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1. Source Text DFEE

Ambrose Bierce? 3. The Devil's Dictionary
DHFT, ZNVNERECEF THO 25 [EMF
N ZRDEDITEEL TS,

Novel, n. A short story padded. A species of
composition bearing the same relation to literature
that the panorama bears to art. As it is too long
to be read at a sitting the impressions made by its
successive parts are successively effaced, as in
the panorama. Unity, totality of effect, is
impossible; for besides the few pages last read
all that is carried in mind is the mere plot of what

has gone before.

Iy hEFEDTRKE RENTAER, . =
DEFE MsarcasmPredicule & 13&E W IFE EED
irony (BRR)*TH 3 ETHIE. FRITFREANT

* Dissimulation, pretence; esp. in reference to the dis-
simulation of ignorance practised by Socrates as a means of
confuting an adversary (Socratic irony). —OED
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CIT. BEOBROEREIERIEDETD
5o fER. MERTFE hb>%) ([BnH
k57 AN, 198047 ) WWEROBAEEED
TENWFES S, G#% RN X2 RKIEHE OO
HICMc LTE VS WX IRA LD KE—AH
BT LM EAUCR BB WAICOAR D EL
T, 5&E TRBEFTVLITNE, FE2IZIAROE
DOEDX ] LEEOIMEES ZEANEDELD
. MRS E——F LB OB QRITED
HDE LTHAREERT, £o< D&, REBE
RTH D EEFTTE LTS, BRSO RKR
WEWVWEL BH-S THROBTIREHR /2o TN
3, CHhhbS T, ERMSHREERE TS
ErAam FETETIEDOT. BAKITEVAXYE
LT OH B TWS, JZIiE, BRI
WS AS ok aNHB., SOy bz, F)
22 BFFBOOLBITOE ELDREZHANWT,
FhPE G THERONBEZRD TN S, TNETIZ
EREEE LTS, KT SIORRER VN
. —FEOERE LTRD LT 2B PN aE
kP B, TOBEKRTIE. RN, BERMSHEEN
HSHREBIZEEHBDIELEEZ D,

FEEZEDHBEHETIB AL ENBREDOE
BTH 5T MEED MbS%) id. Bl
XLXBHOLEENIICK T, HBiF O RER
DOBEER{ELTINEDBDTH S,

2. BRROZEAY

2.1. [hb>%] ORIFNHITTRLEEA
EEZORBRFRITERS TEENMHN
(1991) 9 o T, SEFEABSETLH ST
BNEEINEINENSIBEDZ EZ2E>TVD,
EbhhEdick-> Tk, EEZTOHOIEIKELZR
Bizh 0Ny, E5IKEFCTVRIET
H5213, SEAFICYHRIHZOTRARL, £
AZOHERONNAIIC K> TEOIENEIN S,
FNFUEEVWAAEERZZZL, AAREENVDE
EERBEICLUTHRELTHEEHRIT. ZOERD
hTH XN EDE T, SEADOEEDO LTS
KEEZRLTWS, BLE-SENEL HPNCE
BAE<ELTHRTWSD, BEERLLTHRDZ
ETIE BB, EEE DD EELHERA N,
SENFIIOVNTNVNSE, VWS ETHD, KR
WZEEDT LA, KOAFESLWVWAEE
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A&#EER> TESTREDLNT, REXSEL
BLTIRELLTVWSENEDTH S,

ZOERT. R, TRE) OXSIThET
REHOEBICE OO, EEMNEDEX D50
FE, BEREFCE. HFECRRARL. £ 5A5
P EEER LTS, DED. T ZIXHBHEHE
BOEECBROMEICEE NS &, FTFRZ
HERAENZWERD XS ERS TV, TN
iz, AEBROE WE U & DB F AR
Lo <D EEDRAEN, BRLTEAWE, £
IZEEZ MBR TR L TN S, ENAHE
ENME ICED SUETH 0. M EBFHHESTD
CELETEES TOHD, Lizdo T, BRE
WEEHIETICHRZE - TL 2RKO I
source text (H##E ST, cf. source language: SL)
ZHBI DEBMK %, target text (FEFETT, cf. TL)
R XEBETOHRTHS, TREND TR
T, XSICEEROIZ. ERMOFDOFHIAEHE
RIZERTLEHIC, TLORNS MR RBELZK
HDHBETOEERE LFTHEIENVWT ZRBN L
FNEBRLBETIEENTH S,

5 O EIE SRR IR b T WS BE Ot
MERODDED ZHBIBITEETHD. 20O
HEO%, BT HDREED, WEEEZ
BOBEZNBOIEARTNER 520, X
2. FORBEERICAN SN TNS HEME DY
RNhpd, NERBIZ/NEBR VIR L EHFERE
=9, LHL., RAOHEAETRSTIEARSWN,
(R OA BN, HBICHEY) #Roa; (D
EHWE] TEHORMTHERBNTVWS ] kL,
BRI, BT TE)VZIVORF] O XT3
] DBELIHETWRHEONGEL T, BEH5
<BBFIA0ERBEDZDTHAD . TORNAER
DObHERHNEDRBANEEEZ TS, £ORR
BRI EWICRATRT ZenTENIE £,
R AMEOBRIIDIZTTH S,

= OEMIZ. TRBOLHEIC IO FKE)
EES. ABDBOMPEORNTH B, 720
FIFOBMICELTERD., ThEEBRTNWS
OTHIUL, BEIEZR T SHEEARRRRICRD 0
BTN, AMOBMEBRENN TS5
—BARNBRE L ARMEOMRE I ITAD
THEERNVIEDIE—EBMEL T, H
FNIEFIRVWERZRA VWS Z ENTENR
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MAER)BRWAH - TH ., FZ 3 ETIE SAN
BFoboTHs,

IOLT. REZDO LD EDOBR Lo #S %
BFTHDE, ZOEMCETEERD. XEOBE
LHT FRADEERDIID—BOHSTH S,
THIRBREE S DBREBORIC, RENIC,
BRRLEEE L TEROYERICEZ D212k
HNEZE 2O, bLLIiE, FhEFRHD.
FENICHREEBEOREHLAEZE B 25
MEEICIDEELEDDIZIRZ DM, 2hipk
DEHERMEEBRTD I EMEROK DI Z
DTHB., T, SEBRECE T, EEED
FoTWAMBED XA DEEIL. BREOHRE
DHDIZHLTRINIBZNEND, kx/HE
TOH D, PHAXRRIZZOHEE %2 STEOBE)
EVWDSHENSTRBLTNS,

IXEORE) 2 LI, AETHENS TR EE)
EHREEBLABVWERICIZEDN S, LT, X
BOBE | IZRB U BRI =N EBBIERTH 5.
BLWHFERZZ B FHBERTHD ABRNEESDOT
B35, /RS, T, XEOBERLIZ, EFR
RENENOXL DEKRLEHICEND 220, X
B ICBWT, BEF)ZF T ¢, Al & B,
PHELANERE BROMTORL Sho &, £He
RES, JHAI & HIM NRO IR TTRENE & 039D THE S
DTHB. IS OMERIHRTEHDTHS, L
MU, EORARSLTIE, 1= & B S e,
Al EMBR LTI, #HRT b EbERERER
WTHA5, LT, I3k ERZhso MHEan
DH) (R—=F4>7 - TL1R) TH3, (1997:
298) ©

BERE OB OSURICER D XEB U E NS DI,
XEZEDHDTIERL ., BRFCI->THLWSH
IETLD T3k RTLXEED THAWDE] %R
BB ERRBRDZDO TN, [ HERD STEN
HREIC TH2WDH) 2 RDB ZE2ELTY
LZDTH>T. EHD THEWDIF) ZHRZIL
BELT, BHKZEHVWEBRLARBRVWDOTH S,
TDDIT, PHEIZISICTENNTNS,

{1l

R EBHEOHAEWDB DR Eb—As,  (HER)
WoltABEERZ AEBICES Z ENALERETH

(149) 149

. [ZH OREDIZIEBROEBH S 7+ A%
TORUENDD. / (PBE) BB BREZ IS &
DFERECES>TIZ (=FabRAF—0 TFEHE)
ERA - BEBHE] ) 120> ABKET 22 &7,
BRHEBHMRTEREBAIM—DH ETH DL D IH
3B S,  (ibid.: 301-2)*

FmOEEI BFEEZREFEELENS, &
BEVWIREFBEOXRNHZENIHBITNER
KHRHTRY, EEOREBEOHBROFEDEEND
%, BEHHICRKEOBHEEERR2 88T
21TV, oS HEEOENS O Bk
FNOTRIZLWMERDN S, . ** ZOHEE h
HERZ. THEE T - - BT ER ICE W OE
PRICHFBCED>TLES, Th b0y
A3, RFEAERD, 5 ITEMESLNE ZICHbh
SEERDOAFEIIERINDG, O Eicks
TEOIRL, BELAEOMEERIIRIZZSHL
ENDZENTES]  (ibid.: 250, cf. 236-7) &k
NThD, CORBIRFTICHKZEEELRY
HThs,

R ThoO5%) OBREBEBLEEHeMN

* IDZEEEDIEDICHFERIZICNICRFES T,

ROV S BR TOFEMEN - SBEDI—F 42~ -
TVAATHZ EWITERE—DORTTB S, BT
BAEADHEMEXNEREZTOIREND S, &3
ﬁ‘ﬂﬁﬁfﬁvtEQMEﬁuﬁmfﬁ%mtB$
BICED->TLEDS. TNL O AR, 23k,
SO ICHMEFNEZICEDLDNSBEARDOAEAEICE
MINDIDIERXEH>TLIRL, BELAEDH
HERBRICZRLEE WS ZENTES,  (ibid.:
250) /BXDRTH, XKEDRENBHOENTH
D, LELEHMO¥YE2ETZ, #0BSdnda
5THb, SEIEOWIWITRLT B, RizLIFL
. BAOBEBRERAOEFICRT T TR XS
L7z, thRPERBINEL 7=, BHOMICcT— 751
SZTLHHD, FEHTHZEDHo, =% &R
EROLNENDBLNARWNERRZIANELLEE D
BERDELTINBENVWHETH D, EB, [(ED
ELRLABLTWREENNDA>TL B, B 5
MOTHEFOBEEEL, ChiZBEEEVTHS
B BADERCEDEBYOBBERRET S &0
DB, FHROFALBEOBRKE TEZIE2LEA-DE,
(ibid.: 252-3)

hH5%) OBMRETH2EE BT DERE—E, 7—
a7 V=2 a L TEELE, FHERVLLICHRE
TRWBDEN, shdLiah o, £, BN N
ZHORHDEDONEBL I BNHTERE 212 TXHO
5 BRINB0TIREVD, SEETEZ S,
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BrDIEicko T, HHEMEEL TS8R
HNIED L ERLEHI ERXRDBESD . K
OLEOBICHTARBEROIELIIHN D, ®
ZEZVWHEOBME. BRICEDXVETHED
WT. FRTHROBENIEZD ZENRELT
AIEET DD, F I ABE RN TIT <,

2.2. L. Venuti, The Translator's Invisibility
Lawrence Venuti 1&. #&. The Translator's
Invisibility (1995) 7 ®72h T, BRFOEVN
(translator's invisibility) &IZWAn7x 25RO H
R LEBEERTZON, FhELITHLENS BN
CH B FTICEbNE R EOE R & R OESR
WRBOENTHETWS., BR (F) MNENAT
HHEEE, RO DOHBEHFITRETETNS,
g1z, BT B AR B M ERIZH -
T, HEETRMSERREL D MR
WwWZk, g, BRSNS, 70 TAUAA
T TSHMIC BT HERZ SHERETE
% (intelligible) ke aInTHRizZ &, T
bbb, A ENRICZITANSGNDI &, FED
EFET D BFHAME] BIOBEOEREITH D, D
T, HRNFORFEENEETH DI EZHIRIT
BNT, 7278 7 A AXEIZELT 2KD
W, EHOBHED EFOTWIRENERZHL
TEFOTH2, 770 -7 ERN H
ESC{b O & i it RO UL TH BN
FY Iy - O—<THROXFEEHLELUEINE
%, BEOX/ (%EE) KE{E§T. o
NHERXFETHAIN DL DIZHER (transparent
translation) /2 ENTER, EHFIITOIEE.
SOfbBfsE &7 >0 - 7 AU B & OBRICH

wk FIHERIIUTO L ICEEZEHEL NS,

THOBEDZ. BESHL, BEO LT (=04F
BAORIZEND SUE] ORI ICEMNIT, L1
LESMATWE) OIS, Thud TRITE
RO RASE] OSSR THD, —»nEFELMA
S5RNHDIF—HEEEDHSRNBOTHDEY —
FIIED ., RO RMICIINEE ERETHEND
TEIRIRVDE S ETHBEFRERNEERNHIOMBLN
70, BEARIE OBAICIIEX L EHFE O KR
EE-OTWVWS, SHEETEL VD I LITERHEE
O—EOHHWICRBZENMDBLNT, HDHNITE
HEED BT EbbENEE EBA RSB
WIHTERD S 2D d LI, (bid.: 240)

* John Wain (1963)° 0 BEEICE S,
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BLTWBZE, DFED. ZOMEBIZ—RLT
BHETIIAL—EN TEHFRERN. BENTE
AEBRMIERNES D EL THAND B DTH
%) (bid: 1DTHBEZW, TLUT, TBREDN
BHEHTHBZ &) ZHHAMITHLE TN D, *
COEEORBI-BLTYIO-TAUAD
Bah - &% - LR ZSHEICENWZHDTH S,
ZORMD BB VWD BIREA, BRFO AN
BT BED., EEREROBROD VH 2ER
LT3, TEACBEBLWTIIFERERN. BRI
BOWTRARBMREN 2y Jo- 390 08
HBERICHRENET B ETERWL, &, FE
1. Maurice Blanchot (1971)% #B{H L7215,

The translator is the secret master of the difference
of languages, a difference he is not out to abolish,
but rather one he puts to use as he brings violent
or subtle changes to bear on his own language,
thus awakening within it the presence of that which
is at origin different in the original.
HRENZEFOBVITEL TV D K TIIRROHIERH
THd, BMRFIBNELFICES TYIHTTIT,
BEEICZILWEL, TRINEMBRELEZDZS
LDD. ZOEWVWEFIRTHDOTH S, THIZX- T,
FRTRHEHEBNELTH DD DOFENTRD
RATHERET LR DIDTH S,

ELT. BREBORMTOBRED i 28>
TW3, Foffidgid, ETRREXSR7>F 0O -
oY COAMELICEEEZED, ENUT XKD T
NoERAEL, K BRERFEERTNIERS
BV, FNETTIERWV, Wb, [XYEoBUE
HIEREIE ** ] (ibid.: 313) ITELINABN5G,
FBMEEOUL, WS LZDEATHN., HH
A HO NS, XHRFEFBADEUEABALED
ERFESTULEIZERFITHETORREZES
e e nE, ZO RIS ED XL AEE
T+ EUNS A R0, BRESFER IO REFE

* In the regime of transparent discourse, where fluency
routinely makes the translator invisible, even reviewers who
praise the translator by name are likely to reduce the translation
to the foreign author. (ibid.: 268)

** “economy”iZ TECE) EWSREFEEY TZDII.
WEHER 19970 & 3,



BADTEMEROBAQG) BRENERL L BROEME — b I 7, BROER L ERR—

DEUGITH =5, BEEL Tih%EDOX (LD EEE
CEBRTITIR TR IO MEE B i udh
5730, ZTL T, ZhzB83hdhiZAh sk
W, | (ibid.: 309)

Zud. E. Gentzler (1993) 'Y % A. Lefev-
ere (1992) '? 2 EMEHFE T, FHSLEDER
P XOMENEBROPICK®RINLETEE
BT AT 2BETH 2. BLMIZIE. BROF
HEmEUT TFHMk]  (domestication, transparent
translation, fluent strategy) —— DO xHED #
i & LTI, foreignization, abusive fidelity/
resistency (Phillip Lewis: 1985 ) iz & & 1g13h
2UDONH B —EFEHRELNKE, TITIT K
B, RENRENEREMEATHIZNE D0,
TOULRNS MRt 2HEL. 0 —8L
EED DX NS DD DML (ibid.: 32) %
BIgL=DTHB, &ZAH Venuti 13, RO
RED TERME) BUTOLSCHBRETHS
EmlTna,

(To recognize) the translator’s invisibility is at
once to critique the current situation and to hope
for a future more hospitable to the differences
that the translator must negotiate. (ibid.: 313)
HIREOFWAM &L 13, BIEORRE HEHIITIRZ T,
FRIC, B2BESHSBNINEBE 2D S I RTH
RSB VERICSETU LICEN WRKEFET 2
ZETHB (ZELERHTHZL) .

L7235 T BRAIZIIVenutiEET 2013

(Blackburn’s career as a modernist poet-translator
shows quite clearly that) translation strategies can
be defined as “foreignizing” or “domesticating”
only in relation to specific cultural situations,
specific moments in the changing reception of a
foreign literature*, or in the changing hierarchy
of domestic values. (ibid.: 272)

* HERAEBESELFEUCRMTH I, I T,
Venuti 28& D 72T T literature  %#%1F23 01, F. W.
Newman (184" 1Zf&lL T3, DED, R
ZHERBONR E U TRAF AT, “literature is special,
peculiar; it witnesses, and it tends to uphold, national

diversity” ZM 5 TdH 5,
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(75v7”~>#ﬁﬁ£%ﬁ@ﬁ¥ﬁ%%th%
BIGRLT<NT VB0, ) BROHHELTIZ
r%@mJBb<uf@mJ@hfﬂ#§ﬁébmm
Ve ZZL. TNRHBAEXED ZIFANNED D
MROTWED, HB0iE. BN MiEORBIZED
DB TND & WD &S 87 SUCIRIR. 465k
BRVHZ L xR B,

DFD,
B30,

IREML) (foreignizing) DEEFHiE
AL (domesticating) DEh #4E
DM, WETNICEE &6 525 T ulh
573, MR R OB W 2B RED
BHA TN TND, ZHEE WS B R
R, TRE(L] (foreignizing) o Fiki%
*3‘(2%)"'%'@@61&ﬁ‘ﬁ?"ﬁéﬂfhé@f‘%ée

3. Ihb>5%] OBRS LB =R
2L THRAELUE=Z8IT, R, SE2A. BR
KEDLLFMMROMETHZ, Z 0= Micte
REYTTHRABET2® 22 LTS,
XHEZFROZTIUTIETITZ E 0D 1t
EODOLDIR, BEBIRWELTH S, k)
HEBTERNOEHREZZ T TSR IZBNT,
5T, NEOHARET., BRAEDLONEXD
DIZNDTHEDL DD 5——FNiE. EF/IzL-
THD > TWBNE D, BEERD 5%k 220}
EDHOERCEB2——L., EBBIcL-> THERE
BRBEFTTHZEDITBNT, MELDE B
Xt EHEBT AN ROEFNL YL, Wiz
K. XEARD, EEbhakdic, 20 A0k
HBERETOD, THROBANRLE, 20 AGE
RELTRBUCHERATREEEN. TOADAK
ELER LT, MWKREIT S TXERIZRT T 5,
SHERBEROBEWIKT D Z L. EH A SRR

KEALESEWIRABELTREERE & LM
BARW, A Thb>%) OBFRICEL Tt
HEOSHEROKNE (Em) 2#MHE LT, Th
WCERIZZ B 2 338 o icsR D, B DF &5
Mo EEbhs b0l

1) BEREENEFEEOREZBZ TR,

2) REHRZANHOMNWE-EEZNTH S, O

X0, FEHO KO ARBUIR Y= S0,
3) AKEBERONKRDOALEDLSEE, L0

TERAERRELTEHT 3,

a0 g
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4) AEBEORTE BT —XPOTHE
EEOBEFICHT D) 2EMLT, TH
NEEICEDODB I IRNEEESTND,
KEMIE., FEHCERIZIVNIDOELIBHD
THB—THAD,

1) &2) cELTE . BHEEZregisters
LTW3a, ZhbsE, ¥y —F U X LRmXP
INTBITHTL BXHE. sERRRIIA S NRW.
& (BN & LT, EEXOHTEZRD

eE, FREDOLUONE. MEWIEDIRELE>T

h. TABSAR B EBWRAES, ()
Middle age. A feel of palsy in your hands and

legs, he remembered. What medicine was advertised?
A blurb ran like that. So thinking (...)

& (ZOFIE. BhLBEELSLEDVTHS. )

HMOEEHOKIC, L<AEZBOEEBHIFLEE
FEIRBEEMNESTVIOND B, FEIELIHE
DETIEABRFE >z, ST+ 28L TEHE
HERSNIDITRoTZEIEN TI—BLNndL
ZiTkBb e, BTRECHES BT, EOEEMICT
5DTH5, :

You may come across a summer orange tree heavily
laden with large, solid fruit on its wispy branches and
you have to marvel at it. Atsuko had been like this
orange tree when they had married. Now that she’d
gone well into her forties, the solid oranges that they’d
been had shrunk, sagging more or less. But when it
came to where she judged she be dressed to kill, she’d
do as best she could to lift them up and restore the

oranges of old.

3) ICEL Tid. b2 % (acculturation) &
KES D BEZANHD. HEHEITH> TRGE
KRWHO ES X ANSEEBICEDS & BHEE
WEOA T4 FLELTHTRS, flER5.

& (AXOXY. FENEHREINTHD, )
gﬁgﬁ§;5n‘$%fﬁé§iéﬁt¢Fﬁ\
Do Z0 EMDINS AW D GEN, HBIZHEITR
POEITHEATYOS DERTWS &, —HEPEOBEED

wrBzlh o, XEBREEWD, HEI—ID

7T &

Just as one day turns into another with religious
punctuality on the calendar, the garden plants and
undergrowths changed their individual looks in keeping
with the alterations of the seasons, along with the solitary
miniature five-ring stone pagoda* standing quietly
among them. As he indulged in watching all those
dears dissolve into the glaucous-gray liquid of dusk
and then get enveloped by the night’s cloak, he felt in
his bones that it was not a hassle to have to travel an
hour and a half to his office. Nor did anger arise in
him at being chief of the documents section, a position
set aside from the ladder of success. But a tiny voice
of his inner self would now speak up, proclaiming:

This verandah is my place, where I belong.

* A transliteration of “a structure, such as a garden pavilion,
built in imitation of a many-storied Buddhist tower.” (AHD)
See further notes.

3) WIERT DN, EETRTINVIY CROER
NAEEDO KNS EITHEVWEINZTHLNDS
. ZOES TG OFDOEO 5 HMF LT,
SN ST O RBEBEEANVTND Z ENE N,
4) TW. BEBOEX - £30EEND E{LL
PV Db OEREEZE OO, TO#EZTY
BTOHEENHTLSS ZENEN, ®ETHE, —
XOFIZH HEEFIE—DTH 5. BF I DR
BICHYT B0, —XBNZDUEFHFD I ER
TERWV, EROEFFEN—RCHNE, WHT
BXIICTHN, —DOEFHEKC L THELT S
o, BT B, HEEREES AFEICK TWTL
THXICT %, BIFEoENEThidE0niEE,. X
IFERREF IR TLEDS ., BB AHZ
MIBETTREFENZV, BIFP, Btk
WHAEAR fE (unintelligible) 723&EE /2> TL
FoTW3B, X154 Jid"This is not English" &
Zhez#d 5, HFEBBDESLE—RLTESK
Bz 25EY - EXHET. EETEZDOR=DD
AT RGNS RN, FlE¥T S,
= (FEIT 2T, BER 1 XE4LANIFTTNS, )
EE 53 TE B SN bMN S e o oAt TE
EHUoELTVBEND ZEMNBM DT, KIZFED

AERDEELBIZBZTTNZDON, bITEY4

S5t TR B FOENLIEhoz. BhOAYED
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LS<HFEISOTEIDON TS
FOMERDE, RALELEEEEZL TRV TWVS,




AANLREROBRG) MREOEVE L BROEME — T b5 2, EROBR EB—

B ELTNBIEIC, ELHICHENEB NS R
Hid, MBa<Bitnadsl<, BEEL» 5
2RETHOEBANICHFL M EEE5 &,
—HIIEEH ST, BBEOEFEE TS 3HDOFT.
AB DL S Rpifi #5800, F1rF1lize
PONCEEET THIETS

Which one was a he or a she, he had no idea, but

both of them were perpetually in motion. OMight
they be supposing the leaf on the water to be a fish,
or mightn’t they? (@They put on a loud show and
zip-zapped at the leaf.

And the next moment, they were just floating on the
water with vacuous personas on their faces. DVacuous
as they looked indeed, their tiny little black eyes set
Jfar from each other were rolling all the time. @The
otters seemed to be looking out for anything that
might turn up their way. 3The moment they sensed
Takuji approaching the feed barrel with tinkling coins,
they raced right beneath the barrel from which loaches
were to be dropped. @They demonstrated a gesture
of rubbing together their forelegs like human hands
to beg for feed with ear-splitting squeals.

HBNIX, FIZIE. AREZBRREEH WS REL
T, HYDOTRBMEIZR->TL 3, FZIE.

& ([XETo>T) 2HERHIE, AKXRBICTS, )

BRI, ORI S T, ROEE - TH, £
MLINTUTHENEZEDDENL X, B8
(ZoW) ICADLEEDFETLED R EAI WA
BIZEEST, HPOFETI A/

Takuji sat at the writing desk and tried to hold a pen

in his right hand. The hand didn’t feel like it was
part of him, for as he held it, the funny mixture of
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he felt in his bones that it was not a hassle to have to

travel an hour and a half to his office.
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Was it a dream or reality? Each merged into the
other and left a gray area in between. In their early
married life, it came back to him vaguely, they were
having soda floats in the restaurant of the department
store, when suddenly Atsuko’s straw cracked and
halfway up the soda spewed out. Which was the color,

red or blue?
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He had come home, firmly determined to give Atsuko

his damnedest slap across her cheek on opening the

paned entrance door.*

* A pair of sliding doors. (Further notes: his damnedest
slap . . . the entrance door: As was the custom in Japan, he
would be met by his wife at the entrance hall when he came
back from work.)
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At this time of the day his head felt heaviest. All

those dears in his garden would, sooner or later, be
annihilated. In their stead, a cheap rectangular mortar

building would go up to block his view.
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The title was “A Composition of Dassai.”

Takuji could neither read the word Dassai in Chinese

characters nor figure out what it stood for.
It was not until he looked it up in the dictionary
back at home that he learned how to read it. It stood

for gtters’ fiesta.

Otters are fond of mischievous pranks. They
sometimes kill regiments of fish just for the fun of
catching game, not for their meal.

The tribe of them, as folklore has it, have a way of
getting a kick out of laying their game of fish in an
array, hence the composition of otters’ fiesta, which is
to display a smorgasbord of things in a certain

disposition.
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* Cf. The Ruba’iyat of Omar Khayyam. Translated by
Peter Avery & John Heath-stubbs. Penguin Books. 1979.
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LITERARY TRANSLATION FROM JAPANESE INTO ENGLISH (3)
TRANSLATOR’S INVISIBILITY AND EQUIVALENCE IN TRANSLATION:
A TRANSLATION PRAXIS AND THEORIZATION OF THE OTTER

Mitsuyasu MIYASAKI

In his preliminary studies (1992: 134)”, the present author laid down a set of six principles of literary

translation from Japanese into English. By using the output of the author’s translation praxis of Kuniko

Mukoda’s Otter, this article purports to review and examine, in terms of the translator’s invisibility, his

third principle: “To translate into idiomatic English in a way that conforms to English usage and way of

thinking.”

The invisibility at issue is inevitably bound up with style. Elucidation of what that is all

about, despite a number of uncertainties yet to be settled, reduces it to the issue of translational equivalence,

enjoining on the translator-author a new proposition of spelling out what that equivalence could be.

Vol.49 No.1 (1998)
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Women on Life’s Stage (2)

Mukoda Kuniko
The Otter

Rendition 1998
Miyasaki Mitsuyasu

It was a Monday evening when the cigarette came
loose and slipped down from between the fingers
that held it.

Takuji sat enjoying a cigarette on the edge of the
verandah as he gazed out on the dusking garden.
His wife, Atsuko, was seated inside the drawing
room,* folding her fresh laundry. They were
rehashing the matter that had lately been at issue.

The husband and wife were split on whether or
not they would have an apartment house built on
the 800 or so square yards this garden would yield.
Atsuko took sides with the real estate agent who
advised them to do so, whereas Takuji was of the
opinion that they could wait till his retirement—why
couldn’t they? He had three more years before
that.

Although the house was not much to speak of,
the garden was something to look at. It was the
property he inherited from his father who had found
a peerless delight in tending his garden. As soon as
the treadmill of his day at the office was over, Takuji
came straight home and, ensconcing himself on the
edge of the verandah, relished the dusking visage of
his father’s legacy, puffing on a cigarette. This was
his daily routine.

Just as one day turns into another with religious
punctuality on the calendar, the garden plants and
undergrowth changed their individual looks in

The original title in Japanese is “Kawauso” in Omoide
Torampu, or The Vignettes of Recollections (Tokyo: Shincho-
sha. 1980).

* It is almost always the case that a traditional Japanese
house has a drawing room and a verandah separated only by a

set of sliding doors, shoji.

keeping with the alterations of the seasons, along
with the solitary miniature five-ring stone pagoda*
standing quietly among them. As he indulged in
watching all those dears dissolve into the glaucous-
gray liquid of dusk and then get enveloped by the
night’s cloak, he felt in his bones that it was not a
hassle to have to travel an hour and a half to his
office. Nor did anger arise in him at being chief of
the documents section, a position set aside from the
ladder of success. But a tiny voice of his inner self
would now speak up, proclaiming: This verandah is
my place, where I belong.

Atsuko, who had apparently sensed what was
ailing her husband, would usually withdraw after
she’d briefly voiced her views, but today unlike the
other days, she was exceptionally mulish, pushing
herself forward. Takuji, then, uncharacteristically
inveighed against her with a sharp edge in his voice:

“Very well, let it go up, an apartment and all,
and I won’t do a single stroke of work, mind you!”

That was exactly when the cigarette fell from
between his fingers.

He wondered, was it the wind?

It got whiffed off by a wind, so it felt.

“Any wind?” he muttered to himself.

“Could there be any wind!” she sniped back at
his soliloquy. “Had there been any, my wash
would’ve dried nicely.” Coming out to the verandah,
she gave a quick lick at her index finger and pointed
it up in the air the way she’d do a candle on a stick.

“No wind at all, see?”

* A transliteration of “a structure, such as a garden pavil-
ion, built in imitation of a many-storied Buddhist tower.” (Dic.
of American Heritage) See further notes.
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His wife, nine years his junior, was somewhat of
a prankster. Unbecoming her age, she would some-
times behave like a schoolgirl, maybe partly because
she had no child. Amused by their owner’s prank,
her glossy black eyes, tiny as a watermelon seed,
started romping in their sockets. When he perceived
that, it grew irksome to break how he’d bungled
with his cigarette.

Middle age. A feel of palsy in your hands and
legs, he remembered. What medicine was adver-
tised? A blurb ran like that. So thinking, he picked
up the cigarette still alight with wisping smoke. It
was lying on the step-up stone on which to take off
your footwear.* As he picked it up, he was a bit
bothered by the feel of swollenness in his hands. It
was like grabbing something with gloves on.

This had proven to be the foretoken, the very
first thing, when he thought back later on.

How many days later was this? Without warning,
he failed to recall the name of the deputy chief who
was sitting in front of him. And following this, was
it on the same day or the next? He joined in a drink
for the mere sake of the camaraderie at his office
and had to be sent home by taxi. He had hardly got
out of the taxi before his whole body gave out, limp
as a puppet whose strings were cut off, and collapsed
on the ground. Helped to his feet by the driver, he
recovered then and there. These consecutive inci-
dents again, he ascertained, had been the forerunners.

Monday next, a week after the cigarette incident,
Takuji went for the morning paper straight out of
bed, and had just returned to the living room when
he seized the latticework of shoji** and lost
consciousness.

It was a stroke.

Bugs are earwigging him somewhere in the head.

In the month that had elapsed since Takuji had
fallen down, pesky creatures had camped in him
and they bugged him by fits and starts with a distant
jar, jeejeet . . . jeejeet . . ., smack in the back of
his neck.

It was for a matter of an hour or so that he’d
fainted, but the stroke had left a slight paralysis on

* To step up into the house, that is, because it is not
allowed to enter it with shoes on.

** A set of paper-mounted sliding doors.
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the right side of his body. He could somehow manage
to walk by putting all his weight on the cane at
every step, yet his right hand still did a clumsy job
with his chopsticks.

He heard Atsuko humming.

She had become a frequent hummer since the
stroke had attacked him. Nothing serious about
your disease, you know. I'm sure you’ll get well, if
you wait. Not a defeatist talk for me, hon, she
seemed to be humming to him, instead of bringing
it out on her lips.

She had been born to be a brisk worker, brisk as
a bee. Once her husband took sick leave of his
office and was invariably in and out of bed at home,
she’d grown all the more brisk. While sitting, she
worked her hands at something, say, crocheting or
shelling beans. Even when she had nothing to do,
her spry eyes were agile as ever, constantly rolling.

He heard someone at the door. It sounded like a
car salesman. Expecting that she’d send him away
by saying that the car was now out of the question
amid the hurly-burly of her husband’s sudden illness,
he pricked up his ears and heard her singsong voice
say:

“Sorry, my husband’s in the same business, he
deals in cars.”

Oh yes, that was it. That always was the way
she dealt with the like of him.

With cosmetics, her husband was abruptly thrown
in cosmetics business, and with encyclopedias, he
abruptly had to jump into publishing business. When
they had first been married, she’d said to the door-
to-door salesman who’d come to hawk blankets:

“I’'m sorry, but my husband’s in textiles business.”

She had sung him right away, glanced back toward
him in the depths of the house and smiled in her
eyes alone. It had flitted across his mind that he’d
chosen such an intriguing woman for his lifetime
partner and could stay away from life’s ennui for
the rest of his time. And it had proven so.

Atsuko might be too good a wife for Takuji.
Her mind was always racing for the benefit of him
and her heart always going out to him, only as long
as she could share the amusement with him at the
singsong tone her voice took on, say, when she told
white lies expedient for awkward situations. After
all, those expedient white lies of hers belonged in
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white lies of hers belonged in the realm of quip that
helped smooth things out for the sake of her husband,
and for the sake of the ménage at large.

The fusuma* slid open the breadth of a face
and through it peeped out Atsuko’s face.

It was a smiling face, the same face as of old,
twenty years back. When a smile broke on her
face, the pinched-up, tiny nose became upturned
and the eyes, set far apart from each other if not in
a smile, darted farther away, making her look
hilariously funny. The face looked like something
he’d seen before, he thought to himself. He tried to
jog his memory, to no avail. It may be because of
this disease. It felt as if the hemisphere of his brain
were wrapped in thick opaque plastic. Which vexed
him.

That was when the lodgers of his head pestered
their jittery, stricken host, jee-jeet, jee-jeet, Jee-jeet

Atsuko’s having a red soda float. Despite her age—
she’s a cockeyed middle-ager—she’s blowing the
red soda with her straw. It’s bubbling up whitish
foam of the soda and ice cream.

The straw she’s sucking on must have a crack,
from which the red liquid comes oozing out.

“Knock it off. Stop sucking . ..” Now he
struggles to shout, . . . or next time I hemorrhage,
I'll be finished once and for all, but fails to give it
voice. At that moment he was shaken awake.

Was it a dream or reality? Each merged into the
other and left a gray area in between. In their early
married life, it came back to him vaguely, they were
having soda floats in the restaurant of the department
store, when suddenly Atsuko’s straw cracked and
halfway up the soda spewed out. Which was the
color, red or blue?

He opened his eyes to find his wife formally
dressed in a kimono—when had she changed her
clothes? She was sitting next to his bed.**

“I told you the other day—that, you know, so
I’'m going.”

With only an abrupt “that,” nothing material
clicked in his memory.

* A set of sliding doors. See further notes.

** Immediately on the tatami-matted floor.
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Her old teacher from her high school days had
been conferred with an order. The alumni association
decided to congratulate him with a commemorative
gift, so the organizers alone were going to meet at
the department store and have a once-over there.
So she told him, but to the best of his knowledge he
had heard none of it before.

“For your afternoon snack, you have a chilled
musk melon, but you can wait till I get back, can’t
you?”

Atsuko looked slender when dressed, but she was
chagrined over her pudgy legs. To cover them up,
she robed herself in a kimono on every formal
occasion. That didn’t bother him. But what did
was, as he’d noticed it long before, that depending
on the sort of person she’d meet, she’d carefully yet
furtively choose from between the two modes in
which her kimono’s lap came together on the chest.

When she went out with her husband and woman
relatives, she didn’t bother with the way in which
she did her kimono, but then again when she desired
to look dainty, she fitted the garment in a way that
would push up her bosom to a bulk.

You may come across a summer orange tree
heavily laden with large, solid fruit on its wispy
branches and you have to marvel at it. Atsuko had
been like this orange tree when they had married.
Now that she’d gone well into her forties, the solid
oranges that they’d been had shrunk, sagging more
or less. But when it came to where she judged she
be dressed to kill, she’d do as best she could to lift
them up and restore the oranges of old.

Who she was going to meet mightn’t be of her
sex. But wait, it was written somewhere that the
characteristic of this disease was to bring out a
Jaundice in the patient. He must cool down. Why,
Dr. Takezawa had told him that the best cure was
not to lose his temper.

The sight of her feet, which tripped bouncing
along the verandah in a brand-new pair of white
tabi*, had made him call them to a halt, “Oy!”

“What desirest thou, sirrah?”’

Atsuko deliberately employed the tongue of a
costume play to reply as she looked back over her
shoulder in a quick impish turn of her head, at which

* Worn exclusively when one is in a kimono. See further
notes.
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he almost let out his surprise.
Now he knew! That “something” she looked
like was—an otter.

How many years ago had he seen otters on the roof
of the department store?

Among the collection of small animals for
children to see in the corner of the roof, there were
two otters frolicking in the pool when he strolled by
during lunch time.

Which one was a he or a she, he had no idea, but
both of them were perpetually in motion. Might
they be supposing the leaf on the water to be a fish,
or mightn’t they? They put on a loud show and
zip-zapped at the leaf.

And the next moment, they were just floating on
the water with vacuous personas on their faces.
Vacuous as they looked indeed, their wide-set tiny
little black eyes were rolling all the time. Apparently,
the creatures were keeping tabs on anything that
might turn up their way. The moment they sensed
Takuji approaching the feed barrel with tinkling
coins, they raced right beneath the barrel from which
loaches were to be dropped. They demonstrated a
gesture of rubbing together their forelegs which
looked like human hands to beg for feed with ear-
splitting squeals.

They were barefaced yet humorous creatures. To
your eye, they were sly tricksters but then they were
jolly fellows, and you couldn’t take your eyes off
them.

Their bodies automatically revelled in anything
their eyes fell on, he observed. They deemed it
their life’s fun and delight to be alive and well and
incessantly in motion. This was something those
pranksters shared with Atsuko.

One time a fire broke out in their neighborhood,
two doors down from them.

As luck would have it, it was smothered before
it grew serious. Yet, in her nightie Atsuko went
around the neighborhood to wake up the neighbors,
clanging an empty bucket and shouting:

“Fire, fire, fire!”

She was simply getting a kick out of it. So she
appeared to Takuji, who stood by, cringing from
sheer embarrassment.

The same was true at his father’s funeral.
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Shedding tears was her merriment in disguise.
She was making merry, donned in a newly-made
black mourning kimono. Takuji dreaded that, should
she be left as she was, she’d break into a mirthful
cackle while moaning, so that he almost came out
with an admonishment:

“Don’t roil at it.*”

The expression, tantamount to cutting loose, is
used in the Sendai area, Takuji’s old home.

Takuji was looking out on the garden as he rubbed
two walnuts together in his right hand. The walnuts
had been bought by Atsuko. She had been told that
they’d help hasten his recovery from the paralysis
in his right hand.

Rubbed in his left hand, the same nuts, crunching
one against the other, made a crisp cluck-cluck like
a castanet, but then they made a disease-ridden, dull
stammering noise in his right.

Takuji sat at the writing desk and tried to hold a
pen in his right hand. The hand didn’t feel like it
was part of him, for as he held it, the funny mixture
of impatience and a stinging sensation came on the
hand, a mixture of that impatience caused by silly
ineptness when your cramped feet fail you and that
stinging sensation spreading all over your body as
you lower yourself in the bathtub full of fresh hot
water**. When would it serve his desire to write
once again? But he refused to think what the future
would bring. Thinking of it would let those lodgers
loose on him in the nape.

The garden provided no consolation for the lonely
host.

Only when the pent-up indignation at his present
position in his office, which would get him nowhere
at all, was secreted in the depths of his heart while,
at the same time, his wife was bantering with him
with her constant heckles, did he rejoice in the tran-
quility of his garden.

It could be compared to a recess at school.

The space of only five minutes or so between
the drudgery of lessons could regale you with a ball
and good company. Given a ball and a whole stretch
of day but no companions, you’d be just a lonely

* See further notes.

** See further notes.



HEANIEROBRG) BREOEWE & HROSME: — 55 5 1 BROBER L EBR—

kid with a boring rubber ball.

Not that his wife’s hustle-bustle did not make
his hackles rise up, he reflected, but it would do
more good to have an otter around in this house.

The telephone rang.

On his knees he tugged his way along the ratami
and answered it. He grabbed the receiver with his
left hand and brought it to his left ear. This bit had
only recently come to him after all that practice.
He’d used to listen with his right ear, but now once
in a while, invisible insects flitted in it with a buzz.

The voice that came through the line was
Imazato’s.

He was a friend from his college days, and they
had known each other some forty long years. It
was Imazato of all the folks that Takuji got Atsuko
to call first on the onset of the stroke.

“Hey, if there’s anything you have to say, I'll be
your spokesman.”

They had always been on such terms as they
could go without an exchange of hackneyed prefatory
greetings. Be that as it may, it was a bolt from the
blue.

“You really don’t mind?”

A pause, and then he went on to say:

“I’ve known all along that’s the last thing you’d
have. I wondered if you really don’t mind, that’s
why. Well, as it is, you can’t help it, can you?”

What damned business was he talking about?
Takuji demanded and the speaker in turn got flustered
at the other end.

“What a surprise! You have no idea whatsoever?”

Only then did he begin—that on Atsuko’s
initiative Imazato was about to go out to the meeting
and discuss what to make of Takuji’s future, and
that the persons summoned were Tsuboi, deputy
chief from Takuji’s office, a proxy from Makino
Real Estate, deputy manager of the branch office of
the bank in the neighborhood, Takezawa, Takuji’s
home doctor, and Imazato himself.

To his understanding, Imazato went on, Atsuko
was intending to level out the garden, build an
apartment house on it, and then leave the management
with the bank that was offering a loan. The property
would be leased as the residence for the young
employees of the bank.

Hearing this, Takuji felt the inside of his head
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swell and the picture of Atsuko loomed up. She
was encircled by five gallant men.

She must be gloriously enacting the role of a
devoted wife, arching the bosom of her two summer
oranges dexterously tucked up prominent, and letting
those glossy black eyes of hers cavort in their sockets.

For all that enthusiasm on her part, five were too
many. What use could deputy chief Tsuboi be?

Abruptly, a painting surfaced to memory. He
had seen it as a college student.

Was it the work of Umehara or Ryusei*? He was
unable to recall which painter’s it was, with his
gray matter encased in an opaque plastic bag, and
yet he was able to get a clear composition of the
painting.

It was a fairly large-sized still life in oil paint.
The whole canvas was occupied by a table on which
was quite a jumble of things—an old-fashioned milk
bottle, flowers, tea-cups, a milk pot, half-eaten fruits,
a piece of broken bread, and a bird throttled listless.

The title was “A Composition of Dassai.”

Takuji could neither read the word Dassai in
Chinese characters nor figure out what it stood for.

It was not until back home, he looked it up in
the dictionary that he learned how to read it. It
stood for otters’ fiesta.

Otters are fond of mischievous pranks. They
sometimes kill regiments of fish just for the fun of
catching game, not for their meal.

The tribe of them, as folklore has it, have a way
of getting a kick out of laying their game of fish in
an array, hence the composition of otters’ fiesta,
which is to display a smorgasbord of things in a
certain disposition.

A fire, a funeral, her husband’s disease and
whatnot were all festivities for Atsuko. Her person
whoops it up by itself.

To his mind’s eye the bird’s carcass loomed up
from behind the milk bottle. The bird lay dead, its
eyes open, but hers closed, the girl lay dead.

Hoshi’e was his only daughter who died at three.

He had put his forehead on his daughter’s as he
left home on an official trip in the morning. He had
said to his wife: She has a fever, ask Dr. Takezawa

* See further notes.
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to come over and see her.

Three days later, he got a call from home apprising
him that Hoshi’e was at a crucial pass, attacked by
acute pneumonia. He rushed back to Tokyo, leaving
the duties half attended. Then he had to face his
daughter. She had a white cloth over her face.

All teary, Atsuko told him that she’d called Dr.
Takezawa on the same day but that, her message
having been crossed, the doctor had come to see
her the next day. The doctor himself apologized to
him with the excuse that a new nurse in training
had made a grave mistake. Takuji’s father came
between them to settle the delicate imbroglio. He
said to him: No matter how he blamed them, nothing
would bring her back.

In the years that had merged one into another,
by which Takuji had kept counting the age she would
have been, his dead little darling had gone farther
and farther away from him into Limbo. It was
around that time that at the station he ran into the
nurse who the doctor had said had been in training
at that fatal moment. She was going home to her
village to get married.

Hesitatingly, she stood beside him.

“[ was going to keep it to myself and go home,”
she broke in a mumble, this old-maidish woman
whom he didn’t know at first, “but the truth is there
was no call on that day.”

Only then did he learn that it hadn’t been until
the next day that his wife had called upon the doctor’s
visit. The previous day Atsuko had gone out to her
class reunion.

That night, he drank seriously till he saw double.

He had come home, firmly determined to give
Atsuko his damnedest slap across her cheek on
opening the paned entrance door.*

Yet he hadn’t done so.

Why not? he tried to recall, then the usual bugs
nagged him in the nape, jee-jeet . . . jee-jeet . . .
jee-jeet. Why not? Because something in the back
of his mind had told him he’d do better not to.
Instead, he had entered the house quietly and put
himself to sleep on the exacerbated drinks.

The glaucous-gray backdrop came hanging down
on the garden. Now the pines and maples and the

* A pair of latticed slidng doors.
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stone pagoda appealed to him no more.

At this time of the day his head felt heaviest.
All those dears in his garden would, sooner or later,
be annihilated. In their stead, a cheap rectangular
mortar building would go up to block his view.

He heard Atsuko’s voice coming.

She’s talking to the nextdoor neighbor’s wife
about something. In her singsong tone she’s talking
about her husband’s blood pressure, the way she
talks about tomorrow’s weather.

Takuji got to his feet.

Clutching to shoji, he labored toward the kitchen
and . . . found himself gripping the cooking knife.
His own chest or Atsuko’s summer-oranged bosom,
he didn’t know which he was prodded to stab.

“That’s terrific!”

It was Atsuko.

“Now you can hold the cooking knife. Con-
gratulations! One more step, I should say,” the
voice said offhand. He saw the glossy little eyes,
watermelon seeds dotting her face far apart from
each other, were rollicking in their sockets.

“I thought I’d have the melon.”

After he had returned the knife into the sink the
way he let it fall from the grip of his hand, Takuji
hobbled his ungainly way toward the verandah. In
the back of his neck, the usual bugs were jarring.

“Which melon will you have, the one we received
from the bank or the one from Makino Real Estate?”

He couldn’t utter a reply.

Suddenly, as if a camera clicked shut, the garden
shut down on him to pitch darkness.
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Further Notes

verandah: In some respects, it is a wooden-floored extension
of the drawing room. It is separated from the drawing room
with shoji, a set of sliding doors whose (partial) lattices are
mounted with coarse-textured, white paper which lets sunlight
filter through into the drawing room. The verandah is also
shut in from outside by the exterior wood-paneled rain doors
and interior paned sliding doors (in modern times). The
rain doors are slid open in the morning and shut in the
evening. The space the verandah provides facilitates various
activities, an example being shown in the story.

five-ring stone pagoda: 1t was generally made of stone, a
memorial for departed souls. The history goes as far back
as the middle of Heian Period (A.D. 794-1192). The five
‘rings’ embody the elements believed in Buddhism to
compose Nature: earth, water, fire, and air. The ‘ring’ signifies
the possession of all the virtues in Nature, and the five-layered
‘rings’ are each represented in the shape of a rectangle,
circle, triangle, crescent, and globe. The pointed corner
edges of the layers signify out-coming flames.

Jusuma: Unlike shoji, mounted all over on either side with
thicker paper with printed patterns or calligraphed pictures
and characters. They are removable so the adjoining rooms
make one larger room, which serves as a banquet room, for
example.

The sight of her feet . . . had made him call them to a haly,
“Oy!”. The eye of Takuji who is lying in bed immediately

on tatami-floor, can only take in the sight described here
unless lifted: his eye is almost level with the verandah’s

floor.

“Don’troil atit.” . .. Sendai: This is loaned from an obsolete

English expression so it may create some similarity to the
original dialect. It is no surprise that some ancient Japanese
expressions are still extant in dialects. The original expression
“odatsu” which was transically used to mean “to excite or
agitate,” now is used in the Sendai area to mean “to make
merry” or “whoop it up.” Sendai is the largest city in the

Tohoku district, northern part of Japan.

you lower yourself . . . in the bathtub full of fresh hot water:

Japanese bathtubs are so made that you can dip your whole
body with your head above the water as you sit on the
haunches in it. You cannot stretch yourself along the length
of the tub. Normally, Japanese home bathtubs are deeper
and shorter in length than those of the West.

Umehara [Umehara, Ryuzaburo] (1888-1986): A painter. In

1908 he went to France where he learned the art of painting
from Renoir till he returned to Japan in 1913. In 1944 he
became a professor at Tokyo School of Fine Atrts, resigning
itin 1952. His painting was influenced by Ukiyoe, printouts
from the cut wood-block prevalent in Edo Era (1603-1867),

and other schools of Oriental fine arts.

Ryusei [Kishida, Ryusei] (1891-1929): A painter. First

influenced by the latter French impressionists such as van
Gogh and Sézanne, then later more influenced by the realism
of the school of Northern European Renaissance. His famous

paintings are the series of the portraits of his daughter Reiko.

his damnedest slap . . . the entrance door: As was the custom

in Japan, he would be met by his wife at the entrance hall

when he came back from work.
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