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And Isaac spake unto bis father, and said: My Father.
And Abrabam said: Here am I, my son.
(Genesis 22:7)

right from the origin of mankind. That Abraham, who is said to be the

father of faith, tried to kill his own child for the sake of the righteousness
of his faith, is on record in the Book of Genesis of the Old Testament, and
hence familiar to all.

THE sacrificing of one’s own child for the sake of righteousness took place

God tested Abraham, and said unto him, ‘Abraham! And Abraham
said, ‘Here am I.” God said, “T'ake your son, your only son Isaac, whom
you love, and offer him as a burnt offering upon the mountain.’ So Abra-
ham rose early in the morning, saddled his ass, placed his beloved only
son Isaac on it, and went up to the foot of the Moriah mountain which
God had indicated to him, took Isaac from the ass, laid the wood for the
burnt offering on Isaac his son, himself carried fire and knife, and then
they both of them climbed the mountain. And Isaac said unto his father
Abraham, ‘My father’, and he said, ‘Here am I, my son.” And he said,
‘Behold, the fire and the wood; but where is the lamb for the burnt
offering?” Abraham said, ‘God will Himself provide the lamb for the
burnt offering, my son.” They both of them went on together, and
finally reached the mountain top. Abraham built an altar there, arran-
ged the wood, bound his son Isaac and laid him upon the wood on the
altar. Then Abraham put forth his hand and took the knife to slay his
son. But at that moment the angel of the Lord called to him from heaven
and said, ‘Abraham, Abraham!” And he said, ‘Here am 1.’ And the angel
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said, “T'ake your hand from the child, and do nothing to him, for now I
know that you fear God, seeing you have not begrudged me even your
only son!

And so, Isaac narrowly escaped being killed by his father. Yet Abraham had
intended to slay his only beloved son without any hesitation, to show that he
was a righteous man of faith.

Whether it be the East or the West, and no matter what the object of faith may
be, the world of righteousness is a pathetic place.

I was seven or eight when I saw the movie “The Life Story of Sakura S5gord’,!
but I still remember the scene where the ghost of Sogord torments the evil gover-
nor, and another in which he parts from his children on a snowy day. S5gord at
last resolves to make a direct appeal, and sets out on the trip on a snowy day.
From the latticed window of the house, his children look out and bid him a sad
farewell. “Father!” each voice calls out tearfully. S6gord covers his face with his
bamboo hat and boards the ferry boat. The snow is falling furiously, stormily.

At age seven or eight, I'shed tears at the sight; but not out of sympathy for the
crying children. It was because I could not bear the thought of S6gord’s pain in
abandoning his children for the sake of righteousness. Thus, ever since, I have
been unable to forget Sogord. I had a premonition that in the course of my life
from then on, there would certainly be times, twice or thrice maybe, when I'would
experience the same dreadful agony as Sogord did in that scene where he parted
from his children.

In all my forty years of life, most of my premonitions of happiness have not come
true, but my premonitions of bad luck have all been right. I have enacted that
child-parting scene many times in the past few years—not twice or thrice, but
just about every other day.

Ifonly I weren’t alive, I wonder, wouldn’t at least the people nearest me finally
be able to get some peace? I shall turn 39 already this year, but it is no exaggera-
tion to say that I have wasted the earnings from all my writing up to now on my
own amusements alone. Moreover, those amusements represent, for me, a tus-
sling with liquor in a desperate attempt to forget the painsof hell and at the same
time with some horrible, gruesome witch; there isn’t the slightest pleasure in it
for me. Friends who join me in such amusements at my expense, only feel uneasy;
they don’t seem to enjoy themselves in the least. In sum, I waste all my earnings
and am unable to give some pleasure to even one human being; moreover, I am a
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wilful husband who, should the wife buy a charcoal brazier, complains about how
much it is, and that it’s a luxury, etc. This’s not good, ’'m very well aware. How-
ever, I can’t get rid of the vice. It was that way before the war. It was that way
during the war. And it’s been that way after the war, too. Ever since I was born,
I guess, I have been suffering from a truly serious sickness. Had I been placed in
some sanitorium soon after birth and ever since been receiving adequate treat-
ment, the cost would probably be only about one-tenth of my liquor and tobacco
expenses up to now. I’'m a really serious, awfully expensive case. Simply because
one such bad case was in their midst, the members of my family were all thin, and
each seemed to have his life-span shortened a little. It would be good if I died.
Simply because I want the fawning flattery of such comments as ‘A good piece of
work !’ for the trivial things I write, I shorten the lives of those in the family.
Doesn’t this make me a thorough wretch for whom loathing is too good? Die,
damn you!

Children will grow up even without parents, it is said. In my case, because they
have a parent the children do not grow up. The parent squanders even the chil-
dren’s savings.

The happiness of the fireside. Why is it impossible for me to attain it? I feel I
could hardly endure such happiness. The fireside is a dreadful thing.

At three or four in the afternoon, I interrupt my work and rise from my desk.
From a desk drawer I take out my wallet, examine its contents, put it in my
pocket, put on a double cloak and go out without a word to anyone. Outside,
children are at play. My child is one of them. My child stops playing, turns
straight toward me, looks up into my face. And Ilook down into my child’s face.
Not a word from either of us. Sometimes I take out a handkerchief and wipe my
child’s nose. Then I quickly walk away. I walk quickly toward the place where
I am about to squander in one night, as if it were waste paper, the money needed
to buy things—the children’s between-meal snacks, the children’s toys, the chil-
dren’s clothes, the children’s shoes. This is my child-parting scene. Once I go, that
is the last they see of me; sometimes I don’t return for two or three days. Father
is off somewhere, enjoying himself for the sake of righteousness. Enjoying himself
with the thought of hell. Enjoying himself with his life as the stakes. And Mother
submits to her fate, carries the younger child on her back, holds the older one by
the hand, goes out to sell books to some second-hand bookstore because Father
hasn’t left her any money.

In April this year another child is to be born. During the war most of our clothes,
which were few to begin with, were destroyed by fire, and so what with baby
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clothes and bedding and diapers for the child, we won’t be able to make both ends
meet. Mother, in a daze, fills the air with constant sighs, but Father pretends
not to notice a thing and hastens on his way out.

I just finished saying that I enjoy myself “for the sake of righteousness’. Right-
eousness? I shouldn’t say such a stupid thing. You scum, you, you’re nothing but
a bad case of profligacy, you don’t deserve to be alive. To call that righteousness!
The words of a shameless criminal, that’s what they are.

Yes, my thoughts certainly resemble the excusations of a thief. Yet, on the
white silk of my heart are written many words in fine print. What the words are,
even I can’t make out. It’s as though ten ants have crawled up from a sea of India
ink, made faint scratching sounds as they walked around over the white silk, and
drew, printed, scrawled some minute, thin, ink footprints—some kind of in-
distinct, ticklish writing. T have a feeling that if T were able to decipher that writ-
ing, I could explain to everyone even my version of ‘righteousness’. But that
would be a lot of trouble and effort.

I have no intention whatever to deceive anyone by using such a metaphor. To
explain the writing more concretely is not only difficult, it’s dangerous as well.
There is some possibility that, if T should fail, it would seem like an intolerably
conceited shout of self-admiration; there is even the danger that it descend to
disgustingly shameless, utterly brazen-faced sophistry, or some evil pagan her-
esy’s oracular utterance, or even some empty windbag’s spiel about save-the-
nation government.

I am quite confident that there’s an essential difference between the above
filthy ‘lice’ and the words like ants’ footprints graven on the white silk of my
heart. Still, I cannot give an explanation of the latter. Nor do I wish to right now.
This is a pretentious way of speaking, I admit, but it seems to me this is some-
thing which cannot be given a clear explanation as long as the time is not ripe.

At New Year time, around the 10th, with a cold wind blowing outside, the
wife said to me, “Would you stay home, just today ¥

‘Why?

‘Because there may be rice rationing today.’

‘Should I pick up the rice?

‘No.

I knew that my wife had had a cold and a bad cough for the past two or three
days. For such a semi-invalid to carry the rice ration on her back was brutal, I
thought. But standing in the ration line was an extremely bothersome business,
as far as I was concerned.
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‘Will you be all right?’ I asked.

‘Tll go, but it’s too much to take the children along, so please stay at home
and watch them. Just the rice alone is very heavy.’

Tears shone in her eyes. Without having to see those tears, even I understood
the agony involved in carrying close to half a bushel of rice with a child in her
womb, one on her back, another by the hand, and herself down with a cold.

‘Sure I'll stay. Ill stay. I’ll stay home.’

About thirty minutes later, there was a woman’s voice at the entrance of the
house: ‘Excuse me!” I went to look. It was the waitress from a certain odenya shop
in Mitaka.

‘Maeda san is waiting. . . .

‘Ah yes.

Ialready had my hand on the double cloak that hung from the wall by the door.
In an instant, without thinking up some nice white lie, without a word to my
wife in the next room, I slipped on the cloak, ransacked the desk drawer, and
since there wasn’t too much in it, thrust into my pocket three small money orders
that had just come that morning from the magazine—didn’t even take them out
of the envelope—and went out.

My older child was outside. She looked more embarrassed than I did.

‘Is Maeda . . . alone?’

I purposely ignored the child and spoke to the odenya waitress.

‘Yes, she says she wants to see you for a few minutes.’

‘Is that so?

We left the child behind us as we hurried on our way.

Maeda was a woman over forty. She’s said to have worked for a long time for
a newspaper company in Yirakuchd. But what she’s doing now I don’t know.
About two weeks ago, towards the end of the year, she came for a meal at the
odenya. At that time I had two young friends with me and was dead drunk. I
happened to talk to her, got her to join us, and shook hands with her. I was no
friendlier than that with her, but when I said: ‘Let’s have some fun now, let’s
have some fun. Let’s have lots of fun,’ she calmly replied, in an ordinary tone of
voice: ‘Only someone who hasn’t been able to have much fun gets that excited.
I think you must’ve been working too hard most of your life.’

This jolted me. ‘All right, when I see you again, I'll show you how thoroughly
I can have fun!’ I said. But in my heart I thought, ‘What a disgusting woman.’
It sounds funny coming from me of all people, but I asked myself if she wasn’t
exactly what is meant by an ‘unhealthy type’? I abhor fun that has no anguish.
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‘Study hard, play hard’—that kind of fun I could approve of, but there was no
one who could irritate me more than someone who only had fun all the time.

‘Stupid moron’, I thought. However, I too was stupid. I didn’t want to be out-
done. She could talk a good game, but this dame was nothing but the vulgar type.
Next time, I thought, I would drag her around, shake her up a bit, rip her mask off.

T’ll take you up on your word any time, so when you feel like it you come to
this shop here and send the waitress to fetch me.” As we parted I shook her hand.
I hadn’t forgotten any of this, though I was dead drunk at that time.

Writing it this way makes me out to be a pure, innocent child. But it’s also
possible it was due simply to a base, dirty eroticism resulting from drunkenness.
It may have been merely a gruesome picture of ‘Birds of a feather flocking to-
gether’.

I had hastened out to join that unhealthy she-devil.

‘Happy New Year, Happy New Year!’ I said to Maeda, as I tried to hide my
embarrassment.

The other day she had been in Western dress, but this time she had on a
kimono. She was sitting on a chair in the service area and smoking a cigarette. A
tall, thin person, her face was long and narrow, pallid in color ; she seemed to have
on neither face powder nor lipstick; her thin lips had a white, dried-up look. She
wore fairly thick, strong glasses, and deep, long wrinkles were etched between
her brows. In sum, she cut the kind of figure I was most repelled by. To my drun-
ken eyes of a few nights before she looked a little better than that; as I looked her
square in the face now with sober eyes, the sight of her disgusted me—hardened
as I was.

All T did was gulp down servings of sake and directed my conversation mostly
at the mistress of the odenya shop and the waitress. Maeda said barely a word, and
didn’t drink much either.

“You’re awfully quiet today, aren’t you? I ventured; I wasn’t feeling very
happy when I said it. But Maeda only forced a smile without lifting her head.

‘We had an agreement to really have fun, didn’t we?’ I said once more. “Take
something to drink. You had quite a bit the other night.’

‘I can’t drink during the daytime.’

‘Daytime, nighttime, it’s all the same. Aren’t you the champion fun-haver?

‘I don’t consider drinking fun,” she said saucily. I felt even more disappointed,
and said, “Then what do you want? A kiss?’ Lusty witch! Here I’ve enacted my
child-parting scerie in order to join you for some fun.

‘I must return,” she said as she pulled toward her the purse on top the table.
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‘Excuse me. I didn’t send for you with that in mind.” She broke into tears. Her
face looked unsightly then; so unsightly it was piteous.

Tm sorry. Let’s go together.’

She gave a weak nod, stood up, then blew her nose.

When we stepped outside, I apologized: ‘T’m a boor. I don’t even know how to
enjoy myself. But if drinking is out, I don’t know what. . . .> Why couldn’t I take
leave of her then and there?

When we had gone out, she suddenly became high-spirited. ‘I was embarrassed.
I have known the odenya people for a long time. When I asked the madam to call
you today, she gave me this queer, unpleasant look. I felt awful . . . and here P'm
no longer a woman or anything. How about yourself? You still a man?’

Her talk became more and more offensive. But even then I couldn’t say my
goodbyes.

‘Let’s have some fun. Don’t you have any good ideas?’ I said, kicking some
pebbles on the ground. My words ran completely counter to my feelings.

‘How about coming to my apartment? That’s what I had in mind in the first
place. There are a lot of interesting friends living in my apartment house.’

I was dejected. I didn’t feel up to it.

‘If we go to your apartment, will there be any really terrific fun?

She giggled. ‘None at all. Writers are surprisingly realistic, aren’t they ¢

‘Well. . . .’ I started to say something, but shut my mouth.

There she was! There was my semi-invalid wife, wearing a white-gauze mask
and carrying the little boy on her back, standing in the rice-ration line while the
cold wind blew around her. She pretended not to have noticed me, but the older
child beside her saw me. The girl, like her mother, was wearing a little, white-
gauze face mask. She looked as if she were about to run up to her father, who in
midday was drunk and walking with a funny-looking woman. Father was so
scared he felt his breath stop. But Mother very nonchalantly covered over the
girl’s face with the sleeve of Mother’s quilt kimono coat.

Tsn’t that your daughter?’

“This is no time for jokes.” I tried to smile, but my mouth only bent a little
crooked.

‘But she looks like. . . .

‘Don’t tease me now.” We passed by the front of the distribution station. I
said, “Your apartment far from here?

‘No, we’re almost there. You’ll come in, won’t you? My friends will be de-

lighted.
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Ididn’t leave my wife any money. I wondered if she had enough. Greasy sweat
poured down my skin.

‘Let’s go. You suppose there might be a shop somewhere along the way where
we can buy some whiskey ? I asked.

‘If sake’s all right, I have some.’

‘How much?’

‘My, aren’t you the realist!’

There were two women in Maeda’s room in the apartment house. They were
just visiting. Both were long past thirty, both rather odd characters. Nothing
sexy about them; on the contrary, fear of sexiness seemed to make them a bit
deranged. They spoke to me more gruffly than men, and held between them-
selves a discussion which was entirely senseless: it was impossible to tell whether
it was about philosophy, or literature, or aesthetics, or what. ‘m in hell, P’m in
hell,’ T kept thinking to myself as I gave noncommittal answers, drank sake,
pecked away at the sukiyaki, ate zoni, crawled into the kotatsu, slept—but made
no move to return home.

Righteousness. What is righteousness? I can’t explain it. But Abraham tried
to kill his only son, Sogord enacted a farewell scene with his children, and I have
to stubbornly mire myselfin hell. That righteousness, that righteousness . . . it’s
something like a man’s unbearable, pathetic weakness.



