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Heaven Help Her

Heaven Kogo, the adopted daughter of business mogul Konishi Kogo, was reported missing seven weeks ago after a violent incident during her wedding at Los Angeles’ Beverly Wilshire hotel. Details of the incident are still unclear, but it appears that some type of attack was made. Several witnesses at the scene report that a ninja dropped through the ballroom skylight, although the Beverly Wilshire management was unwilling to comment on any damages sustained to their property. The attacker’s identity and motive are still unknown, but the attack left Kogo’s son, Ohiko, dead and countless guests and family members with minor injuries. It appears that the Kogo daughter escaped of her own volition, perhaps fearing for her life.

On Tuesday reports surfaced that Konishi Kogo has been attacked once more, this time in a Los Angeles restaurant, and has sustained serious injuries that have left him comatose. Mieko Kogo, Konishi’s wife and Heaven’s adoptive mother, refused to comment on her husband’s health or her daughter’s whereabouts, but several inside sources confirm both that Konishi remains comatose and that Heaven remains missing. Mieko Kogo is rumored to be returning with her husband to Japan this week. It is unclear whether Konishi’s serious condition may be enough to lure his runaway daughter out of hiding….
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“Surprise,” a voice said. The voice was dark, sinister, even smoky. I tensed up, searching the smooth green lawns of Hollywood in surprise. I could feel my heart clench and then crack! Suddenly I felt a sharp blow to my head, and pain exploded through my senses. I closed my eyes as my vision was flooded with white. I groped around for a moment, struggling in vain to get myself into a ready, defensive position.

Again. The word kept repeating in my brain—it was all I could think. They’ve found me again. It’s not over. It’s me they want. But there was no time for thinking now. Only for surviving.

My vision probably returned within seconds, but it felt like an eternity. Before me stood a huge Asian man perhaps twice my size, with pulpy lips and an old beat-up black coat. He lunged at me again. The bright, sunny neighborhood that surrounded Hiro’s house suddenly seemed like a terrifying place. I guess everywhere seems terrifying when there’s somebody determined to kill you.

“Heaven!” Hiro shouted, and I struggled to look at him. Someone else was there, too, beyond the guy who had just hit me. Somebody was also beating on Hiro. Don’t hurt him, I thought frantically. It was one thing for me to be hurt in an attack—I was the one they were after. But not Hiro. Oh God, I thought as I tried to get into a ready position, don’t let me be responsible for him getting hurt. Hiro and I were just returning from the airport, where we’d watched my comatose father get loaded onto a plane bound for Tokyo. I had thought—hoped, maybe—that it was my father these guys were after. Not me. How did they find me here? My mind was racing. What do they want from me? When will this end?

When the thug was inches away, I managed to whip my hand up and strike his shoulder with the back of my palm. He jumped back in pain, yelping, extreme surprise gleaming in his eyes. That’s right, baka, I thought, relishing his high-pitched girlie yelp. This little Japanese heiress can fight.

He charged again. This time I was crouched down, ready for him. He ran into me like a thousand-pound sack of rice—he was fighting me more like a boxer than a samurai. I flailed around for a moment. He was so much stronger than I was. But I was smarter.

“Oof,” I grunted, managing to wrestle myself free. I glared at the thug’s pulpy face. Hideous. Whoever was after me, he or she had a knack for finding the ugliest thugs in the universe. Then I looked down. Oh, crap. He was holding a knife. On instinct, I quickly grabbed for his throat in the “to hold down a pillow” move Hiro had taught me just days ago. Thank God we had just started learning how to disarm your opponent. I had to move quickly before he had a chance to do any damage. I heard my breath go in and out, as if I were wearing a scuba mask. Time seemed to slow down. My heart pounded in my chest.

I jumped forward, squeezing his throat and kicking his stomach. “Oof!” He recoiled in pain again, the knife flopping uselessly at his side. I began to feel dizzy, like I was going to fall over. My temples ached. I couldn’t see Hiro anywhere.

Focus, Heaven, I screamed to myself. For crying out loud, don’t get all wimpy now.

Suddenly I couldn’t see anything; I didn’t know where the guy had gone. I bent down to my knees, groping above to see if he was near. I struggled to remember Hiro’s lessons about awareness, about trying to harness all of your senses to anticipate what would come next in the battle. As I crouched, I regained some of my vision and watched as the thug still grasped at his throat, struggling to breathe.

And then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw a miracle happen. Like divine intervention, a police car came slowly rolling around the corner. I don’t think the driver saw the guy I was fighting, but the guy definitely saw the car. He freaked out and started running. I swiveled my head to find Hiro and saw that he didn’t have any scratches. I guess I should have known he’d be all right, I thought. Hiro kicks way more ass than I do. The guy who’d jumped him had a bloody nose; when he saw the police, he bolted, too. Meanwhile the police, totally oblivious to what had just happened, turned onto another main street a few blocks down. Two pairs of shoes made empty echoes on the street, slowly dissolving into silence.

I could still feel each breath tearing through me. In and out. In and out. I could feel my body returning to normal as the adrenaline ebbed away.

Another attack. I’d survived another one.

“Oh my God,” I murmured as I sat down on the curb, still gasping for breath.

“Are you all right?” Hiro rushed over to my side. My faithful protector. “Where did he hit you?”

“My head,” I said, dazed. “Oh, Hiro, I’m so sorry….” I put my hand up to feel the wound. When I brought it back to my side, it was covered in blood. Yuck. I’d seen way too much blood in the past few weeks.

“Heaven, oh my—” Hiro started to say. He came closer and closer to me, looking at my head. Suddenly the whole world was spinning. It was like looking at kaleidoscope Hiro. The granola I’d had for breakfast that morning churned in my stomach.

“Heaven, your head,” Hiro said, now right in front of me, his face next to mine.

Yes, I thought stupidly. My head. All I could focus on was my head, actually, because the rest of the world was completely spinning away. “Ugh,” I whispered, and closed my eyes to steady the world. But after that, everything disappeared, even the pain.

I fell into a warm, comforting blackness.
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I was back at the airport. Actually, this airport looked airy and much cleaner than LAX—more like Tokyo’s Narita Airport. I looked down and realized I was wearing my wedding outfit again. Why? It felt incredibly constricting. The first thought I had was, Oh my God, these last two months have been a dream. I’m actually going to marry Teddy. It seemed like the worst thing in the world. But then I realized something.

My wedding kimono wasn’t as it had been on my wedding day. Instead I was covered from head to toe in dried blood. Even my fingernails, my elbows, and my ankles were caked in it. I looked like something out of a Stephen King novel, like Carrie—the girl who was totally covered in blood at her prom.

For some reason, though, I didn’t feel upset. I felt totally calm, like some kind of Zen master. I was on a higher plane—no pun intended. Outside the windows, I could see one lonely plane on the runway. It had Japan’s red rising sun on its wing. Looking to the right, I spotted a massive procession walking toward the plane. People marched slowly, carrying huge signs that bore photos of my father. My heart surged at the sight of him. The photograph was amazing: he looked powerful and self-satisfied, yet humble and intelligent. And on top of it all, a little scary. Just like in real life. I knew I’d seen the photograph somewhere—then I remembered where. It had been on the back of the annual report for Kogo Industries.

Behind them, a few large men slowly carried a coffin toward the plane. They were the kinds of guys my father would hold informal dinners with sometimes—big, greasy-looking men with expensive suits and weird, curly hair. I couldn’t tell you their names. They were all wearing the exact same suit. They carried the coffin steadily without breaking stride—like robots.

I was watching my father’s funeral.

I felt my stomach drop. My father had died? Why hadn’t anyone told me?

Suddenly Hiro was standing next to me. He just sort of appeared, like a vapor. “Hello, Heaven,” he said, and his voice was weirdly monotone.

“Hiro,” I cried. “Thank God you’re here! What’s happening? When did my father die?”

“I’m sorry about your father’s death,” Hiro said, still in the same mechanical tone, staring straight ahead. “But it was a business decision. It could not have been helped.”

“What do you mean?” I said, holding out my hands. There was something horribly familiar about that explanation. I looked down and realized that my hands were slathered in blood as well. Dried blood. It had caked and was a flaky brown.

“Did I kill him?” I asked with horror. Suddenly I completely believed that I had. I couldn’t remember doing it, but I knew it was true—completely, horribly true. Tears sprang to my cheeks. Hiro grabbed my hand and squeezed it hard.

“I know,” he said. “This must be terrible for you.”

“It’s all so terrible! Everything!” Why did I kill him? I was unable to control my tears. They poured down my face, leaving clean, wet trails through the dried blood. I wiped my face with my hand. But then Hiro leaned down and looked me in the eyes. He looked so beautiful. I thought how perfect his face was. He had a perfect mouth. And his expression—a look that seemed filled with desire, longing, love, pity, kindness, all at once—made my heart start beating faster.

And then something wonderful happened. Even in my dream, I could feel my whole body flood with happiness, like nothing I had ever felt before.

Hiro bent over and kissed me.

The kiss seemed to last forever. I leaned into him, running my hands through his hair. He grabbed me and pulled me closer to him. I could feel the strength and power of his body pressed up against mine. He felt so warm, like a blanket I wanted to curl up in. I didn’t know what to do with this kind of desire—where do you go next? It was like I couldn’t get close enough to him. I wanted to undress him and feel his whole body. I had never felt this way before; it was weird and wonderful all at the same time.

After what seemed like an eternity, we pulled apart. I kept my eyes closed. I felt Hiro drop my hand. When I opened my eyes, Ohiko was standing at my side.

“Ohiko!” I breathed. “I—I thought I’d never see you again!”

My brother put his finger to my lips, pulled me close to him, and gave me a gigantic hug. He said nothing.

Then I remembered what my father had said right before he was wounded. Ohiko was working for an enemy family. He was at the wedding as part of the attack, not to save you. I pulled back from Ohiko and stared long and hard. Ohiko looked so kind, so gentle and innocent. How could what my father said have been true? “Why did you do it?” I asked.

“I didn’t,” Ohiko said. He shook his head over and over again. I knew that he was telling the truth. My father was the one who was wrong. I tried to speak but could not. It felt like my mouth was filled with gum. Then Ohiko began to call my name. “Heaven,” he said. It seemed that he was becoming translucent. The funeral behind him had vanished. I suddenly felt terrible; I had missed the plane’s takeoff.

“Heaven,” he called softly. “Heaven.”

I tried, but I couldn’t manage to answer him.

“Heaven.” Ohiko’s calls were stronger now. Suddenly everything went white. I struggled to open my eyes but couldn’t. “Heaven,” boomed the voice again. Finally, with great effort, I managed to wrench my eyes open.

A shadowy figure stood above me, staring down. I couldn’t quite focus on it. “Heaven,” it said again.

“But you’re dead,” I said dreamily, not quite sure what was happening to me.

“What?”

I blinked. Now I could just make out Hiro standing above me, not my brother. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice warm with concern.

“I just saw Ohiko,” I babbled. Then I started to cry. My brother wasn’t real. He had just been a dream. It was Hiro who was calling me, not my brother. I turned my head to the pillow and squeezed my eyes tightly together, trying not to completely lose it. I had heard that when those who have died appeared to you in a dream, it meant they were trying to speak to you. To tell you that everything was okay. But I didn’t know whether to believe that. And why was my father dead? And my body covered in blood? What did that mean? “It’s so terrible,” I cried.

Hiro patted my shoulder. “I know, Heaven,” he said, but my body continued to heave. “You’ve had a terrible day. I know this must be hard for you, having to read about your father’s condition in the newspaper. Seeing your father in such a weakened state, to watch him fly off and not be able to do anything to help him…but you have to keep in mind, the paper said his condition is stable. He’ll be all right. Right now we have to concentrate on protecting you.”

I sobbed deeply into the pillow. Hiro was right. I remembered how my father had looked on his stretcher earlier today. Millions of tubes had sprouted from his body. I could barely see his face, but I knew in my gut that it was my father. My heart had recognized him even if my eyes couldn’t. His silvery, efficient haircut, his tall, lean frame, the sharp shape of his nose. His face had looked pale and slack, and he’d been covered by a white blanket almost up to his chin. A terrible lump had rushed up in the back of my throat; I’d felt almost nauseous. I had never seen my father hurt before. I’d never even seen him with a cold. To me, Konishi was invincible: tall, strong, even a little scary when crossed. It was hard to believe that my father had become this pale, wan creature. But I knew it was real. I had been there when he was wounded.

I had also seen my adoptive mother, Mieko. She’d worn a white jacket and hood, white pants, white shoes—white everything. My father loved it when she dressed all in white. It was just like Mieko to dress to please him, even when he was far too injured to care. I’d had a funny feeling as I watched her walk to the plane—I felt almost hurt that she’d never tried to contact me. Which was unfair, really. It had never occurred to me that Mieko was still in Los Angeles—I’d thought only of Konishi. The sight of her had reminded me that I had an adoptive mother, too, at least legally. Mieko had never been much of a real mother to me. Even now—was she trying to look for me? If she never saw me again, would she care?

I sniffled and rolled over. Hiro stared at me, but I couldn’t quite look him in the eye.

“Are you okay?” he asked. “How’s your head?”

“It hurts,” I said. Those thugs. The knives. That sweaty body. It’s happening again. My head throbbed as I tried to sit up. “What—?” I started.

Hiro shushed me. “Lie back down,” he said, gently pushing me back onto the pillow. “You took a bad blow to your forehead, but I don’t think you have a concussion. I think it was just a bad bump. I think you passed out more from shock.”

“Those guys…,” I said hoarsely. They were definitely after me. It wasn’t over yet. Will it ever be over?

“Shhh,” Hiro said. He spoke in a very soft, calm voice. “Basically, Heaven, whoever is after you is still after you. And they’ve tracked you down to this neighborhood. Thank God the police came when they did.”

“I don’t want to think about it,” I muttered. Someone still wanted me. Some strange, phantom person—and they wanted me, not my father. I remembered the eyes of the ninja who’d attacked at my wedding—I had known even then that it was me he was after, even as I’d watched him slay my brother. A shiver ran down my spine. I wanted to go back to sleep. I wanted to sleep forever.

But then I realized something else. The thought made my stomach do flips, and I clutched the comforter to steady myself. The attackers had approached us just blocks from Hiro’s house. Whoever these people were, they’d tracked me down to this neighborhood. Which meant that their next stop would be Hiro’s house itself.

Hiro was nothing to them. It was me they wanted. I thought of all the different movies I’d seen where criminals tried to get information out of an innocent man. I pictured Hiro tied to a chair in a dark basement, being beaten by thugs. I pictured him being burned with cigarettes or taunted with knives. They could kill him, beat him, torture him to get information on me. By staying with Hiro, I was endangering his life. And not in a “might happen someday” way—in a very real, very possible way. I didn’t know how I could live with myself if anything ever happened to Hiro. He had given me everything—and he could have everything taken away, just for being kind to me.

I have to move, I thought miserably. Find somewhere else to live. The thought was as scary and terrible to me as someone else thinking, I have to saw off my right arm. I wasn’t ready. Hiro was my anchor—he was the only person I could count on in L.A., and I couldn’t give him up. Moving somewhere else and dealing with life on my own here, where there were killers out looking everywhere for me, seemed like a big, black cloud that could easily swallow me up. But I had to face it.

“Hiro, I think I should find somewhere else to live,” I said.

Hiro’s eyes widened. He sighed and shook his head, running his fingers through his dark hair. “I thought of that,” he said quietly. “They’ve definitely tracked you to this neighborhood. It’s only a matter of time. I don’t know what makes me more nervous, Heaven—the thought of you here, staying in this house when they’re getting this close, or the thought of sending you out on your own.” He looked at me. “Not that you’re not strong enough to handle it. I’m sure you are. But I guess I feel that as long as you’re living under my roof, I can protect you.”

“Maybe no one can protect me.” The words just kind of tumbled out of my mouth, but once they were out there, I realized how true they were.

Hiro’s face turned grave. “You can protect you.” He put his hand on my shoulder. “Remember that, Heaven.” He stood up and walked into the kitchen. “I’m going to make some calls to see if I can find you a place to stay temporarily,” he said. “Maybe Karen can help us out. She’s got a pretty big place and I’m sure she wouldn’t mind. Plus she lives in a different neighborhood—Echo Park—which isn’t far from here. You’ll be safe for a while, anyway.”

I nodded, trying to suppress a sigh. I knew Karen. She taught at the dojo. She’d acted a little weird toward me in the past—whenever Hiro was mentioned, she seemed to get a little competitive or angry. Maybe she was just a quirky sort of personality. Hiro went on: “I’m also going to check into some more permanent arrangements. We need to find somebody who’s trustworthy and won’t ask questions. I know a couple of people who might fit the bill. And I think from now on, you’re going to have to disguise yourself when you go out. Wear sunglasses and a hood or something to that effect. We know they’re looking for you.”

They. I shivered but didn’t say anything. I just wished I knew who they were.

I slumped back on the couch, not sure what to do with myself. I had really set this whole thing in motion. I was really going to leave Hiro’s place. I’d grown up in the same house all my life. The biggest adjustment I’d ever really had to face before a couple of months ago, when my life totally fell apart, was when our old chef Yotoyo quit and we hired a new one, Yoko, who put fish in everything, including the dessert. Also, I knew that moving would mean spending a lot less time with Hiro. He was my only real friend here. Who else did I know? After all we’d been through the past two months, I felt like we really understood and cared for each other. Hiro was beginning to see how eager I was to become a samurai in the truest sense. In the fight with the ninja who had wounded my father, I had proved that I did not fear my own death but could face it with courage. Ever since then, Hiro had been treating me with a newfound respect.

I truly enjoyed being around him. I truly enjoyed what he was teaching me.

And, uh, oh, yeah—I was really starting to fall for him. In a totally nonbushido way of thinking, I wanted him to father my children. Or at least kiss me.

I remembered the good part of my dream. That kiss. Damn. It had felt so real. And so good. I blushed. The feeling of his kiss still burned on my mouth.

I rolled over on the couch and groaned. I’d never really thought out these feelings before, but there was no denying that I was into Hiro. I mean, who was I kidding? That dream, the kiss? That rushing, impatient feeling that swept over me? It was like my lust was leaking into my subconscious because I couldn’t do anything about it in my waking life. Spending all this time with Hiro had not only made me feel secure, strong, purposeful, and protected, but it also made me feel completely besotted. With him.

After a while Hiro walked back into the room. He had a bowl of noodles in his hand. “Want some?” he asked, extending the bowl toward me. I shook my head. I was too keyed up to be hungry. He sat down in the chair opposite me and slowly began to eat the noodles. I found myself staring at his mouth. Those perfect lips. Stop it, Heaven.

“I just got off the phone with Karen,” Hiro said. “She’s on her way over here to pick you up.”

“She’s picking me up right now?” I said. I’d thought it would be another few hours! I wanted to stare at Hiro’s poster of Mount Fuji and look longingly at his profile for just a little longer.

“She should be here in a couple of minutes,” Hiro said. “But like I said, I don’t think you should stay with Karen for long. She shouldn’t get mixed up in this. I told her that you need another place to stay because you were mugged. It’s close enough to the truth. She was really nice about it.”

I sat up, not saying anything. I was too tense to speak.

Hiro went on. “If you want to look for a place on your own, that’s fine, but like I said, I’ll help you find a place. I know some people.” Hiro paused, digging his chopsticks into the noodles. “If you want my advice, I definitely think you should look for a roommate situation, not for your own apartment. To get your own place, you have to have a job and up-front money for a security deposit, and they’ll run a credit check on you.”

“A credit check?” I asked.

“Yeah. You know…credit cards.”

“I had a credit card,” I said, drifting off. “My father paid the bill.” I’d loved my credit card. My father had checked every item on the bill, but I was allowed to buy whatever clothes I wanted. Designer jeans, dresses I didn’t need, thousand-dollar boots. I never had to worry about getting something I wanted. I just headed over to the mall and swish, sign, it was mine.

“Yeah, but they check into you, too. I don’t think you want anyone checking into your background right now.”

I sighed. Right. I didn’t have even that much freedom now. Funny how someone trying to kill you totally limits your shopping options.

Hiro continued. “Also, Heaven, I’ve thought about it and I think you should look for a job. Since whoever it is you’ll be staying with will probably demand something in the way of rent, you’ll need to have some money coming in.”

I began to wonder what Hiro would do if I hid under his bed and refused to come out. We’d talked about this before, but now I could see that I really needed a job. What would I be qualified to do? I gritted my teeth and thought about how when I was sixteen, I’d wanted to get a job down at Tower Records because some of my friends in school were working there, too. My father had been offended that I’d even brought it up. But if I had gotten that job, maybe I would feel a little more confident about finding a job here, in L.A., where not only was I completely unqualified but, now that I thought about it, I was also an illegal alien. It was doubtful that people would fall over themselves to hire me. Maybe I could sell my story to the tabloids. It was already plastered all over the regular papers; why not the Enquirer, too?

At least I was qualified to do that.

“But it will have to be a job that leaves time for training,” Hiro said. “What about something like a coffee shop or a boutique?”

“Okay,” I said. It came out as barely a whisper. I couldn’t imagine holding down a job and doing our typical training day. I had to stare at the wall to keep myself from crying. If only I could stay for even one more night, I was sure I’d feel better about the situation in the morning.

But that was out of the question. Hiro’s safety was too important to me. He got up from his chair and stood next to me. “Promise me you’ll start looking,” he said. His face was close to mine. I could even smell the spiciness of the noodles he was eating.

“Of course,” I said. Kiss me, I thought, totally inappropriately. “Are we—are we still going to train tomorrow?” I said, trying to pull myself together.

Hiro shook his head. “No training tomorrow. I don’t want to risk it for a couple of days.” Well, at least that would give me time to look for this job and new apartment.

Outside, a horn honked. “That’s her,” Hiro said. My heart sank.

“Gimme a minute,” I blurted. I walked into Hiro’s little bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror.

I looked positively horrific. My hair was going every which way, I had a nasty cut on my forehead, and my eyes looked puffy and bloodshot. I looked exhausted. God, I thought I’d been sitting there next to Hiro looking all sexy, fresh from battle, not a hair out of place. I guess that’s only in the movies. I squeezed my eyes shut to block out the sight and tried to breathe.

Come on, Heaven. You can do this. Pull yourself together and go out there. You can deal with life. You have to. Think about what you’ve learned from training. Think about strength coming from within. With cowardice, you will die.

I left the bathroom. Hiro was standing at the door, already holding my bags. He must have seen my look of distress. I walked up to him and took the bags from his hands. “It’ll be okay,” he said firmly. “You know that, right?”

“I know,” I said wearily. But I didn’t know.

“I’ll see you in a couple of days,” Hiro said. There was an awkward pause. I tried to walk around him, but he stood in the way and I tripped over the carpet and fell into his back. “Oops,” he said, catching me. I recovered my balance and blushed.

Hiro stepped to the side, still holding the door open. I smiled weakly and ducked my head and stepped forward. Left, right, left, right, Heaven. Get it together. “See ya,” I said sheepishly. And then I turned to the outside, squinting in the sunlight, and walked shakily toward Karen’s waiting car.

My husband’s private plane is silent. I can hear his breath flowing in and out of his body. I stare out the window at the clouds. Clouds look the same wherever you go, whether you are in Japan or the United States or Antarctica. It does not matter.

I had imagined a different fate for us, when we returned to our country from this vulgar one. I had been to the United States a few times before and always cringed at the loudness and the flashing lights and the yelling. In Japan, yelling is considered extremely rude.

My husband could be called loud at times, but it is his actions that are loud, not his voice. He is loud when he is angry. Loud when someone has done something to anger him. And my precious son, Ohiko, angered him terribly. He would not hear Ohiko’s pleas for his understanding. He merely sat with a rigid mouth. I did not say anything. I have found that it is best to practice the code of nakatta koto ni suru: pretend it did not happen. Out of sight, out of mind. It is the best way.

I just want to make him comfortable. In America, the doctors screamed over his head as he lay somewhere beyond us, in the clouds. I was on the phone with Aryoshi in Tokyo. Give me the best medical team you’ve got. Give me people he knows. For Konishi, they do anything.

He cannot tell me how he is feeling. American doctors told me nothing. He woke up once and sat up. His eyes bore a look of akuma, a devil. “Heaven,” he cried. Then he lay back down. I was stunned. I asked the doctors what was happening to him. They would tell me nothing. Nothing.

I feel a twinge of guilt and fear and…excitement. Heaven’s life is changing. And there is nothing he can do about it. He is not able to control anything now.

I see Mount Fuji ahead. It is covered in snow. I think of Yuki-Onna, the Lady of the Snow. In the folktale, a master and his apprentice are traveling through the snowy regions of Kyoto. They find a place to sleep in a ferryman’s hut. But the apprentice does not sleep; he stays awake. He sees a strange woman come into the hut, standing above his master. She blows snowy ice into the master’s face and kills him. She says to the apprentice, “If you tell anyone about this, the same thing will happen to you.”

The next year the apprentice is returning home and meets a young woman in these same woods. She is beautiful; she says her name is Yuki. They marry; Yuki provides him with ten children. One night, while Yuki is sewing, sitting by the fire, the apprentice looks at her and says, “You remind me so much of this beautiful woman I saw when I was eighteen years old. She killed my master with her ice-cold breath. I’m sure she was a strange spirit, but tonight she resembles you.” Yuki looked up at him with a terrible expression on her face. “You fool,” she said. “It was I, Yuki-Onna, who came to you that night and silently killed your master! You promised you would keep the secret, though, didn’t you? If it weren’t for those children of yours sleeping in the next room, I’d kill you now.” Instead she changed into a white mist, never to return again.

Some say she lives in the mountains. She is a silent killer. She is full of secrets.

I am entranced by this story.

“We should be reaching Tokyo shortly,” Ichi, the pilot, says to me. I nod.

“Arigato,” I say. My husband’s heartbeat rolls out in waves.

Mieko





OEBPS/Images/1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg





