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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurFor the charactersin after the quake, the K obe earthquake is an echo from a past they
buried long ago. Satsuki has spent thirty years hating one man: did her desire for revenge cause the
earthquake? Miyake left his family in Kobe to make midnight bonfires on a beach hundreds of miles away.
Fourteen-year-old Sala has nightmares that the Earthquake Man is trying to stuff her inside alittle box.
Katagiri returns home to find a giant frog in his apartment on a mission to save Tokyo from a massive
burrowing worm. 'When he gets angry, he causes earthquakes,' says Frog. 'And right now he isvery, very
angry.** Murakamis new novel iscoming ** COLORLESS TSUKURU TAZAKI AND HISYEARS OF
PILGRIMAGE 'The reason why death had such a hold on Tsukuru Tazaki was clear. One day his four


/file.html?id=B005TKD9GS

closest friends, the friends hed known for along time, announced that they did not want to see him, or talk
with him, ever again.".comHaruki Murakami, awriter both mystical and hip, isthe West's favorite Japanese
novelist. Perhaps unsurprisingly, Murakami lived abroad until 1995. That year, two disasters struck Japan:
the lethal earthquake in Kobe and the deadly poison gas attacks in the Tokyo subway. Spurred by these
tragic events, Murakami returned home. The stories in After the Quake are set in the months that fell
between the earthquake and the subway attack, presenting aworld marked by despair, hope, and a kind of
human instinct for transformation. A teenage girl and a middle-aged man share a hobby of making beach
bonfires; a businesswoman travels to Thailand and, quietly, confronts her own death; three friends act out a
modern-day Tokyo version of Jules and Jim. There's a surreal el ement running through the collection in the
form of unlikely frogs turning up in unlikely places. News of the earthquake hums throughout. The book
opens with the dull buzz of disaster-watching: "Five straight days she spent in front of the television, staring
at the crumbled banks and hospitals, whole blocks of storesin flames, severed rail lines and expressways."
With language that's never self-conscioudly lyrical or show-offy, Murakami constructs stories as tight and
beautiful as poems. There's no turning back for his people; there's only before and after the quake. --Claire
Dederer ExtraitUFO IN KUSHIROFive straight days she spent in front of the television, staring at crumbled
banks and hospitals, whole blocks of storesin flames, severed rail lines and expressways. She never said a
word. Sunk deep in the cushions of the sofa, her mouth clamped shut, she wouldn't answer when Komura
spoke to her. She wouldn't shake her head or nod. Komura could not be sure the sound of his voice was even

getting through to her.Komura's wife came from way up north in Y amagata and, as far as he knew, she had
no friends or relatives who could have been hurt in Kobe. Y et she stayed rooted in front of the television

from morning to night. In his presence, at least, she ate nothing and drank nothing and never went to the
toilet. Aside from an occasional flick of the remote control to change the channel, she hardly moved a
muscle.Komura would make his own toast and coffee, and head off to work. When he came home in the
evening, he'd fix himself a snack with whatever he found in the refrigerator and eat alone. She'd still be
glaring at the late news when he dropped off to sleep. A stone wall of silence surrounded her. Komura gave
up trying to break through.When he came home from work that Sunday, the sixth day, his wife had
disappeared.Komura was a salesman at one of the oldest hi-fi-equipment specialty storesin Tokyo's
Akihabara"Electronics Town." He handled top-of-the-line stuff and earned a sizeable commission whenever
he made a sale. Most of his clients were doctors, wealthy independent businessmen, and rich provincials. He
had been doing this for eight years and had a decent income right from the start. The economy was healthy,
real-estate prices were rising, and Japan was overflowing with money. People's wallets were bursting with
ten thousand-yen bills, and everyone was dying to spend them. The most expensive items were the first to
sell out.Komurawas tall and slim and a stylish dresser. He was good with people. In his bachelor days he
had dated a lot of women. But after getting married, at twenty-six, he found that his desire for sexual
adventures simply--and mysteriously--vanished. He hadn't lept with any woman but his wife during the five
years of their marriage. Not that the opportunity had never presented itself--but he had lost al interest in
fleeting affairs and one-night stands. He much preferred to come home early, have arelaxed meal with his
wife, talk with her for awhile on the sofa, then go to bed and make love. This was everything he
wanted.Komura's friends and colleagues were puzzled by his marriage. Alongside him with his clean, classic
good looks, hiswife could not have seemed more ordinary. She was short with thick arms, and she had a
dull, even stolid appearance. And it wasn't just physical: there was nothing attractive about her personality
either. Sherarely spoke and always wore a sullen expression.Still, though he did not quite understand why,
Komura always felt his tension dissipate when he and his wife were together under one roof; it was the only
time he could truly relax. He slept well with her, undisturbed by the strange dreams that had troubled himin
the past. His erections were hard; his sex life was warm. He no longer had to worry about death or venereal
disease or the vastness of the universe.His wife, on the other hand, disliked Tokyo's crowds and longed for
Y amagata. She missed her parents and her two elder sisters, and she would go home to see them whenever
she felt the need. Her parents operated a successful inn, which kept them financially comfortable. Her father

was crazy about his youngest daughter and happily paid her round-trip fares. Severa times, Komura had
come home from work to find his wife gone and a note on the kitchen table telling him that she was visiting

her parents for awhile. He never objected. He just waited for her to come back, and she always did, after a
week or ten days, in agood mood.But the letter hiswife left for him when she vanished five days after the
earthquake was different: | am never coming back, she had written, then went on to explain, ssmply but
clearly, why she no longer wanted to live with him.The problem is that you never give me anything, she



wrote. Or, to put it more precisely, you have nothing inside you that you can give me. Y ou are good and
kind and handsome, but living with you islike living with a chunk of air. It's not entirely your fault, though.
There are lots of women who will fall in love with you. But please don't call me. Just get rid of all the stuff
I'm leaving behind.In fact, she hadn't left much of anything behind. Her clothes, her shoes, her umbrella, her
coffee mug, her hair dryer: all were gone. She must have packed them in boxes and shipped them out after
he left for work that morning. The only things still in the house that could be called "her stuff" were the bike
she used for shopping and afew books. The Beatles and Bill Evans CDs that Komura had been collecting
since his bachelor days had also vanished.The next day, he tried calling hiswife's parentsin Y amagata. His
mother-in-law answered the phone and told him that his wife didn't want to talk to him. She sounded
somewhat apologetic. She also told him that they would be sending him the necessary forms soon and that
he should put his seal on them and send them back right away.Komura answered that he might not be able to
send them "right away." This was an important matter, and he wanted time to think it over."Y ou can think it
over all you want, but | know it won't change anything," his mother-in-law said.She was probably right,
Komuratold himself. No matter how much he thought or waited, things would never be the same. He was
sure of that.Shortly after he had sent the papers back with his seal stamped on them, Komura asked for a
week's paid leave. His boss had a general idea of what had been happening, and February was a slow time of
the year, so he let Komura go without a fuss. He seemed on the verge of saying something to Komura, but
finally said nothing.Sasaki, a colleague of Komura's, came over to him at lunch and said, "I hear you're
taking time off. Are you planning to do something?""'l don't know," Komura said. "What should |
do?'Sasaki was a bachelor, three years younger than Komura. He had a delicate build and short hair, and he
wore round, gold-rimmed glasses. A ot of people thought he talked too much and had arather arrogant air,
but he got along well enough with the easygoing Komura."What the hell--as long as you're taking the time
off, why not make anice trip out of it?'"Not abad idea,"” Komura said.Wiping his glasses with his
handkerchief, Sasaki peered at Komuraasif looking for some kind of clue."Have you ever been to
Hokkaido?' he asked."Never.""Would you like to go?""Why do you ask?' Sasaki narrowed his eyes and
cleared histhroat. "To tell you the truth, I've got a small package I'd like to send to Kushiro, and I'm hoping
you'll take it there for me. You'd be doing me abig favor, and I'd be glad to pay for a round-trip ticket. |
could cover your hotel in Kushiro, too.""A small package?'"Like this," Sasaki said, shaping afour-inch cube
with his hands. "Nothing heavy."" Something to do with work?' Sasaki shook his head. "Not at all,” he said.
"Strictly personal. | just don't want it to get knocked around, which iswhy | can't mail it. I'd like you to
deliver it by hand, if possible. | really ought to do it myself, but | haven't got timeto fly all the way to
Hokkaido.""Is it something important?'His closed lips curling slightly, Sasaki nodded. "It's nothing fragile,
and there are no 'hazardous materials.' There's no need to worry about it. They're not going to stop you when
they X-ray it at the airport. | promise I'm not going to get you in trouble. And it weighs practically nothing.
All I'm asking is that you take it along the way you'd take anything else. The only reason I'm not mailing it is
| just don't feel like mailing it."Hokkaido in February would be freezing cold, Komura knew, but cold or hot
it was all the same to him."So who do | give the package to?'"My sister. My younger sister. She lives up
there." Komura decided to accept Sasaki's offer. He hadn't thought about how to spend his week off, and
making plans now would have been too much trouble. Besides, he had no reason for not wanting to go to
Hokkaido. Sasaki called the airline then and there, reserving aticket to Kushiro. The flight would |eave two
days later, in the afternoon.At work the next day, Sasaki handed Komura a box like the ones used for human
ashes, only smaller, wrapped in manila paper. Judging from the feel, it was made of wood. As Sasaki had
said, it weighed practically nothing. Broad strips of transparent tape went all around the package over the
paper. Komura held it in his hands and studied it afew seconds. He gave it alittle shake but he couldn't feel
or hear anything moving inside."My sister will pick you up at the airport. And she'll be arranging a room for
you," Sasaki said. "All you have to do is stand outside the gate with the package in your hands where she can
seeit. Don't worry, the airport's not very big."Komura left home with the box in his suitcase, wrapped in a
thick undershirt. The plane was far more crowded than he had expected. Why were all these people going
from Tokyo to Kushiro in the middle of winter? he wondered.The morning paper was full of earthquake
reports. He read it from beginning to end on the plane. The number of dead was rising. Many areas were still
without water or electricity, and countless people had lost their homes. Each article reported some new
tragedy, but to Komura the details seemed oddly lacking in depth. All sounds reached him as far-off,
monotonous echos. The only thing he could give any serious thought to was his wife as she retreated ever
farther into the distance.Mechanically he ran his eyes over the earthquake reports, stopped now and then to



think about his wife, then went back to the paper. When he grew tired of this, he closed his eyes and napped.
And when he woke, he thought about his wife again. Why had she followed the TV earthquake reports with
such intensity, from morning to night, without eating or sleeping? What could she have seen in them?Two
young women wearing overcoats of similar design and color approached Komura at the airport. One was fair-
skinned and maybe five feet six, with short hair. The areafrom her nose to her full upper lip was oddly
extended in away that made Komurathink of shorthaired ungulates. Her companion was more like five feet
one and would have been quite pretty if her nose hadn't been so small. Her long hair fell straight to her
shoulders. Her ears were exposed, and there were two moles on her right earlobe which were emphasized by
the earrings she wore. Both women looked to be in their mid-twenties. They took Komurato acaf in the
airport."I'm Keiko Sasaki," the taller woman said. "My brother told me how helpful you've been to him. This
ismy friend Shimao.""Nice to meet you," Komura said."Hi," Shimao said."My brother tells me your wife
recently passed away," Keiko Sasaki said with a respectful expression.Komura waited a moment before
answering, "No, she didn't die.""| just talked to my brother the day before yesterday. I'm sure he said quite
clearly that you'd lost your wife.""l did. She divorced me. But asfar as| know she's alive and well."" That's
odd. | couldn't possibly have misheard something so important.” She gave him an injured look. Komura put
asmall amount of sugar in his coffee and gave it a gentle stir before taking a sip. The liquid was thin, with
no taste to speak of, more sign than substance. What the hell am | doing here? he wondered."Well, | guess |
did mishear it. | can't imagine how else to explain the mistake," Kelko Sasaki said, apparently satisfied now.
She drew in a deep breath and chewed her lower lip. "Please forgive me. | was very rude.""Don't worry
about it. Either way, she's gone." Shimao said nothing while Komura and Keiko spoke, but she smiled and
kept her eyes on Komura. She seemed to like him. He could tell from her expression and her subtle body
language. A brief silence fell over the three of them." Anyway, let me give you the important package |
brought,” Komura said. He unzipped his suitcase and pulled the box out of the folds of the thick ski
undershirt he had wrapped it in. The thought struck him then: | was supposed to be holding this when | got
off the plane. That's how they were going to recognize me. How did they know who | was?Kelko Sasaki
stretched her hands across the table, her expressionless eyes fixed on the package. After testing its weight,
she did as Komura had done and gave it afew shakes by her ear. She flashed him asmile asif to signal that
everything was fine, and slipped the box into her oversize shoulder bag."l have to make acall," she said.
"Do you mind if | excuse myself for amoment?"Not at all,” Komura said. "Feel free."Keiko slung the bag
over her shoulder and walked off toward a distant phone booth. Komura studied the way she walked. The
upper half of her body was still, while everything from the hips down made large, smooth, mechanical
movements. He had the strange impression that he was witnessing some moment from the past, shoved with
random suddenness into the present."Have you been to Hokkaido before?' Shimao asked.K omura shook his
head."Y eah, | know. It's along way to come."Komura nodded, then turned to survey his surroundings.
"Funny," he said, "sitting here like this, it doesn't feel asif I've come all that far.""Because you flew. Those
planes are too damn fast. Y our mind can't keep up with your body."



