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! Kafu during his years abroad, 
probably 1907. 

[Editor's Note: An Annual Nagai Kafu Lecture is given at Kalamazoo 
College each spring during East Asia Week. The week of activities this year 
took place April 21 to 27.] 

Introductory note: In the fall of 1904, a young Japanese 
drop-out from the School of Foreign Studies in Tokyo 
came to Kalamazoo College to study French. No one 
knows why he chose Kalamazoo, but we do know 
where he came from, where he went, and a little 
about his life at the College. Sokichi Nagai was the 
son of a distinguished Tokyo ~urea~crat ~ho hop~d 
that his wayward son would fmd himself m ~~~nca. 
Nagai spent a year in the Seattle area before visitmg 
the World's Fair in St. Louis, where he must have 
seen the splendid Japanese exhibit. In Kalamazoo, he 
lived at 121 Elm Street, a house still standing by the 
railroad tracks. He joined one of the College's literary 
societies, the Century Forum Club, and participated 
in their spring musical program by playing a 
shakuhachi (Japanese flute) solo. 

Nagai evidently enjoyed his stay in Kalamazoo, 
because he returned in the winter of 1905 for several 
weeks and wrote in his diary as he left: "In tears, I 
kissed the snows of Michigan my last good-bye." 
After Kalamazoo, it was on to the East Coast, where 
he worked for a bank and had a love affair with a 
Miss Edyth Girard. His American ex.perien:es were 
the basis for a collection of short stones entitled 
Amerika Monogatari (Tales of America) w~ich were . 
published in 1908. The stones were vanousl~,set ~n 
Seattle, New York, Chicago and Kalamazoo. Sprmg 
and Fall" is one of two stories in the book which 
feature Kalamazoo College as backgro~nd. . 

Following the publication of Amertka Monogatarz, 
Nagai went on to become one of Jap~n's lead~g 
writers under the pen name of Nagai Kafu. His 
books are widely known and admired in Japan, but 
only two of them, Geisha in Rivalry a~d A St~ange ~ale 
from East of the River, have appeared m Enghsh. With 
this issue of the Quarterly, "Spring and Fall" becomes 
the first of the Amerika Monogatori to be published in 
English. The translation, appropriately enough, is the 

SPRING AND FALL 
A SHORT S1DRY BY NAGAI KAFu 
translated by Rika Hanamitsu and Conrad Hilberry 
with editorial assistance from Kyoko Toriyama 
and an introduction by David Strauss 

result of a Japanese-American collaborati.on b:tween 
Rika Hanamitsu, the 1988-89 Waseda Umversity 
Exchange Student, and Professor Conrad Hilberry of 
the English Department. 

Nagai Kafu's name, so long neglected at the 
College, is at last being recognized. Through an 
endowed lectureship named in his honor, the 
College each year brings a performer or lecturer to 
enhance the appreciation of Japanese culture. The 
timely translation of "Spring and Fall" not only 
reminds us of our long-standing connection to 
Japan, but presents an urbane outsider's view of the 
College in those years. 

-David Strauss 
Professor of History 

_,;;c - ~~ Spring and Fall 

U The college was called 
Kalamazoo, a small college 
in a small town on the 

'-> railroad that ran from 
____.- Chicago to New York, 

~:s.".v~;;.-o crossing southern Michi
gan in a straight line from west to 

east. Among the students were three 
- Japanese, two men and a woman. One of the 
men, Taro Yamada, and the woman, Kikue 
Takezato, had been sent by Christian churches in 
Japan to study in the theology depart~ent. The . 
other man, Toshiya Ohyama, had nothmg to do with 
religion; he majored in political science. 

None of them had any idea there would be other 
Japanese students at the college, coming by chance 
the same year to the same small town in the United 
States. When they met for the first time, they sta~ed 
at each other for a while without speaking. Tosluya 
thought it almost a miracle to ~ind ? girl ~f his own 
race, with dark hair and eyes, m this foreign country 
thousands of miles from Japan. Whenever he saw 
Kikue in the hallway or cafeteria, he couldn't help 
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following her with his eyes. In less than a month, the 
figure of Kikue, from head to toe, was printed on his 
mind. But instead of praising this figure, he criti
cized it. She seemed to be 19 years old, certainly not 
more than 20. Her hair was black and shiny, but her 
bangs were ragged, making her hairline uneven, 
dishevelled. Really, her only good features were her 
white skin, her high nose, and her charming, firmly 
closed lips. But what a round face! What tiny eyes! 
What thin eyebrows! She wore poor western-style 
clothing that seemed to have been made in Japan. 
Toshiya wondered how to describe her posture, 
bending forward with round shoulders as if she 
were carrying some heavy burden. How could he 
describe her fat, short arms-or her shapeless 
fingers like green caterpillars? He criticized her in 
detail, wondering why most Japanese women 
students were just like her. He thought the relation
ship between Japanese women's intelligence and 
their looks might be an important problem for 
scientists to study. He sighed deeply, remembering 
the Hongoh and Kohjimachi sections of Tokyo with 
women students passing by. He started to 
think about his past. 

Toshiya had graduated from a law 
school, which changed its name to "univer
sity" to sound more impressive, but then 
he couldn't get a job he wanted. Fortu
nately, since his family was rich, he could 
come to the United States. Now he let his 
mind wander back to Japan: being enter
tained every Saturday night by a woman in 
the bar and the upstairs room of the 
western-style gyuuniku restaurant; criticiz
ing the women entertainers who showed 
up at the yose theater; going to Yoshiwara, 
the red-light district, for the first time after 
the athletic competitions on Mukoh Island; staying 
at Machiai, a geisha entertainment place, on his way 
home from a year' s-end party, a wild farewell 
banquet his friends had given for him .... Finally, he 

. thought about his present situation. When he came 
here, the college classrooms, the students' meetings, 
people passing by, even the rural scenery at the edge 
of town, everything had been interesting to him. But 
days had passed and he had got used to them; now 
he found himself nothing but a stranger in a foreign 
country. He felt sad, unable to find anything inter
esting for a pastime. When he got tired of reading, 
all he could do was visit Yamada who was studying 
theology. When Yamada saw him, he closed the 
Bible he was always reading and said politely, "Sit 
down. How are you? English is pretty hard, isn't it?" 

"Anything interesting going on?" Toshiya asked 
casually. 

"A preacher's coming tonight." Yamada re
sponded right away, as if he were sure he had the 
best answer to his visitor's question. "You can hear 
wonderful preaching in this Christian country-
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just as we hoped. It's my chief pleasure. I've heard 
that Reverend B. from Chicago is going to preach at 
the church downtown tonight. Would you like to 
come with me? He's famous even in America, where 
there are plenty of fine preachers." 

Toshiya wasn't interested in religion. He said, 
"But I don't think I could understand it- especially 
theological preaching." 

"Yes, you could." Yamada became enthusiastic, 
leaning his long body forward over his short legs. 
"Tonight's sermon is not especially theological. He's 
going to talk about how to stop smoking and 
drinking. Everybody can understand it. All the 
students at the College will be going." 

"All the students ... Do you think Miss Takezato 
will be going?" Toshiya hadn't expected to say that. 
He didn't know how to respond to Yamada's 
enthusiasm, and the question just came out. 

"Miss Takezato ... She must be going. Of course, 
in America, women students will be going, too." 

"I think the men will invite their girlfriends to 
go with them to the service- why don't 
you invite Miss Takezato in the American 
way, escort her, take her by the arm?" 
Toshiya laughed at the thought. 

"Not me," Yamada said hesitating, 
even blushing a bit. 

Though T oshiya was joking, he 
really did feel like inviting Kikue and 
walking arm in arm with her like Ameri
cans. It seemed as though he couldn't 
help it. 

Yamada kept urging him to go. It 
doesn't matter if you listen to the preach
ing or not. You can just go the church and 
listen to the organ- it will exert a great 
influence over you spirit. Yamada ex

horted him in such a faithful, committed voice that 
Toshiya could hardly say no. 

If he was going anyway, Toshiya thought he 
ought to invite Kikue to go with him. That evening, 
when men and women students from different 
dormitories gathered in the cafeteria, Toshiya 
stopped Kikue quietly. "Are you going to church 
downtown tonight?" 

"Yes, I am." 
"Oh, are you? So am I. Let's go together. It 

wouldn't bother you, would it?" 
Kikue seemed not to know how to answer. She 

reacted just the way Toshiya had imaged she would: 
she was embarrassed and lowered her eyes. Toshiya 
said, "I hear all the students are inviting each other 
and going, so perhaps two Japanese can go together. 
When I talked with Yamada about it, he thought it 
was a very good idea. Come on, Miss Takezato, 
you're going anyway. It wouldn't bother you, would 
it?" 

Kikue thought it wouldn't bother her at all. She 
hesitated only because Japanese custom prohibited 



this kind of relationship between men and women. 
Toshiya picked her up at the dormitory at 8 o'clock 
that night. 

It took about half an hour to get to the church. 
The cool October night was silent. Kikue felt odd 
and uncomfortable, but when she looked she found 
all around her women students from the College arm 
in arm with men students. They were walking on the 
brick street, their shoes clicking. They walked in step, 
bathed in bright light from the street lamps under the 
leaves, which were turning yellow earlier than usual. 
Some of them whistled a march. Toshiya came closer 
to .Kikue, took her hand, and said, "Look, Miss 
Takezato, everybody's going together. Everybody's 
happy." 

When they entered the church, Yamada, the 
theology student, was already there, so the three of 
them sat in the back pew. While they looked around 
at the design of the high ceiling, the pipe organ 
raised up on steps, and the stained glass in every 
window, the pastor appeared in a frock coat to 
introduce the visiting preacher, a bald man 
with a white beard and glasses far down 
on his nose. The preacher began, "Ladies 
and gentlemen ... " 

Toshiya looked at a young woman 
who was sitting nearby. He analyzed her 
face, her hat, her dress, her hair, every
thing. He looked at the way she had tied a 
neat bow around her collar. During the 
long sermon, he got tired of analyzing the 
woman and his eyes found their way to 
Kikue, who was listening to the preacher 
enthusiastically. Her round face never 
changed, though Toshiya looked at it a 
thousand times. But, because of her good 
nose and firmly closed, charming lips - if 
her eyes were a little bigger and her eyebrows thicker 
-some people might permit themselves to call her 
beautiful ... After Toshiya had analyzed the peculiari
ties of her features, he took a step forward in his 
thoughts. If, by some remote chance, I were loved by 
·this woman, what attitude should I take? How 
should I behave? As Toshiya became lost imagining 
that which could never happen, the preacher sud
denly began speaking in a strident voice and slap
ping the pulpit. Surprised by the noise, Toshiya 
woke from his reverie. I am in a foreign country, he 
thought- all around, people of a different race. I 
own nothing but the clothes I am wearing. When I 
was in Japan, I criticized women who were passing 
by on the street, studied them from upstairs in my 
apartment. Now, look, I am sitting right next to a 
Japanese woman student. What a strange destiny! 
Whatever happens, I have to give myself up to this 
lucky fate, I have to accept, gratefully, this gift that 
destiny is giving me. After closing his eyes for a 
while, Toshiya looked at .Kikue's face under the 
bright light of the lamp. 

After two hours, the preaching was over. Toshiya 
took .Kikue' s hand, as he had when they were coming 
to the church, and the three of them went back 
together, Toshiya, Kikue, and Yamada, to their 
separate rooms in the dormitories. Even after he went 
to bed, Toshiya could not help imagining that the 
relationship between himself and .Kikue was getting 
interesting. His life, which lately had been lonely and 
miserable, was becoming lively and fresh. He could 
easily see himself and .Kikue, on a Sunday afternoon, 
sitting together on the grass of a pasture, touching, 
kissing - and suddenly he felt as if tomorrow were 
Sunday. He laughed aloud - hahahahaha- he 
couldn't help laughing like that. He rolled over on the 
bed and nodded to himself as though he had made 
some sort of decision. 

Toshiya made up his mind. As soon as he did, it 
occurred to him to wonder whether he could be 
successful or not. He divided the question into two 
parts: Is it entirely impossible to be successful or is it 
something that is possible but not easy. From past 

experience, Toshiya could answer no to the 
first question. But when he thought about 
the second question- how difficult it 
would be - he felt himself at a loss for an 
answer. Somehow the terms seemed too 
broad. So first of all he tried to get away 
from general theory and approach the 
question by way of actual examples. He 
remembered the process by which some
body in Japan got his way with a woman 
who was working for a western-style 
restaurant. He remembered another anec
dote about someone who had no success 
with a woman gidaihu, a traditional enter
tainer in a small theater in Japan. Someone 
else managed to get a nurse through a 

wildly improbably incident. He tried to remember 
stories from all the romantic novels he had read. Then 
he remembered a short novel translated into Japa
nese. Although he couldn't even remember the title, 
he realized it should be a great help in this case. 

In the novel, the hero attracted the girl by using a 
theory of magnetic power. He had loved her for a 
long time, but couldn't get an opportunity to ap
proach her. Then one night, unexpectedly, he 
dreamed that his love was consumated and he woke 
up in surprise. He couldn't restrain his feeling for the 
woman, so the next time she happened to pass by, he 
ran up to her impulsively and grasped her hands 
without saying anything. She obeyed his heart as if 
she had been his mistress for a long time. Toshiya felt 
deeply jealous of the hero in the novel, but then he 
wondered what kind of woman this lover might have 
been. If she was a completely different species from 
Kikue, the story might not be useful as a reference 
after all ... The night wore on before he knew it. The 
dormitory was quiet, and all he could hear was the 
wind-rustle of the trees around the football field and 
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the train whistle coming from far away. After think
ing about it a long time, he decided it was a little 
early to send Kikue a letter. First, he should get 
closer to her and make their relationship more 
intimate. When he realized that his elaborate line of 
thought had led to this extremely simple conclusion, 
he was angry with himself and kicked the blanket 
off his bed. 

********* 

Fall was almost over. When Toshiya came here 
for the first time, in the middle of summer, he no
ticed the maple trees, tall, with large green leaves 
that shaded the street outside the gate of the quiet 
campus. Now those leaves were fast turning yellow, 
bright against the cool fog of the morning and 
evening. Some fell heavily in even a little wind. 
When he looked around from the high window of 
the dormitory at what must have been an orchard on 
the hill and the hedge of a farmhouse along the road, 
he saw that the leaves from the hedge and the trees 
in the orchard were also falling. The apples left on 
the trees glittered red as coral against the sunset. The 
grass still grew thick and green in the pasture, and 
the stream flowed between its grass-covered banks. 
Beside the stream stood willows, their tiny twigs 
hanging white, without leaves. 

Toshiya invited Kikue for a walk every Saturday 
and Sunday. He chose a quiet, deserted road in order 
to appreciate the beauty of nature, he said, and savor 
the countryside. Kikue was getting used to American 
life. She saw that dating customs in America were 
entirely different from those in Japan, but she real
ized that they were sounder and more virtuous than 
she had thought. Compared to the first time, Kikue 
was not afraid of Toshiya holding her hand. 

Around the second Sunday of November, 
Toshiya as usual led Kikue to the far edge of the 
pasture where they sat on the soft grass beside a 
stream which flowed with only the slightest sound. 

This was what Americans call Indian Summer. 
The sky was completely blue and the afternoon 
sunshine bright and glittering; the wind across the 
field was gentle but a little chilly. Looking back 
toward town from the top of a hill, Toshiya could see 
windmills, oak woods turned red, and through the 
woods a farmhouse with migrating birds flocking 
together on the roof, groups of them rising into the 
sky at once. Soon they would feel winter coming and 
fly south. 

As Kikue was looking at the quiet scene, she 
heard a bell clang quite near. In the thick grass, not 
ten yards from her, a cow started to walk toward 
them, ringing the bell around its neck. 

Kikue was frightened, as a Japanese woman 
would be, and clung to Toshiya without thinking 
what she was doing. Seeing an opportunity, Toshiya 
took her hand and said calmly, "Don't worry. She 
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must be a cow from the farmhouse over there. It's 
OK. She's used to people." 

The cow looked at them with her soft, peaceful 
eyes, then turned as though she had remembered 
something, and went back the way she had come, 
the bell ringing around her neck; finally she lay 
down. 

Relieved, Kikue sighed deeply, but when she 
realized that her hand was held tightly by a man's 
hand, she was more surprised than she had been by 
the cow. She didn't have the courage to pull her 
hand away. She blushed and looked down, out of 
breath. 

Toshiya couldn't stop his heart beating either. 
What should he say? What technique might take 
him a step forward? 

He brought his mouth to Kikue's ear, which felt 
as though it was on fire, and whispered to her in 
English. Kikue couldn't say anything. She seemed 
surprised and frightened. Her face turned blue with 
fright, her whole body shook, and tears rolled down 
both cheeks. 

For all his experience, Toshiya didn't know what 
to do in this situation, but he held on to Kikue's 
hand and said in a deliberately quiet tone of voice, 
"Kikue, Kikue, what's the matter?" 

Kikue put her head down in her arms and cried 
silently, her body shaking. 

The cow must have started walking again; the 
bell rang in the grass of the quiet pasture. 

********* 

Toshiya didn't give up even though his first trial 
had not been successful. He kept looking for a 
chance to invite Kikue to the quiet field again, but 
after the last incident Kikue tried to avoid Toshiya 
whenever she saw him. 

The next Sunday was empty for Toshiya, he 
spent his time idly, fruitlessly, and the Sunday after 
that it rained. 

It was the end of November. Once it became 
cloudy and started to rain, fall was completely gone. 
The cold increased day by day, and the wind which 
shook the trees grew stronger. Soon snow would 
mix with the wind and fall like ash scattered on the 
ground. Within three months, the whole world 
would be buried in snow on top of snow on top of 
snow. 

Toshiya's hope had also been buried in the 
snow. But the fire in the heart of youth, once lit, 
could not be extinguished by the everlasting below
zero cold nor by the north wind which blew down 
from the Great Lakes. He kept sending Kikue letters, 
regularly, every day. 

When he ran out of things to write about, he 
copied a poem from the poetry book on his book
shelf and sent it to her. But there was no answer. 
Toshiya couldn't remember how many letters he 


