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The first time Eduardo Himura landed at the Narita Airport, in Japan, he was impressed by something he was not used to seeing in Brazil. 

“Holy fuck, there are so many japanese people here!”

That's what he whispered with a glimpse, remembering the countless times that as a child, he'd heard someone on the street call someone else's attention, while the stranger pointed his finger in his direction, mocking his flattened face, his scratched, torn eyes , as they said, and his hair was so straight and black, like black currant when it was time to be harvested. But strangely, in that airport crowded with similar people, despite the Japanese customs that their parents already practiced at home, such as the words spoken in Nihongo, the tasty foods composed of onigiris, sushi, sashimi, miso soup with onions, rice stuffed with sweet beans, — not to mention the Japanese songs heard from morning until dawn by the sick grandmother at home — despite all this; there, for the first time in Japan, Eduardo relived nostalgic feelings from his childhood in Brazil: feeling like a fish out of water, or even a stranger in the nest, realizing that he had no place, in the only place he imagined that was possible: in the country of origin. 

“I mean, I'm not even Japanese, I'm Brazilian!”

He repeated this phrase over and over to himself, while looking at flashy Japanese in black or gray tie suits, and elegant Japanese women, wearing fine, colorful clothes, with haughty looks wherever they went.

There were also older people, alone on their slow walk, holding a cup of coffee or tea in their hand, as they gazed at the horizon of the people in the airport lounge. The younger ones, on the other hand, passed in hurried flocks, smiling freely, opening the whiteness of their teeth in frantic laughter, in agitated gesticulation, flowing vibrant energy as they strolled through the stores. Despite the not-so-subtle differences, that is, cadenced steps or mismatched in hurried trots, it seemed that all of them emerged a different aura, more enlightened, self-assured, possibly magnetized in that 1st world country.
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“Breathe in and breathe out ...”

Impressed with so much information around himself, young Eduardo reorganized his thoughts, first seeking solace in a longer and deeper breath. And when it became impossible not to get lost in the colors, the lines, the Japanese letters stamped on all sides, he sought to remember the main reasons that brought him and his family to come to work on the other side of the world. At that, his father's voice began to echo in his mind, especially:

“Son, we're traveling to Japan to raise money. Just for that! Have I ever told you that a man without heritage is worth nothing?!”

It was just some of the lines already recorded in the children's subconscious, a kind of psychological inheritance left throbbing in their souls, but which had been ingrained since childhood, and much more intensified on the eve of departure.

When young Eduardo remembered his uncles, cousins and friends from school, he immediately felt eternal nostalgia for his life in Brazil. He missed everyone, especially a girl named Lyz, who had left him with promises of a quick return, still tasting the first and only kiss they'd shared after descending from an overcrowded collective. She said before the plane left:

“Take the opportunity, Eduardo. After all, think about it, it's not every day that someone changes continents, right?!”

Then he read and reread the letters from school friends, 1st year to be exact, and that as the months went by — no longer moved by the fervor of the recent goodbye — they arrived more interspersed, taking up less and less space in the box of the post office.

However, his greatest company has always been that of Emily Himura, his sister two years younger. A Libra, calm and sensible, sometimes the little one would spend hours on end yapping by her brother's ears, whether with relevant topics she had heard at school or even with something interesting she had read in a book she found fascinating, caught in: Three Poderes , the municipal library located just two blocks from the house. With the face of an angel, gestures of a princess girl, Eduardo loved her deeply. Despite her young age, Emily was the safe haven of his soul, a heartfelt solace when storms and youthful tempests raged over her brother's head, ravaging his prudish soul.

And, as the family crossed the airport lounge, looking for the exit gate where the taxi was already waiting in front, the father launched a comment:

“Tokyo is an interesting city. New experiences and new opportunities to learn await us in this country.”

And as the taxi roamed the streets and avenues of Tokyo, the father began to talk to himself as he looked at the illuminated signs stamped on top of commercial buildings, seeing the intense but organized traffic of cars on the streets, and at the people crossing . the busiest avenues, forming what appeared to be a huge anthill of orientals in the center of Japan's main city.

As soon as they got out of the taxi — stomachs rumbling from the last meal they had on the flight — they found the small Japanese restaurant they were looking for, Ramen; that was what was written on the smoky glass because of the vapors emanating from the kitchen installed shamelessly in front of the tables, but that created a friendly and nostalgic aura, reminding the old Japanese movies that the late grandmother watched so much in the living room.

Abe was the Japanese-Brazilian who was waiting for them in front of the restaurant. In addition to helping with work matters, or shigoto — as everyone heard him repeat over and over again in his trance of exchanging Portuguese for Japanese — he was also the one who transported families from the airport to the future facilities. As the family starved, Abe said with an air of smugness:

“You will be installed in the province of Saitama Ken, in a city called Toda-Shi. Now I tell you the best part: the apartment is located right in front of the city hall. There is a pharmacy, supermarket and bus stop close by. And just three kilometers from FAST FOOD, the factory you will work for!”

With the Himura family already satisfied in his car, Abe took the highway and, after consulting the map on his cell phone, drove to the Toda-Shi district. Meanwhile, he pulled out a small electric shaver — smothered in the mess that filled the inside of the glove compartment — and began shaving in the rearview mirror. He said with an air of assurance, acquired over at least twenty years of living in Japan:

“I need to give you some important advice: here in Japan, image is everything! Take great care of your appearance while you're here. By the way, if possible, wear your best clothes when you go to the company tomorrow morning.” 

After about forty minutes of a smooth ride, Abe's car pulled up in front of a condominium complex. Yellow Green Kondominiamu was the name that was written on the metal plate at the entrance to the small apartment complex, or rather, apaatos, — as from now on it would be common to hear among foreigners — It was the youngest who ventured to say what she thought as soon as she saw the small door with the large number 01, stamped on the wood.

“It's so tiny! Do you think it'll fit everyone in there?” 

It was then that everyone remembered the property they had in Brazil; an immense building in terms of size and number of rooms, with several parking spaces, not to mention the beautiful flowered garden that enhanced the place with at least six hundred square meters of area.

Abe, who anticipated answering Emily's question, before handing them the apartment key and starting the car:

“Of course yes! We all fit there! In fact, this apartment has accommodated even larger families... ”

Next to the door, a dusty washing machine was showing signs of aging. Above, a small clothesline. And all around, apart from the sharp whistling of the wind, there was only silence, for none of the tenants — both on the ground floor and on the second floor — risked looking beyond the doors. Quite reticent at first, the Himura family remained shy, but paying attention to every detail of that place that would be — for a period not yet defined by their father — their future residence.

After opening the door, the first thing the family saw was a cobbler installed in the corner of the wall, and suspended over it, a sturdy metal keyring that, however, no longer shone as much due to the oxidation generated from frequently bathed hands of sweat. Also worn were the cobbler's niches, with splinters revealing the original bottom, roughly covered with white paint. As one by one removed and placed the shoes next to each other, they remembered what Abe had said as he brought them up to the future residence.

“Taking off your shoes to enter the house is the most important hygienic custom in Japan.”

Unlike the various types of flooring that exist in Brazil, Japanese tatami is made of pressed rice straw, covered with a reed mat and side strip. Silent to the steps and pleasant to be walked on, while each one walked on it for the first time, they kept their eyes trained in the details of the furniture already strategically organized and positioned so that the small environment could gain more interior space. The family's breathing — frantic and even audible before — suddenly became rhythmic in each one's discoveries. But within their hearts, some certainties began to pop up nonstop, and then, moments after, all the previously pale expressions were tinged with the colors of excitement. And the biggest proof of this was that as they cleared each room, the hugs got tighter, and the looks that were previously averted, were now exchanged more frequently. Unfortunately, the positivist aura was short-lived. For soon the insecurity of the past — previously suspended in the winds of excitement — returned to old clothes. It was the mother who risked breaking the silence:
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