id, "He’s a handsome child, and he seems
she said, “I have a daughter, she's grow
baby, lots of dark hair and big brown
0. She used to love to throw

was such wonder in he

But the littte boy
seat and was banging again
held his amm to stop him

Y he had climbed from his
with a toy cat. His mother
wail. The young woman

with the pigeons.
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Swallowtails

[ SHIINA MAKOTO

With sometimes painful honesty, a father reveals the mistakes he
makes—and the joys he experiences—trying to help his young son
ZToW up.

ey, Dad, am I bald?" Takashi suddeniy\asked me one day when
H we were in the bath, with a serious look on his face.

“No, Takashi, you're not bald,” 1 said. 1 wanted to laugh, but
; the expression on his face was so serious that I felt a bit unnerved.
b "Oh. But Yuji and those guys keep calling me a bald-headed monk.”
“Well, it's true your head is shaved, but you're not bald. Bald means
you don't have any hair on your head.”
; “Oh, really?" Takashi thought about this. “Then I guess it was OK,"
& he said, evidently satisfied about something.

My son had always had his head shaved. At first 1 used to take
him with me to a barbershop whenever his hair grew long, but it got
g to be a pain and I thought it was silly to. spend ¥1,600 to cut a head
of hair as small as that. So I bought an electric hair-clipper and did
the job myself. I'd take him into the bath, strip him, and shave his head.
In the beginning 1 didn't know how hard to press or how fast to move,

and Takashi would scream a lot. Afer three years, though, it got to

i the point where just shaving Takashi's head wasn't quite enough for
B me. So I'd shave two or three other kids' heads as well,

“What was OK?" | asked, feeling a little nervous about Takashi's
sudden calmness.
13 "Well, Yuji kept calling me a bald-headed monk, so today 1 hit him."
%" Takashi looked straight at me without a smile and then began cleaning
:. - the back of his neck with a soapy towel. I'd already heard that, apparently,
smy-son was the only one in his class with a shaved head.
“You hit him?” =il
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II'Yep.ll
“What happened then?"
“Yuji started crying."
Qre you and Yuji in the same class?”
L1} 0."
“What class, then?”
::-Ie‘s a third-grader. Yuji Yoshino, third grade, first class.”
see.”
1looked at Takashi's round, clean-shaven head, which was still abo
) ] ut
another two weeks from its next shave, and said nothing, Then 1 suddenly
recalled the report card he brought home at the end of first grade. His
%?desh \Evarle as Igﬁd as Idtglc;ught they would be, but I wasn't prepared
r what the teacher said about his behavior. Under the “Getti
with Others" section was written this: i Tt Ale
“For some reason, Takashi seems aggressive. When 1 asked his class-
tr:mtz if they had ever been hit by him, two thirds of them raised mcﬁr
an .I|
My wife turned slightly pale and fell silent when she saw this. We'd
never dreamed sqmethl.ng like this was happening; it was hard to believe.
~ "Maybe we just didn't raise him right,” she said later, whispering
in thc;J dall’kdof a sgunélkg mghﬂl:“:1 so cold that it was spring in name only:
0, 1 don't think it's that," 1 said, as cheerful “1 thi
what we did was fine." ceruly as T could " hink
The worried way in which she spoke sounded like the wa
eopl
talk il;out how badly poor parents raise their children. PR
out a year before Takashi was to enter school, my wife and |
talked it over and decided that we weren't going to send him to preschocl.
_ I_{odalra, an out-of-the-way town on the Musashino Plain where [
live, is a classic 'T‘qkyo bedroom community. There seem to be a lot of
household:s here with very pointed ideas on education, about which they
are excessively clmomus. 1tis, in fact, the perfect nesting place for moth-
ers with an obsessive concern about the education of their chiidren. These
are tht? motherg who in all seriousness ask kindergarten teachers such
ilclcclz:tr;g :]iuf:st:icmg.l as what they should have their children learn, absorb
n nd, and otherwise master before entering school, implori e
teachers to advise them on the matter. " schoch Implorng the
For better or worse, my son went to a noisy city-run nurse
: \ - school
locked ina battle over wages that left the staff with little time rtg attend
to the children. From an odd sense of destiny engendered by this en-

vironment, we never gave Takashi the kind of bi i
R izarre schooling most
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Takashi, for his part, thoroughly enjoyed himself at this nursery. He
was happy to spend the entire day running wild with his friends, re-
turning home at night to wrestle and box with his boring fathec.

Shortly after Takashi entered school, however, it became clear to us

“ that children these days are thoroughly schooled in a variety of subjects
at home, even before they enter school. Everyone in Takashi's class could
easily read, and many could also write. Of the. thirty-four pupils in my
son's class, he alone could neither read or write.

One day, two or three months after he started school, 1 asked Takashi
if he liked it. He did; his eyes sparkled with excitement He thought
the nursery school on the whole had been more fun because he didn't
have to study, but characteristically he allowed that school was better
because he could play soccer.

The second semester started while my wife and 1 were still trying
to figure out what we could or should do about the first-semester reports
of our son's lawless behaviour. For Takashi, as always, the best part
about going to school was being able to play with his friends. But with
the start of the second semester many of his friends started practising
the piano or taking English conversation classes, and there were fewer
and fewer opportunities for him to play every day with a dozen or more
friends until dusk and exhaustion set in.

Sadly, too, the parks and open spaces in which children could play
seemed to have suddenly disappeared.

The first school prohibited use of the playground after 3:40 in the -
afternoon, when the gates were closed and the children sent straight
home. Students couldn't use the grounds on Sundays because they were
taken over by city baseball teams and soccer clubs. The reason for this
was that, supposedly, the school didn't want to be held responsible for
injuries incurred by students using the playground.

Croquet became the craze with old people at about this time, and
what little open space existed inside the city was, by city decree, quickly
turned into croquet grounds. The grounds were surrounded by barbed-
wite fences—to keep the children from ruining the grounds when they
weren't in use.

That day Takashi, who was lying on his bed, called me. Ever Since
he could talk, he's addressed his parents without using the -sar suffix—
otou instead of otousan, for example. 1 asked him why he never did
so. He said we weren't important enough for the -san. That time, too,
he wore an unexpectedly serious expression on his face.

“Otou” he said again, “today 1 went to that park over there—Atchan-
vama Koen—and itd been turned into another croquet ground.
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The only place left where we can play baseball is Central Park, but the
adults there get angry at us right away, and nobody wants to play there
anymaore.”

“That park has gotten to be really terrible,” I said.

Central Park used to be a large testing site full of big ginkgo trees
and mulberry fields. At first the city got rid of the mulberry trees and
turned the area into a large grass field, which was very nice. On Sundays
I would take Takashi, who was still in nursery school, to that park, It
was big enough to have four grass baseball fields, and even on Sundays
teams would be engaged in fierce struggles from early in the morning.
Children would play baseball and soccer in the small spaces around the
fields. To the people in the neighborhood, the park was a good place
to bring their dogs to play, and quite a few adults would gather to watch
the baseball games.

But the park was suddenly closed just before the beginning of sum-
mer vacation, when schoolchildren would be out playing'in this park
in earnest. Legions of bulldozers and dumptrucks came in their place,
constructing a city park. Construction went on for a year and a half
after that. The grass fields were dug up, the sides of the fields were
surrounded with concrete walls and the bleachers replaced, so that the
place looked like a magnificent racetrack replete with grandstands. The
small spaces off to the sides were replaced with brick-enclosed Flower
beds (“no admittance”), tennis courts, croquet grounds, and exercise
grounds.

The city had spent some four billion yen on the park up to that
point. It was planning to spend an additional six billion to turn the site
into a major city park.

1 went with Takashi one day to see a part of the new park that
had been opened. At the entrance was a huge sign, almost as if the
city fathers had erected it as a warning to the residents. NO CATS OR
DOGS ALLOWED, it read, in big red and black letters,

“What does it say?" Takashi asked me,

"It says that dogs and cats are not allowed in this park."

“Oh.” he said. He seemed to be thinking about something,

“But that's strange,” he said, after a while.

..Why?n

“Because dogs and cats can't read!"

But of course! I thought. Most of the time dogs are taken for walks
on a leash, so the owners, at least, will see this sign. Cats, however,

usually come and go as they please. “You're right,” 1 said with a laugh.
“Cats can’t read.”
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“What a stupid sign,” said Takashi. He had recently leam_ed hpw
to write and not just print, and he laughed pleasantly, pleased with hzm-_
self for being at least a little smarter than a ca!:.

still, the city's usual display of abrupt dlscour_tesy and a penchant
for prohibiting admittance to anything and everything—as gwde_nced by
this No Pets sign—struck me as ridiculous; at the same time, it made

e boil with anger.
" The blcachfrs had been turned into something like an all-purpose
playing field. On the other side of the grass was @ 300-meer tr?ick.
at one end of which was something extraordinary—a ghot—put circle
like the ones usually found on practice fields at schools built long ago.

“Hey, Takashi, this is where they have the shot-put competitions.

He didn't seem very interested in it. On the other side of the pgrk.

a helicopter hovered over the forest of ginkgo trees where a gy.mnasmrg
was going to be built. As1was walking past the shot-'put circle, it dawne
on me that, although this was supposed to be a city park, a pz_u:k for
all the people of the city, its planners appeared to have done thei le\{el
best to ignore the wishes and needs of those people—pf us. l‘felt dis-

+ gusted. After all, how many shot-putters could there be in this city, any-

. way? Instead of taking all that space to accorr}mpdate at most one or
maybe two competitions a year between a very limited number of people,
wouldn't it have been better to make some space for children and pets
to play and run around in at will? As 1-thought about these things
while we walked, the thought of living in this town began to depress
me.

ing vacation ended, and Takashi started the second gradg. 1 realized
tslfélllnfhat. in the end, I had never actually asked Takashi himself why
he hit his classmates all during the time he was in first gradg. [ gxcused
myself by saying that he'd done well enough in a year, considering that
he was the only one in a class of thirtyjfour children who had bqen
illiterate to begin with, that boys have their own problems to deal with

ing up, and so on. .

Whegvgelgwilllnfhepsecond grade, for Takashi the best thjng about going
to school continued to be the chance to play with his friends. Every
day, he and his friends seemed to find some new place'to play aqd
to do something different. At night, when 1 gave hqu h1§ bath, he'd
talk about what he'd done that day. It was at about this time that the
name Takayama, a classmate of Takashi's of whom !‘d not heard pre-
viously, began to crop up frequently. From what Takashi told me, I learned
that Takayama had transferred into the second grade from another
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school; he and Takashi were in the same class. Takashi had mentioned
Takayama when he told me about having hit Yuj,

“Takayama-kun knows a lot about fishing," Takashi said, as happy
as if he had been talking about himself and with a funny kind of pride.
“He has a brother in the fifth grade, and he says that his father takes
them fishing a Iot. There are a lot of really big fishing poles at his home."
That's when he started going over to Takayama's house to play.

Takayama seemed to be a very generous boy. Every time Takashi
came home from the Takayamas', he'd have some barbless fishhooks,
or fishing line, or some outrageously big floats, or plastic models.

“You're always receiving a lot of different things from Takayama,
but are you giving him anything in return?” 1 asked Takashi one day
as we were walking through the woods near Central Park.

"Yeah, I gave him a metal erector set once," Takashi said. "But
Takayama-kun seems to like giving me things more.”

The park itself was closed off with ugly steel fencing of the kind
used for construction sites, and the woods had been reduced to about
half its former size. But the citron tree that Takashi and 1 were looking
for that day was still there, covered with a thin layer of dust but otherwise
standing aloof somewhat comically, as if at a loss for something to do.

“It's here! It's still here!” Takashi shouted as he swiftly circled its
trunk. Bunches of caterpillars crawled about all but unseen on the
undersides of the dark green leaves and between the stems, clustering
there like lumps of salt and pepper scattered about. '

We put about two dozen caterpillars in a paper bag, together with
a bunch of citron leaves for food. Raising larvae and watching them
change into butterflies was a big thing with kids just then.

“Is Takayama raising any butterflies?" I asked.

“No. He and his brother keep tropical fish. He's got a big aquarium
full of them. He says his father buys them in foreign countries.”

As we walked, 1 placed the bag close to Takashi's ear.

“I can hear them!" he cried. *1 can hear them eating the leaves!"

1 met Takayama for the first time the following Saturday, He had
a sort of toy pistol in his right hand and a fishing rod—with reel and
lure—in his left. He was only about half as big as Takashi and wore
shorts with an apple design on them, which I thought was a little too
young for a boy in the second grade. In complete contrast to Takashi,
he wore his hair straight down in a bowl cut, which made him look
like a little girl. The two of them standing together made an odd sight.

“You must be Takayama-kun,” I said, sticking my head out from
the living room. “Come inside."
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“Excuse me,” he said politely, in a high, slightly reedy voice. He, took
off his shoes. ' i
“Did you make that pistol yourself?" 1 asked.
“Yes, 1 did,” he answered. _
1 wanted to ask him to show me the gun so 1 could see how it

_ was made, but he acted so adult for a second-grader that 1 decided against

it. 1 found it hard to talk with him freely. If he had said “Yeah" or “Yeah,
ya wanna see it?" things would have gone differently. ‘

wTakashi's always getting some present from Yoo, so T'll make you
some yakisoba to eat later, OK?" 1 said. The boy had such an adult manner
of answering me that I couldn't help talking to ‘mm in the same way.

wThank you,” he said, in his high-pitched voice. He followed .'.Iakasm
upstairs. 1 couldn't help wondering if all second-graders said “Excuse
me" when they went inside somebody else’s horme. Then I thought about

Bos own son, my.irreverent little Takashi, and 1 became very WorTie
* {nymade a mental note to ask him about this after Takayama left, but

that day I was distracted by other things and forgot about it.

“The incident” occurred about a month after the start of school, with
a phone call from the school. _

“'m sorry to inconvenience you, but could you come over right
away?" 1t was Yamagishi, the teacher. His voice was lpw and muffled,
as if he had been talking through his hand into the receiver.

1 relayed the message to my wife, who had gone to work early thzit
day and had only just come home, also early. She became tense. “1
wonder what it could be?"
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“If it were an inju
1y, the teach i
urgej\llcjzy, 50 I don't think jt's someﬂﬁnzrli}v:co ﬂgt{]’?‘;izmken i more
Out an hour later my wife came back with 'Ihi(ashj. She looied

thoroughly exhausted, and the base of her nose was ted. She waited ;

for Thql;lashl to dgo to his room upstairs,
ey said Takashi is friend’ "
e stole his friend's money" She spoke rapidly, in
“What?" i said incredulous, Tho
. . - Though I'd been worried. 1
tsr?g(eﬁhfng no worse than Takashi's fighting with soomrggd' o ﬁxp_CCted
he d played exposed. et

1o steal, and she gave me a real i !
ot o ly threatening look(
“Neither can 1, just suddenly bei i
we'd really have to agk 'Ihka:hi ﬁbnﬁlsgﬁ G g
“What_ did the teacher say?" aske(i.
I?fesall’dl we should all investigate the matter"
n felt exa ! :
i Sperated at how quickly 1 began to feel deeply unhappy
monel xv?ndg; how'l\./irs. Takayama can be so sure Takashi stole th
Y. | said, realizing that it was this point that mad )
uncomfortable. e me feel o
“She says that's wh
him a3 at Takayama-kun told her whep she questioned
7" Takayama's bowl-cut head
; appeared briefly | i
disappeared. The sum stolen was ¥500, a ﬁ@hynerivlagg[enuﬁt atllllg btg;rsl

brother had beep planning to put in the bank. Money wasn't the only
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‘true. remained vaguely in my mind like a monotonous soliloguy.

i That night, in the bath, 1 suddenly asked: “Listen, Takashi, have you
I ever taken anything like fishhooks or money from the Takayamas' with-

th out asking anybody’s permission?"

"Yep," he said with alacrity, making a big bubbie out of his washcloth.

; - 1felt my stomach sink.

i3 “Without asking permission?” I said quickly:

i< “But 1 wasn't the one who took it. Takayama-kun just brings the
& stuff to me. He says it's all right. Then he gives it all to me."

o “Money too?”

“Yep. Last time he brought five hundred and thirty yen."

“What did you do with it?"

& “Four of us—Kei-chan, Imai's
sy hit the gacha-gacha at Medakaya.”
i "You spent the whole five hundred and thirty on that?"

- “Yep. We had about three turns apiece. Imai's brother got mad when
4-¢ he got the same thing three times in a row, and he shook the machine,
* and a guy from the store came over and hollered at him. I'm pretty
.- good at it, so 1 got what 1 wanted all three times."

_ Takashi was completely casual about it. This gacha-gacha is a kind
ii. ~ of vending machine filled with toys in plastic containers that you can
gt get by depositing twenty or thirty yen. The catch is that you don't always
get the toy you want.

"That money and fishing tackle don't belong to Takayama, Takashi.
They belong to his brother. So from now on don't take them, even if
he gives them to you." This time 1 spoke a little severely.

“Why?" he asked.

“Because it's wong. Especially money—you shouldn't take money
from friends."

"OK.1won't," he said right away.

“Have you ever had a fight with Takayama?”

“No, never."

“Did you ever hit him?"

"Nope. Why should 1? He is my friend.”

“l guess so. Are you the strongest in your class, Takashi?"

older brother, me and Takayama—
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"Yep."

“Strongest in your grade?”

“Yeah, either me or Kyoichi in the second class. Kyoichi's pretty
strong, too.” He answered in an almost matter-of-fact tone. I hadn't taught
him anything in the way of studies, I thought. Instead, I'd wrestled with
him and boxed and played at karate with him, and nothing else. Now,
he's training himself in these areas all by himself This realization gave

me a strange feeling.

My wife told me to meet with Takashi's teacher, so three days later 1
went to see him at his home, 1 thought I'd get the details of the various
troubles my son's behavior was probably causing on a daily basis, and
make some sort of general apology, '

“Well, he's still just a child. Almost everybody does something like
this once or twice in his life, as a kind of test,” Yamagishi said, with
all the calm confidence of a veteran teacher of fifty years or more.

I didn't cleardy understand what exactly was supposed to be a test
of what. As we talked, however, I realized that this Yamagishi had con-
cluded that, as far as "the incident” was concerned, Takashi was
thoroughly guilty of theft. What s going on here? 1 wondered,
amazed, as 1 listened to Yamagishi speak like a Sunday pastor delivering
a 5ermon to a wayward disciple. I thought that this guy was really some-
thing else.

1 felt as if my talk with Takashi in the bath three days earlier had
confirmed my suspicions. As Takashi's father I couldn't say so, but 1
had thought all along that Takayama, that delicate-looking transfer-
student with the bowl cut, had been currying favor with his new class-
mates by getting the strongest kid in the class into trouble,

The more I thought about what Takayama's mother had said—that
my lackadaisical son had sneaked into her elder son's room like a pro-
fessional thief and stolen a brand-new %500 note out of a desk drawer—
the more absurd, even unreal, I found the scenario she'd described. Why
would a boy who doesn't even use his monthly allowance of %150 but

just leaves the coins scattered around on his desk 8o into someone else’s
home to steal money? The thought made me quake with anger inside.

"Well, as long as all the parents involved see to it that this sort
of thing doesn't happen again, 1 see no need to pursue the matter any
further,” Yamagishi said, with an air of importance. His eyes gleamed

behind his glasses, He finally lit the cigarette he'd been toying with
for so long.
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i idn’ i ife to change clothes
s that night, 1 didn't even wait for my w. . _
B alterL canlouraliingaIirc'rr%h work before telling her about my conversation with
J h:.:.'-. . i . . " .
Yamq%'l:ttl;rﬁble. making Takashi out to be a thief fike that” 1 said to
ik indescribably empty inside. . |
i ;sfe‘;ll?vigsscmhf ag;y 1 went into the bath before dinner, talking
; ing in particular. _ ) .
aboﬁmg:?gchegked the box today, 1 found elghteeq pupae, 23 ?rmgn
pouring hot water over his shoulders and slowly shaking hlS head fro

= . side to side. “Three more are still larvae, so 1 guess they died.

2 uick!”

3 "‘Ofélz;?hm'[;;\t‘vsa?)gcause 1 gave them a lot of food every day. T}?:nogss
e that ate a lot turned into pupae first. Kor'natsu_alm'n and Maabil an > e)sz
s theirs have turned into pupae, too, but I think mine'li turn into

24 ‘before anyone else’s.”

i i ul SBB."

: i hairstreak pupae,
“Then Takayama-kun wanted to give me some hair ; :
O but I'I?o?d them 1 didn't want them. 'I'hp)fre not worth it." At this he
L2 wrinkled his nose in a gesture so adult T just had to laugh.
; “So they're not worth it?" 1 asked.
“Yeah, they're so small.” _ ) )
E;actly orﬁ week later all the pupae in Takashi's box metamorph:
s into swallowtails. . _ o
osed“:né]gd it. Dad!” Takashi came tumbling down the stairs waving his
i in a circle. He seemed truly happy: .
i nght&agnh(:; lgo%vcﬁere are thirteen of them,” he said. “At this rate they
©omi into butterflies.” _
nugi;tv?tl’.lnﬂgslrt;irs to my son's room to find a commotion of black a}nd
 yellow blurs that filled the interior of a small box on the desk.if'{‘he tm;;
- little box trembled and shook from side to side, and looked as if it migh
i flight at any moment. L o
lmeﬁfmﬁmﬁng l?clg fast they turned into swallowtails, 'I‘akas. hllsa:;‘(i
taking the box in his hands. He stood there, clearly but happily perplex
hat to do next. _ ‘ _
g aboﬁlreighteen swallowtail pupae changed into butterflies overnight.
" The little box soon proved too small for them; the()i/ barib;b lcl)?x(tl rr\%%r:
their wings and move around. The next day a .
to'[tikassp[ﬁ?gtood on thegf:eranda of his room ox;v;hac;.l secor}d ﬂgo:) ?yncggﬁgeng
, At first, the newly metamorphosed owtails sim
' Eoleﬂnilt :goulfzsitr’l vain inside the box, unable to find the entrance. Suddenly,

Ak

:' ‘-‘-(
i

Ll

33



opening, stayed there 3 moment
sunlight of an early summer day:

"Fly! Fly away!" Takashj sh

: ' outed, pullj ; ,

the Eél; \?:r a}:le held the box on the far Sid!f of tﬂg rtztili‘iilf; allowtalls out into
) more swallowtaij g

with the shaved head. beati ils appeared on the other side of the boy

into the midday summer sunl.lg theit wings Ceaselessly as they flew off

Transiated by Joseph Farrar

-chan: a sullix added to a girl's name to show affection
-kun: a suffix added 0 a boy's name 1o show affection
-5an. a suffix added 1o Someone’s name lo show reg
yakisoba: a Chinese-style noodle dish e
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A Caribbean i ecites allthe advice her mother e her—but

She rgamivorisier whether or not to_follow it.

hite clothes on Mon
gsh the color clotheg on

4

on

: ine to dry; donit walk barehegg oL sur,
ook pumpki very hot sweet oil; soak bths right
after you take ben byying cotton 4 Purself a nice
blouse, be sure thaty gave gum on i Pt way it won't

calt fis

A (]

pefore you cook it;
always eat your food
It's stomach; on Sundays
Pou are so bent on becoming;
gt speak to wharf-rat boys,
treet—flies will follow
od never in Sunday
gake a buttonhole
) 2 dress when
pm looking
ou iron

how

« hold up well after a
is it true that you sing be
g in such a way that it won'y
a7, try to walk like a lady and
5+ don't sing benna in Sundg
not even to give directigng
yow, but { don't sing/4
< school, this is how
. for the button yg
- you see the
" like the sl
your f3
you
this

SHgleiegy

puttog; this N
sewed or this is
Pdown and so'tp preventy
Pou are so bent on becoming;
! shirt so that it doesn'bhave a cres
ather's khaki pants so that\they don't I8
Pu grow okra—far from the house, hgcause okra 8
hen you are growing dasheen, make\sure it gets pINgg®
water’ or else it makes your throat itch when you are eating it; this
is how you sweep a corner; this is how you sweep a whole house; this
is how you sweep a yard; this is how you smile to someone you don't
like very much; this is how you smile to someone you don't like at all
this is how you smile to someone you like completely; this is how you
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