men
were photographed wearing straw rain-jackets as they gathered
mulberry leaves to raise silkworms. Another rural scene depicted a
human-generated water wheel where the man walked on the wheel’s
upper spokes. He turned it methodically with his feet to irrigate
the local rice fields. Mostly women were featured planting rice
shoots.

Several rural Buddhist Temples and Shinto
Shrines were photographed. Quite a few pictures depicted young
mothers dancing in a circle while their infants are tied to their
backs. Other women dressed in their finest sit together on a woven
mat to enjoy am out-of-doors tea party.

In urban settings there are photos of wide
avenues and kimono-dressed crowds surveying basket or crockery
shops. Numerous photos were taken of languid wisteria dangling from
lattices competing with steeply curved bridges over canals. Of
course there are pictures featuring many family groups viewing
cherry-blossoms in Ueno Park of Tokyo. Flower shows featuring
chrysanthemums and azaleas seemed to be a favorite, while itinerant
vendors carrying woven baskets, hawked their wares. Along the way a
corner watchtower of the Imperial Palace was reflected in the outer
moat.

Since 1868 the Tsukiji foreign settlement was
home to diplomats, missionaries and teachers. Tsukiji focused on
education, healthcare and Christian missionary outreach in contrast
to the earlier Yokohama foreign settlement specializing on trade
and commerce. Several institutions that continue today were founded
within the Tsukiji Foreign Settlement: St. Luke’s International
Hospital, the International Catholic Hospital, St. Paul’s (later
Rikkyo) University, Keio University, St. Margaret’s Junior College,
the American School in Japan, among others.

With the promulgation of the Meiji
Constitution in 1889, the extraterritorial concessions were lifted
with the repeal of the unequal treaties. From then onward,
foreigners were no longer restricted in their travels or their
place of residence or work within Metropolitan Tokyo. Nevertheless,
later expats, my grandparents included, willingly came to live in
Tsukiji for several years during the Taiso Period.

The Omori family keep reminding me that fires
caused by the Great Kanto Earthquake of September 1923 destroyed
thousands of lives and a great deal of infrastructure as well as
many documents in central Tokyo. Therefore, the paper trail of my
grandfather’s stint at Sophia University has been irreparably lost,
along with countless other government documents.

I recall that as a child playing with a
variety of Japanese items at my grandparent’s house, was that
Grandma also kept referring to St. Paul’s and Holy Trinity. I
assumed that St. Paul’s was a church, but while staying in Tokyo I
learned that St. Paul’s was actually a university founded in 1874
by the overseas missionary, the Rt. Rev. Channing Moore Williams,
the Bishop of Edo of the Protestant Episcopal Church of America.
That was over four decades before my grandfather arrived in Japan
in the summer of 1916.

A series of natural disasters plagued St.
Paul’s University. In 1874 fire destroyed its wooden school.
However, with funding raised by the Domestic and Foreign Mission
Society of the Protestant Episcopal Church, the educational
institution was rebuilt within four years. In 1880 the Principal,
James McDonald Gardiner, supervised the construction of its
three-story brick facilities with an imposing sixty-foot spire that
dominated the skyline of the Tsukiji Foreign Settlement in downtown
Tokyo.

The next natural disaster to occur was the
1894 earthquake. This leveled many of the original school buildings
of St. Paul’s University. Members of the foreign community began
murmuring about the perils of building on the unstable reclaimed
land (or Tsukiji in Japanese). As a consequence the St. Paul
students were temporarily housed in the Trinity Parish House, where
incidentally my ancestors held a modest reception to celebrate
their wedding on 30 May 1917.

By 1896 new buildings for St. Paul’s
University, including an academic hall and student dormitory, were
ready to resume classes. This is where my Grandpa taught from 1916.
Simultaneously, he helped arrange for the development of a new
campus at Ikebukuro in a suburb of Tokyo. The students moved in
1918 when he was the Acting President. In addition to overseeing
the construction of the main administrative building, he
spearheaded the building of the Mather Library in 1918. Eventually
its holdings consisted of over 1.7 million volumes of print and
non-print materials, including the extensive collections of the
Protestant Episcopal Church and the literature of Edogawa Ranpo
(the pen name of Taro Hirai). He was a renowned Ikebukuro author.
His writer’s studio was adjacent to the site of the university’s
campus. He played a major role in the development of Japanese
mystery fiction. Taro Hirai greatly admired Western mystery
writers, especially Edgar Allen Poe, and he based his pseudonym on
the brilliant American author’s name.

From February to June 1945 his family was
evacuated from their Ikebukuro home to Fukushima Prefecture in
northern Japan and suffered from malnutrition. The 1945 Allied
firebombing of Tokyo and subsequent fires that broke out in the
city destroyed most of Ikebukuro. The thick earthen-walled
warehouse that Taro Hirai used as his writer’s studio was spared.
It still stands beside the campus of Rikkyo University.

The illustrious St. Paul’s University
eventually changed its name to Rikkyo University in 1922 and became
part of the Imperial University Order. This occurred just a few
years after my grandparents returned to the States.

Even as a child savoring all the Japanese
souvenirs, mementos, personal photographs and hand-tinted
postcards, ceramics and so forth in their Philadelphia home, I
wondered why my grandparents left Japan when, in later years, they
spoke of it on countless occasions. I sensed they realized that
being posted abroad in Japan was the biggest event in their
lives.

Among the often-told stories was one about
their tiny bug-eyed dog named Toto imported from Tokyo. Grandpa
purchased this sable-and-white lapdog when grandma became lonely
and sad. It was a pure bred Japanese Chin or Japanese Spaniel with
a large rounded head and large wide-set dark eyes, a very short
broad muzzle and ear feathering, and evenly patterned facial
markings.

While Grandpa was busy teaching, delivering
lectures and attending to various missionary duties throughout
Tokyo, Grandma stayed alone in the house. Her main occupation was
to play hymns on the organ during Sunday church services. The rest
of the week she rested at home, ruminating about how en route to
Tokyo in May 1917, a wealthy passenger tried to initiate a
whirlwind shipboard romance. The man proposed marriage as they
approached Tokyo, even though the impulsive man knew that Grandma
was engaged to Grandpa since August 1916. She once confided to me
that she did not feel she could break off the ten-month
engagement.

Grandpa had informed her that he had proposed
earlier to a nurse called Mary before the summer of 1916, assuming
she would be an excellent helpmate to join him in Japan. That woman
turned him down with thanks. A few months later, he met Grandma.
After becoming acquainted for scarcely three weeks, he proposed and
she accepted. He immediately paid for the overland transport from
New Brunswick, New Jersey, to the west coast and booked her Pacific
Ocean passage aboard an ocean liner sailing to Tokyo. Mind you, she
traveled to Japan in May 1917. At that time it was considered
rather shocking to take such a long trip without a chaperon.
However, Grandma was a very independent person.

While residing in the foreign settlement, she
became more and more withdrawn and despondent in the unfamiliar
environment she did not understand due to a lack of background
about Japan and its ways. Therefore, Grandpa attempted to cheer her
up with a little dog, a Japanese Chin or Japanese Spaniard.
Incidentally, in 1853 when U.S. Commodore William C. Perry entered
Japanese waters, he was given a Japanese Chin dog. This Japanese
Spaniard sailed back to the States with him.

My grandma’s friendly toy dog became her
constant companion. The despondent bride and her two matronly
attendants spoiled it rotten. The dog named Toto was showered with
attention. The alert little dog proved especially finicky about its
food and ate only rice. Toto also preferred only certain types of
fish and distained other kinds of seafood. Grandma mentioned that
after slowly eating his meal, Toto used his paws to wash and wipe
his flat face, similar to a cat.

During the return sea voyage from Tokyo to
San Francisco, Toto enjoyed the sea breezes on the deck of the
ocean liner. My grandparents told me he often looked out to sea
when walking with therm. However, he did not like being ensconced
in a cage in the ship’s haul, along with other pampered pets. There
was probably a lot of noise due to the whining of these furry
passengers. Nonetheless the ship’s Japanese cooks served Toto the
fish and rice he liked so he ate well en route to America.

Dogs of this breed prefer resting in high
places and have a good sense of balance. When Toto briefly visited
Grandma’s relatives in New Brunswick, he was placed atop an urn set
on a tall marble pedestal for a series of garden photographs. The
adults in the group gathered around him perched atop the pedestal
to have their pictures taken. Several photos showing that Toto was
the center of attention were lovingly placed in a family photo
album.

When my grandparents were posted to a grimy
slum mission in East New York, Toto became quite feisty in the new
environment, so different from the peace and quiet of Tsukiji. The
defensive toy dog barked often to alert them about the comings and
goings of other residents in the tenement apartment where they
lived. Most of the indigent renters were new immigrants to the
States. They had just passed through Ellis Island where they were
processed as legal immigrants. Several Eastern European languages
were spoken in the teeming Eastside New York tenement, along with
plenty of Italian. My grandparents spoke Japanese to Toto and each
other in their small unit, one of dozens in the crowded ghetto.

Grandma mentioned that the East New York
neighborhood was hardly ever quiet, even at night. She complained
there was a constant din from the early pre-dawn market to drunks
singing or shouting abuses after midnight. Little Toto picked up on
the unhappiness and stress of his mistress. He became overwrought
by the cacophony of jarring noises and unfamiliar lingos, spoken
loudly. In addition, he did not like the type of rice or fish fed
to him. Eating little, he soon sickened from starvation exacerbated
by the very hot and humid temperatures of his first and last summer
in lower Manhattan. Although his type of breed can live from twelve
to fifteen years, homesick Toto died at the age of three, nearly
breaking Grandma’s heart. Although she habitually played hymns on
the organ during Sunday church services, she became such a recluse
that she refused to leave the dinky apartment altogether for months
at a time.

When I was about nine or ten, I learned why
Grandpa had to pack up and leave Tokyo so quickly, despite the fact
that he was the Acting President of St. Paul’s College. It was due
to Grandma’s persistent influenza and the unhealthy locale where
the couple lived in the foreign settlement. Tsukiji’s damp marshy
terrain had poor air circulation; the reclaimed land was freezing
cold in winter and extremely hot and humid in summer. Such adverse
fluctuating climatic conditions proved unsuitable for Grandma’s
convalescence after suffering from the third wave of the Spanish
flu in early 1919.

Aspects of their lifestyle included unheated
rooms at winter. Many times they sat on the floor, slept on the
floor. Their meals were delivered by a maid-servant to their low
table on the floor. There was no running water. Water used was
carried by the matronly women serving them.

The narrative of how a caring physician
informed her that she would be dead within six months if she
lingered in Tsukiji became part and parcel of my family’s folklore.
In a way I felt that Grandpa sacrificed a promising career on
account of his devotion and concern for his ailing wife. I imagine
that if he persisted in remaining in Tsukiji and if his wife died,
he would never be able to forgive himself. Therefore, he
unselfishly resigned his promising position and headed back to
America, but he landed a dismal post in Manhattan’s ghettoes.

After working in the slums of East New York
for about five years, Grandpa was given another position in
Westchester County. They still spoke Japanese at home and continued
this practice until his death. Grandma perked up considerably and
during the Great Depression she prepared elaborate Japanese-style
meals to serve to members of the parish. It cheered up parishioners
to be introduced to a totally unfamiliar culture and cuisine. The
invited guests ate off authentic Japanese ceramic plates and drank
their seaweed soup from ceramic bowls. They enjoyed the unusual
food long before Westchester County opened its first Japanese
restaurant. Unfortunately, that establishment soon closed in 1942
when Pres. Franklin D. Roosevelt ordered that all
Japanese-Americans, even those who were second-generation U.S.
citizens, be incarcerated until 1945 in remote internment camps
during and after the duration of World War II.

While on-the-spot in Tokyo, I have verified
that during my Grandpa’s tenure here, he was the Acting President
of St. Paul’s College in 1918, when it was still located in the
Tsukiji district. The Chuo-ku Anglican college had its own
English-style chapel. Grandpa periodically preached from its carved
pulpit.

Later in 1919 the campus of St. Paul’s
College was moved to a larger location in northwest Tokyo.
Providentially this suburban locale was less damaged by fires
caused by the September 1923 Great Kanto Earthquake than it might
have been, had it remained in the Tsukiji neighborhood that was
truly devastated. For example, earlier missionary initiatives of
the Episcopal Church, including the former St. James’ Church in
Tsukiji, were destroyed. St. Luke’s International Hospital in
Tsukiji was severely damaged. It had to be rebuilt. Therefore, it
is often said that all that remains today of Tsukiji’s early
foreign influence is St. Luke’s Hospital.

Eventually in 1922, St. Paul’s College became
fully accredited and was renamed Rikkyo University. Nowadays, it is
considered one of the Big Six leading private universities in
Tokyo. It maintains a prestigious reputation in the capital’s vast
metropolis. The other five educational institutions in this Ivy
League are: Hosei, Keio, Meiji, Tokyo and Waseda Universities.

I also learned that my grandfather was
ordained as a Priest in 1917 at Holy Trinity Cathedral in Tsukiji,
Tokyo, by the well-known Bishop Henry St. George Tucker. Two
decades later this outstanding missionary became the nineteenth
Presiding Bishop of the Protestant Episcopal Church in America (and
served during the war years, 1938-46).

Bishop Tucker arrived in Japan in 1899 and
served as a dedicated missionary for twenty-four years. In 1903 he
became President of St. Paul’s College in Tokyo for ten years,
prior to being appointed Bishop of Kyoto in 1913. After ordaining
my grandfather in 1917, I infer he probably recommended him to
become the Acting President of St. Paul’s College the following
year due to his pragmatism and gravitas.

On a regular basis, my grandfather preached
at Holy Trinity Cathedral during 1916-19 and performed other
clerical duties in and around Tokyo.

He was also on duty call to provide comfort
and consolation to patients and relatives at St. Luke’s
International Hospital in the Tsukiji district. Opened in 1902 on
the outskirts of the foreign settlement, this hospital was
originally a medical mission facility consisting of a modest
wood-frame structure comprising two wards and five rooms set up by
the Episcopal Church in the United States. It quickly became the
focus of high-quality medical services for expats living in
Tokyo.

Even today this medical institution is one of
the capital’s largest and most comprehensive facilities offering
superb medical care. It has managed to maintain its sterling
reputation for decades. Consistently ranked among the top ten
hospitals in all of Japan, it is operated as an adjunct to St.
Luke’s International University, affiliated and administered by the
Anglican Episcopal Church in Japan.

During the Post-War Occupation, the U.S. Army
requisitioned St. Luke’s International Hospital and used its
facilities extensively for eleven years. At that time its name was
changed to the 42nd Army General Hospital. Numerous
wounded G.I.s passed through its halls, and those who recuperated
sufficiently, returned to America to live their lives anew.

I recall that Grandpa told me about a vivid
experience he had after calling on patients at the St. Luke’s
International Hospital thirty years before the Second World War. He
said he was strolling from one wide corridor to another to exit the
main building when he heard strands of piano music emanating from
one of the empty waiting rooms. Intrigued, he stood at the lounge’s
open doorway and listened intently.

Then he realized that the proficient piano
player had only one hand. The one-armed pianist was playing what
Grandpa surmised was Camille Saint-Saen’s difficult work composed
in 1912 called Six Etudes for the Left Hand, Op. 135.

This veteran who had been a professional
musician still carried on with his career even after suffering a
traumatic wartime disability. Hearing the young man’s
interpretation of the piece allowed my grandfather to come to terms
with the enormity of the death and destruction of The Great War to
End All Wars.

Grandpa told me he found the experience
profoundly moving.


Chapter 2

Speaking of Dance et al.

(As perceived by Dr. Hayakawa)

As a full-fledged university professor struggling to
overcome a nearly seven-year-old personal tragedy, in addition to
coping with creative stasis in an academically stifling
environment, I often feel overwhelmed. Not only is my teaching
profession highly regimented, but my family lifestyle is incredibly
stale. Actually, it has been like that for several years, even
before my daughter died due to a careless hit-and-run driver.

He now languishes in prison, poor fellow.
Simultaneously, this clueless person and my dear daughter were
distracted by their Mobile phones, or I should say, by inane and
trivial messages texted to them via these ubiquitous, must-have
machines. Little did the texters realize that their innocuous
comments would snuff out one life and completely ruin another!

I have observed that people completely
fixated on apparently URGENT messages posted on their cell phones
are actually quite anti-social to those beside them. This behavior
is seen in public restaurants, aboard trains and even during
periodic family gatherings, euphemistically called duty visits with
one’s relatives. How I wish I had the means to advocate that people
should cultivate a balanced lifestyle, unhampered by increasingly
complicated hi-tech features that leave many behind.

Unlike my frigid wife who continues to play
the role of a professional mourner, or should I say a perpetual
mourner, I have tried to cope with my own profound grief by
retreating into daydreams about Old Japan in general, and the Late
Heian Period in particular. My visions frequently drift into
fantastic wish-fulfillment territory related to the distinctive
Shirabyoshi tradition.

Very often I experience a recurrent dream. A
slim female performer, dressed in male attire, including a narrow
sword, visits me. Wearing a jet-black eboshi cap and a long gauzy
white shift over wide, voluminous vermillion trousers, this young
person sings and dances rhythmically while manipulating an elegant
folding fan.

Upon waking, I try to make sense of my
Present-day existence in light of an intense inclination toward the
Past, especially the vibrant Heian era. I have endeavored to come
to grips with my ongoing predicament: How to cultivate a settled
mind in the Future.

To cope with my tedious existence where one
day seems as dull as the next, I eventually formulated an
acculturation proposal exemplifying Old Japan’s cultural and
spiritual values. This undertaking is now a joint initiative
sponsored by my present employer, Jochi Daigaku (originally called
Sophia University in 1913 by Jesuit missionaries who founded it in
Chiyoda, in downtown Tokyo) and the International Christian
University (known as ICU and officially established in 1953 as a
non-denominational, ecumenical private liberal arts university in
suburban Mitaka in west Tokyo).

Nearly seven months into this ongoing
acculturation project, I do not know whether it will be successful
or not. It might consume me in the end, for inexplicable reasons
beyond my control. Gradually over the course of a series of
Saturday morning tutorials, my academic research has evolved into
an unexpected East-West relationship. At the moment, it is
basically one-sided, but one can always hope that may change.

Ruminating about Miss Sara Shuttlesworth, the
volunteer I am transforming into a Shirabyoshi dancer, I have to
admit that each time we meet for our weekly class, I find this
Western student fascinating on multiple levels. Am I laboring under
a misapprehension? Is this some kind of East-West adventure or a
symptom of a mid-life crisis?

Doubts and questions beset me daily. I worry
whether the project will fare or fail. Since this activity has
become such an integral part of my existence, I wonder how I can
move on with my life when it is concluded. I cannot fathom how I
will feel when Miss Shuttlesworth completes her final trimester and
returns to her homeland in a year’s time. It is rare to find such
an enthusiastic student to teach, someone who is so eager to learn.
Sara soaks up information like a sponge. In so many ways she
reminds me of my daughter, dear Tomiko, long lost to me. Once I
have met this vibrant young woman, how can I forget her? I wonder
if I could let her go.

These perplexing thoughts whizz through my
mind as I begrudgingly prepare to return to the train station and
commute back home. Sara and I, along with the two female graduate
students temporarily hired for this pioneering project, have just
completed yet another inspirational tutorial session. I must
confess that all through the week I anticipate our Saturday morning
class. Every other teaching day feels like I am just going through
the motions of my tedious day-job because I enjoy these
extracurricular activities so much more.

On the positive side, our teacher-student
relationship remains excellent. Actually, after each weekly session
that ends too quickly to suit me, it is with considerable
reluctance that I am duty-bound to commute back home Saturday
afternoon.

I assume it might be unhealthy for this
special project to become increasingly engrossing to me. Likewise I
know deep down I am attempting to transform my hand-picked Western
volunteer into something she is not and can never become in
actuality. Nevertheless, on Saturday mornings when we meet at ICU,
I feel gratified to be able to recreate my ideal. It is remarkable
how this foreign student’s inner being shines through the Late
Heian cocoon I have created, just for her.

Inadvertently I have become so enamored of my
creation I seem to be breaking several social conventions. Many
times I must stop and draw myself up short. I struggle to curb my
latent emotions. I force myself never to allow them to overwhelm me
and thereby unwittingly taint the professional trust and rapport
between teacher and student.

Partly as protection against petty gossip
and/or adverse academic criticism, I recruited two mature female
graduate students as assistants to costume my willing participant.
After they are done with the outer wear, it seems as if Sara truly
transforms into a Heian courtier dressed in a resplendent costume.
Her luxurious wig of long black hair gently sweeps the floor. To my
mind, Sara is elegance personified. In fact, she takes my breath
away.

As my train travels closer to my
traditional-style villa in a gated community, I reminisce about the
earliest outing I shared with Sara shortly after we met in
mid-October last year. I recall sitting beside her at the
ironically called No Name Cafe on a snowy wintry night. She had
just seen her first live Butoh performance in the ICU auditorium,
to which I invited her, not really understanding why I did so.

After the mind-expanding dance demonstration,
I introduced Sara to a public reading of original poems delivered
in English at the pseudo-British pub tailored for Japanese
clientele. As we shared a corner of a rickety wooden table in the
atmospheric No Name Cafe, Sara remarked how impressed she was at
the high caliber of poems presented at this public reading. She
marveled how non-native speakers could formulate such
well-considered phrases that many native-English speakers would
find it hard to express. Sara observed that the only room for
improvement for these wannabe poets was to brush up their
pronunciation.

I did not respond immediately due to the fact
that I had the advantage of studying overseas and had methodically
worked on my pronunciation and phraseology to communicate exactly
what I wanted to say to whom and when. I know that my English
communication skills have made me rather conceited, but I am proud
of them. Moreover, these honed language skills ensured that I have
been able to supplement my income by serving as a guest speaker
here, there and elsewhere.

While gazing at her pale heart-shaped face in
the darkened chamber, I realized that this was the first time we
were out together, one-on-one. I had to admit we were not well
acquainted. Likewise Sara knew little about me then. Therefore,
this outing could hardly be called a date or an assignation.

I actually learned a few facts about her from
what I read in her candid resume and ascertained during two earlier
conversations. I found it strange that on both occasions, I felt
drawn to her. Then and while we work on the acculturation project,
I instinctively feel I know her, on some profound level. We seem to
be connected in a strange way.

So many things about Sara remind me of my
daughter Tomiko, including her insightful observations and
forthright opinions. Then I consider the graceful way Sara moves as
she dances, how she gestures with her elegant hands and long thin
fingers. Recognizing many things about Sara that are comparable to
my favorite offspring, I wonder if I am subconsciously transferring
my strong affection for Tomiko onto this young student, despite the
fact that Sara is not Asian, let alone Japanese.

Sharing our time at the No Name Cafe, I
sincerely hoped this girl was not just being polite to ingratiate
me, as her potential mentor. This lingering doubt made me
uncharacteristically nervous while we sat at the wobbly table in
the cafe. Nonetheless, I felt the need to introduce a different
subject for discussion while sitting beside Sara in a companionable
tête-à-tête.

I cleared my throat, as is my habit when
embarking on a new topic.

Of course I referred to the Butoh dance
performance we had watched an hour ago and remarked, “Initially,
Butoh was conceived as a dance of utter darkness and gloom. The
modern dance form emerged at a critical time in Japan’s history
fraught with drastic social change, rampant urbanization and
political disenchantment.”

Sara asked, “Didn’t it coincide with Japanese
protests against America?”

Startled by her insightful question, I
responded, “Yes, the birth of Butoh coincided with the 1959-60
protests against renewing the Japan-U.S. Security Treaty. June 1960
student riots riled against the unpopular renewal of the bilateral
treaty forged between Japan and its Occupier, the United States.
Local university students protested the treaty that allowed the
U.S. government to continue to maintain its military bases on
Japanese soil fifteen-years after the humiliating surrender on 15
August 1945.”

Sara observed wryly that more than
seventy-five years later, the military base at Okinawa is still a
bone of contention between the two countries.

Encouraged by her sensitivity to the
political ramifications of this issue, I continued apace, “A few
years before this protest, the two originators of Butoh, namely
Tatsumi Hijikata and Kazuo Ohno, returned home after studying
classical ballet and modern dance in Germany. To a certain extent
they were also influenced by French mime. These young students
exemplified a cross-fertilization of ideas garnered from both the
West and East. They recognized that even in Post-War Europe,
traumatized survivors in Germany and France were reacting to
rampant modernity that failed to take into account crucial aspects
of the human spirit and psyche. Many war victims were not only
physically damaged, but also emotionally scarred by the horrific
experience of confronting death and destruction on a daily basis.
Even after peace treaties were signed, countless individuals felt
existentially alienated from their vandalized surroundings full of
bombed-out buildings, harboring disease. Fellow human beings intent
solely on survival were strangers to them.”

“Professor, you describe it so vividly, even
though you were born after the war,” she said diplomatically.

I quipped, “You too,” perhaps a bit
facetiously. However, I pressed on unfazed, “Returning to Tatsumi
Hijikata and Kazuo Ohno in Europe, they were exposed to Surrealism
and drew inspiration from some of its bizarre, absurd elements.
Both dancers explored the world of dreams, fantasies and the
subconscious popularized by Sigmund Freud. They found fertile
ground for their imagination in the archetypes of the Collective
Unconscious identified by Carl Jung.”

Right on cue Sara stated, as if waking from a
deep reverie, “Their new dance movements reflected a state-of-mind
or feeling, which in turn influenced the physical body directly and
indirectly.”

“Quite right,” I readily agreed, and
informed, “Kazuo Ohno was originally taught by Eguchi Takaya, who
studied in Germany with Mary Wigman, one of the renowned pioneers
of German Expressionist Dance.”

Sara, having earlier mentioned that she was a
former ballet dancer herself, interjected, “I think it is called
Freie Tanz in German, right?”

Surprised again but nonplussed, I bobbed my
head and continued, “Certain techniques were learned from Ishii
Baku, a trailblazer of Western modern dance in Japan. However, Ohno
actually felt his calling to become a dancer while watching a Tokyo
performance of the flamenco artist, Antonia Merce y Luque (known as
La Argentina).”

My companion listened attentively as I
elaborated, “Some dance critics consider the gestural language of
Butoh a kind of evolving Japanese contemporary dance. Of course its
origins partly stem from Japan’s cultural trauma during the
Post-War era. Modern dance history books habitually associate the
motivation of Butoh with the social devastation and immense misery
precipitated by Japan’s defeat in August 1945.”

Again Sara contributed to the discussion by
adding, “According to some references, Butoh emerged in response to
Japan’s disconnect with its past heritage and the bitter irony of
being forced to become up-to-date and modern at the instigation of
the West.”

Although I did not inform her then, my
personal life fit this scenario exactly. In my Inner Being there
was always a tug-of-war between Past and Present. Although I am
Post-War-born, I have always been drawn to the Past. In fact I was
thrust into contemporary Western society while pursuing my graduate
studies in cosmopolitan New York. Therefore, I could empathize with
those unable to keep pace with rapid changes in modern life, those
who felt perpetually left behind because they could not keep
pace.

Keeping my personal observations to myself,
however, I replied rather pompously, “War-torn Japan was set on the
fast-track of economic recovery without having a coherent identity
to accompany this mad dash into the Future.”

Precisely at that moment a primly-dressed
attendant interrupted our lively Ping-Pong dialogue by blandly
asking if we wished to order anything else. Since both of us felt
satiated with multiple cups of Green Tea, we settled for aqua
minérale.

As the pencil-thin server faded into the dark
woodwork, I cleared my throat again and resumed, “Sara, you might
not be aware that Kazuo Ohno and Tatsumi Hijikata shared a
subversive trait. These exchange students witnessed utter
devastation of Germany and France, as well as their homeland due to
World War II. Returning to Japan, a culture formerly admired and
renowned for its beauty and harmony, these rebellious
choreographers decided to emphasize ugliness, confusion and chaos
instead. They replaced the traditional social conventions of
Japanese understatement and reticence with starkly poignant
expressions of anguish, fear and terror. They intentionally
attempted to shatter their spectators’ supposed complacency. This
is why they put on stage everything that the modern world tried to
hide or obscure, such as disease and disability, sexuality and
death. They literally foisted repressed taboo subjects in the face
of the audience; they exposed these uncomfortable subjects in
public. At that time many people found this extremely provoking and
offensive; it was like washing dirty laundry at the gate of a
revered temple. Underlying it all was their perception of the
pollution and waste produced by rampant materialism, made possible
due to the rapid technological advances imported from the
West.”

Sara inquired, “Wasn’t Butoh also a direct
reaction to the Atomic Bomb?”

I nodded sagely and continued, “The
choreographers deliberately emphasized anything that was bizarre
and absurd. Their dances were an anguished reaction to the rapid
industrialization of traditional Japanese society and the horror of
using weapons of mass destruction to annihilate thousands living
beings in an instant. As you know, those iconic bombs decimated the
civilian populations of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, as well as
destroyed ancient landmarks. The bombs obliterated civilians living
in productive landscapes. Survivors endured decades of pain and
suffering without respite. As a consequence of these horrific
events, the dancers experimented with grotesque body postures, such
as fetal positions (a motif signifying both birth and death). They
rotated their legs and feet the wrong way, as if permanently
disabled. Their contorted faces featured eyes rolling upward in a
disturbing manner, like a corpse. Their grimacing or silently
screaming mouths were especially painful to witness. So you are
correct, Butoh was a new social vision of existential Life after
the Bomb.”

She found her voice again and suggested, “In
a way their performances were probably seeking primordial movements
completely liberated from traditional and cultural references. The
choreographers were open to all kinds of metamorphoses. This
presupposes the existence of a natural state of humanity (as
opposed to an artificial state prescribed by society).”

I acknowledged her astute remark and added,
“Yes, they sought the basic, primary state of humanity. Moreover,
they vehemently protested against the contemporary dance scene in
Japan, which either superficially mimicked European forms or
revived Noh dramas with somber Buddhist overtones. At the time,
most Japanese choreographers were looking backwards to the Past,
instead of forward to the Future. The Butoh pioneers reacted to
this retrograde trend. It led them to some of Butoh’s common
aesthetic features that rile against archetypes of perfection and
beauty – be they from the East or West.”

Sara agreed, “From what I’ve read about the
movement, Butoh was a deliberate protest against the Post-War dance
scene.”

I observed, “Actually, Tatsumi Hijikata and
Kazuo Ohno didn’t consider their Butoh forms universal enough. Both
choreographers tried to identify new kinds of expression through
dance movements that simultaneously maintained a cultural
connection with Japanese traditions rather than merely copying or
replicating European techniques and skill for the sake of
them.”

My perceptive companion mentioned, “Yet when
they returned home from war-torn Germany, they still sought a
nostalgic connection to Japan’s culture. They revived the darkened
stage that formerly characterized Noh and Kabuki performances
before the advent of electrical illumination.”

“Yes, Butoh choreographers considered
electrical floodlights an intrusive modern invention, and therefore
irrelevant to their simple stage, actually just a wooden platform.”
Pausing a moment, I asked her, “Do you know the exact meaning of
the word Butoh?”

“No, I’ve forgotten that; please remind me,”
she replied. Even then I appreciated Sara’s forthrightness combined
with modest humility.

I elaborated, “During the nineteenth-century,
the Japanese word Butoh was written with characters that meant bu
for dance and toh for step. At that time the dance steps signified
dance styles imported from Europe to Japan. Think about classical
ballet from Louis XIV’s Versailles Court or the Viennese waltz
[popular since 1820]; the Tango from Argentina [emerging around
1880] and the lively foxtrot [invented in 1914]. All these dance
forms conjure up lively visions; they are light and bright.”

“In stark contrast Tatsumi Hijikata adapted
the Butoh word and during the late 1950s gave it a unique twist. In
this way he distinguished his new dance forms from earlier Japanese
traditions, including Noh and Kabuki. Moreover, he added the
Japanese word ankoku, which translates as deep and utter darkness,
and called his performances, Ankoku Butoh, meaning dance of utter
darkness and gloom. Actually, Tatsumi Hijikata once remarked that
there is no set style for Butoh. To emphasize this maxim, he
ensured that his experimental dance movements were, in his words,
fluid. Once he forcefully declared: There are as many types of
Butoh as there are Butoh choreographers.”

As if thinking aloud, Sara pronounced a
phrase lingeringly: “Pitch Black Darkness of the Soul.”

“That’s right. Ankoku Butoh appeared at a
pivotal moment in Japan’s history. That time ushered in tremendous
social change. The juggernaut of Western culture was rapidly
transforming Japanese institutions and lifestyles beyond
recognition. Many contemporary Japanese felt that their country’s
heritage was being effaced by alien occupiers. Post-War Japanese
abhorred how American mores obscured their ancient culture. My
compatriots considered American expressions – loud, raucous
and jarring – not only distasteful, but extremely uncouth.
Present company exempted, of course.”

Observing Sara’s subtle smile in response, I
continued my narrative, “Tatsumi Hijikata tried to resurrect
Japan’s authentic identity via memories. A number of his body
postures evoked the Past, such as the stooped bow-legged stance of
pigeon-toed farmers working in rural rice fields. He astutely knew
that these definitive poses would resonate with his nostalgic
audience. For example, he wore tattered and torn kimono shreds on
stage, symbolic of the rapid fragmentation and disintegration of
Japan’s unique essence. His bizarre dance steps protested against
the West’s ugly face of rampant modernity foisted on war-weary
Japan.”

My companion remained still and silent, as if
ashamed of her compatriots.

Nonplussed, I pressed on as if wound up like
a top, “Miss Shuttlesworth, you might be surprised to learn that
Tatsumi Hijikata’s first public Butoh performance called Kinjiki
(meaning Banned or Forbidden Colors) was intentionally provocative
and extremely wild for 1959. He based his dance on the shocking,
sensational novel of Yukio Mishima (the pen name of Kimitake
Hiraoka) that explored two taboo subjects at the time: bestiality
and homosexuality.”

Sara observed dryly, “Yukio Mishima always
pushed the limits of any barrier. Witness his bizarre ritual
suicide in November 1970. Do you understand how shocking it
was?”

“Yes, I do. My parents were very upset by it,
but I heard them say they were unsurprised. Mishima was always an
extremist – pushing the barriers as you said.”

After a poignant pause I informed, “Anyway,
that 1959 pseudo-homo-erotic dance consisted of only two
principals: an older man (played by Tatsumi Hijikata) intent on
seducing a youth (portrayed by Yoshito Ohno). The younger person
copulated with a live chicken and seemingly smothered it between
his legs over his crotch. Half of the outraged audience left the
theater immediately, well before the end of the show. Those who
stayed heard only running feet and heavy breathing from the elder
chasing the young man off the dark stage.”

“As you might imagine, Miss Shuttlesworth,
the Tokyo audience considered it a scandal to abuse a live animal
in public and to kill it on stage just for show. This initial dance
caused such a stir, the authorities banned Tatsumi Hijikata’s work
altogether. He was socially ostracized for quite a while. The only
way he could make ends meet was by selling sweets at a temple and
dancing incognito at sleazy Yokohama nightclubs.”

Sara acknowledged my comment with a slight
nod, but remained ostensibly silent. I noticed how she adhered to
Japan’s social conventions of reticence and decorum. I found this
rather curious, especially for a Western woman who, at that time,
had spent only a few weeks living in Japan as a foreign exchange
student. Recalling how long it took me to feel at ease in New York
City, I thought, “Surely Japan has not rubbed off her so soon!”

I paused some moments for the information to
inculcate before I resumed my thread, “As you know, if the
authorities ban or censor anything, it becomes immediately
significant to a certain group of iconoclasts, such as the
sycophants buzzing around the author Yukio Mishima and his
ilk.”

She astutely compared the first public Butoh
dance performance with the initial ballet featuring Claude
Debussy’s L’Apres-midi d’un faune (Afternoon of a Faun) in December
1894. “The French audience misunderstood the performance
altogether. The same reaction occurred when people watched Igor
Stravinsky’s Rite of Spring ballet in May 1913. Both events upset
Parisian audiences. Some agitated spectators rioted in the theater
and vandalized private property.”

I thanked my knowledgeable companion for her
input and added, “Tatsumi Hijikata may have posed as an avant-garde
performer in Tokyo, but he actually hailed from remote rural
farmlands near Yamagata in the north. Eventually Yoshito Ohno
assimilated a number of these rustic themes from his compatriot’s
background into his own choreography. So there was mutual
cross-fertilization between the choreographers: Hijikata and
Ohno.”

My companion mentioned she had just read an
article about Butoh to prepare for the demonstration and
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