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The Moon and the Battery

Although his official name is Dr. Harutsuna Matsumoto, I call him "Sensei". I call him
"Sensei" in katakana, not "Sensei" or "Sensei". He taught Japanese in high school. Since he was
not my homeroom teacher and I did not pay particular attention to his Japanese classes, he did
not leave much of an impression on me. I did not see him for a long time after graduation. We
met next to each other at a bar in front of the station a few years ago, and we have come to see

each other frequently since. Sensei was sitting at the counter with a hunched back.
“Tuna and natto. Lotus root kinpira. Salted Rakkyo."

Almost at the same time as [ asked for them, the old man with the straight back next to

me said, "Salted Rakkyo. Salted radish, kinpira lotus root, tuna and natto.”

I looked for the person with similar tastes, and he looked at me too. While I was
wondering where I had seen this face before, Sensei said to me, "You must be Kiko Omachi,

right?”

When [ nodded in surprise, he continued, "I've seen you here from time to time. I
answered vaguely and looked at him further. His neatly coiffed gray hair, his shirt folded neatly,
his gray vest. On the counter was a sake bottle and a plate with a piece of dried whale and a bowl
with a little bit of mozuku seaweed left in it. As [ admired the elderly man's taste in snacks and
drinks, I was reminded faintly of the way he used to teach in high school. He always wrote on the
board while holding a blackboard cloth. He would write on the board while holding a blackboard
wipe, "Haru wa Akebono. He would write "Spring is Dawn. Ya-ya-ya-ya, "with his chalk and
immediately wipe it off in less than five minutes. He never took the blackboard cloth off the
board while he was lecturing to the students. The strip of the blackboard cloth seemed to cling to

the back of Senshi's sinewy left hand.
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HOh.”
HOh.”
"NO'"

"Mhmm," I answered as I filled my own beer glass. [ remembered that he was my
teacher in high school, but I could not remember his name. How could he remember the

name of one of his students?
I drained my beer, half impressed, half puzzled.
"You were wearing pigtails back then," he said.
"Mhmm."
"I recognized you coming in and out of the store."
"Mhmm."
"You'll be thirty-eight this year, won't you?"
"I'll only be 37 at the end of the year."
"Oh, excuse me."
"No, it's ok."
"I looked in the directory and the photo albums to make sure."
"Huh."
"You haven't changed a bit."

"[ called you "Sensei" to cover up the fact that I didn't know your name. Since

then, "Sensei" has become "Sensei."

That night we drank about five shots of sake together. I paid the bill. The next
time we met at the same restaurant, I paid the bill. From the third time, we each kept our
own account and each paid our own bill. Since then, we have continued in this way. The

reason why we have continued to come and go without interruption is probably because



we have the same temperament. We must have similar tastes not only in snacks and
drinks, but also in the way we interact with others. Although we are a little over 30 years

apart in age, we feel closer to each other than friends of the same age.

I have been to Sensei's house several times. Sometimes we go to a second bar
together after leaving the bar, and sometimes we go back to our respective houses. On
rare occasions, we would go to a third or fourth bar, and then usually end the evening at
the sensei's house for the last round of drinks. When he first said, "Well, you're close by,
come on by," I was a little defensive. [ had heard that his wife had passed away. I was a
little nervous about going inside the house where he lived alone, and knew that the drink
would linger in my system, but [ went in. The room was messier than I had expected. I
thought it would be spotless, but there were a few things in the corner. The carpeted
room with an old sofa leading to the entrance was quiet and empty, but in the next room,
there were books, manuscript papers, and newspapers scattered about. He spread out the
chabudai, pulled out a bottle of sake from among the objects in the corner of the room,

and poured sake into different sized cups.

After saying, "Please enjoy your meal," he went into the kitchen. The eight-mat
room faced the garden. Only one storm door was open. Through the glass door, I could
see the branches of trees floating in the distance. It was not the flowering season, so I did
not know what kind of tree it was. I have never been knowledgeable about plants. I asked

him what trees he had in his garden, to which he replied, "They're all cherry trees."
"All of them are cherry trees?"
"All of them. My wife loved them."
"It must be beautiful in the spring."

"Insects are everywhere, and in the fall there are too many dead leaves, and in the

winter it is too cold with all the branches."
"The moon is out."

There is a half-moon high in the sky. It was hazy. Sensei took a handful of

persimmon seeds, tilted his bowl, and sipped sake.
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He took a bite of a persimmon seed, tipped back his teacup, and sipped his sake.
"My wife was an easygoing, prepared, and carefree person," he said.

"She liked what she liked and disliked what she disliked. These persimmon seeds

are from Niigata, and they're spicy."

The spiciness of the persimmon seeds went well with the sake. I silently picked at
the persimmon seeds for a while. [ saw something fluttering in the treetops in the
garden. I wondered if there were birds. [ heard a thin chirping sound, and then the sound
of branches and leaves shaking for a while, and then it was quiet again. [ asked if there
was a nest, but there was no answer. When I turned around, the sensei was looking at the
newspaper. [t was not today's newspaper, but something he had picked up from among
the scattered papers. He was intently reading the section of the Foreign Correspondent's
report that featured a picture of a woman in a bathing suit. He seemed to have forgotten

that [ was there.

I called out again, "Sensei," but there was no answer. He was focused.
I called out loudly, "Sensei!" He looked up.

"Do you see this, Ms. Tsukiko?" Before I could reply, he put the newspaper on the
tatami mat, opened the sliding door, and went into the next room. He took out an old
chest and returned with a number of items. He returned with a small piece of pottery in
his hand. Several times, he went back and forth between the next room and the eight-

mat room.

"This is it."



Sensei narrowed his eyes and gently arranged the pottery on the tatami mat. It is a

vessel with a handle, lid, and spout. “Please take a look.”

"Oh wow," I said. What is this? I stared at them, wondering where I had seen
them before. They were all roughly made. They were all roughly made. They were too

small to be kyusu.
"They are kisha-dobin," Sensei said.
"Kisha-dobin?"

"I bought an ekiben and an earthenware teapot for my trip. Nowadays tea comes

in plastic containers, but in the old days it was sold in this train earthenware jar."

There were more than ten clay pots lined up. Some were candy-colored, others
were light-colored. The shapes were also different from each other. Some had large

spouts, some had large handles, some had small lids, and some had fat bodies.
"Are you collecting them?" I asked, and Sensei shook his head.

"I bought this one when I visited Shinshu in my first year of college. This one was
from a summer vacation with a colleague in Nara, when we got off at a station, bought a
boxed lunch for our companion, and were about to board the train again when it was
pulled out. This one was bought in Odawara on the way to our honeymoon. It was
wrapped in newspaper to prevent it from breaking and placed between our clothes,"

Sensei explained, pointing to the clay pots lined up side by side on the tatami mats. I just

nodded my head.
"I heard that there are people who collect these things."
"And you, too?" I asked.
"No way, [ wouldn't do something so crazy," he said, narrowing his eyes.

"I'm just going to put together what was there originally. I can't throw things
away," he said, going to the next room again and returning with several small plastic
bags. He took something out of the bags. What he took out were many batteries. On the

belly of each battery was written, in black magic marker, the name of the battery, such as



nn nn

"shaver," "wall clock," "radio," "pocket dentou," and so on. He picked up a single battery
and said, "This is a battery from the year of the Ise Bay typhoon. Tokyo also had a big

typhoon, and we ran out of batteries for our flashlights in just one summer."

"When I first bought a cassette tape recorder, it required eight AA batteries, and
they wore out quickly. I couldn't keep all eight, but I decided to keep just one of them, so
I closed my eyes and picked it out of the eight. I felt sorry for the batteries that had
worked so hard for me, and I couldn't throw them away. They had been lighting our
lights, making sounds, and running our motors, but to throw them away as soon as they

die is a shameful thing. Isn't that right, Tsukiko-san?"

He looked into my face. For the umpteenth time this evening, I touched one of
the dozens of batteries, large and small, with my fingertips, not knowing what to say. It

was rusty and damp. On its belly was written "Casio Keisanki."

"The moon is getting very tilted," Sensei said, leaning his head back. The moon

"slipped" out of his arms and shone clearly.

[ murmured, "I bet the tea you drank in the train earthenware kettle was delicious,
wasn't it? She rummaged around in the area where the bottle had been placed and pulled
out a tea canister. He placed tea leaves carelessly in a candy-colored earthenware kettle,
opened the lid of an old thermos that sat next to the tea table, and poured hot water into

the kettle.

"I bet the tea you drank in the train earthenware kettle was delicious, wasn't it?" |

murmured.

He rummaged around in the area where the bottle had been placed and pulled out
a tea canister. He placed tea leaves carelessly in a candy-colored earthenware kettle,
opened the lid of an old thermos that sat next to the tea table, and poured hot water into

the kettle.

"This thermos was given to me by one of my students. It's an old American-made
one, but it's still hot from the water I boiled it yesterday." The tea tasted strange, as if
there was still sake in the cup. Suddenly, the liquor was flowing and my vision began to

feel pleasant.



I stepped into a corner of the eight-mat room and looked around. There was a
piece of antiquity. There was an old Zippo lighter. A rusty hand mirror. There were three
large black leather bags, worn out and hostile. All three are of the same type. There are
flower shears. There is a hand library. There is a black plastic box. It has a scale and a

needle.
"What is this?" I asked, picking up the black box with the scale on it.
"Which one is it? Oh, that's it. That's a tester."

"A tester?" I asked, and he gently took the black box from my hand and rummaged
through it. He found a black cord and a red cord, and connected them to the tester. At

the end of each cord was a terminal.
"Like this," he said.

The red cord's terminal was attached to one end of the battery labeled "Beard

sled," and the black cord's terminal to the other end.

"Tsukiko-san, please take a look." Since his hands were full, Sensei stuck out his
chin and pointed at the scale on the tester. The needle was wagging. When I removed

the terminal from the battery, the needle stood still, and when I put it back on, it shook.

"There's still some electricity left," he said quietly. "There's not enough power to

run the motor, but there's still a little bit of life left in it."

The tester measured each of the many batteries. Most of the batteries did not
move the needle on the meter when the terminals were attached, but there were a few

that did move the needle. Whenever the needle moved, the tester would give a small,

"Oh!"
[ said, "You're still alive, aren't you?" and he nodded faintly.
"Sooner or later, all of them will die out," he said in a slow, distant voice.
"I guess you'll live out your life in a chest, won't you?"

"Yes, [ suppose that's the way it's going to be."



For a while, we stood silently gazing at the moon, and then, as we were getting
closer to the end of our conversation, he said, "Shall we drink some more? There's still

some tea left, isn't there?"
"It's tea time."

"The willow crosses the river at night, the river is white, and the smoke is on the

field. "
"Sake is not to be mixed."

"It doesn't matter, sensei," [ said. [ opened the bottle of sake in one gulp. The

moon was shining brightly. Suddenly, Sensei started chanting.
"What is that chanting?" I asked, and he looked indignant.
"Tsukiko-san, you didn't listen to the Japanese class properly, did you?"
"That's not what they taught us," I replied.
Sensei replied, "It's Irago Seihaku, no?"
He sounded like a teacher.

"I have never heard of Irago Seihaku," I said, taking the bottle and pouring it into

my own cup.
"You're a woman and you pour sake by hand," the sensei scolded me.
"You're old-fashioned, aren't you?"
He poured sake into his own teacup, murmuring, "Old and full of hair, yes."

"Across the river, in the smoky fields, the faint sound of a whistle touches the

traveler's heart.”

The sensei began to chant the rest of the song. He closed his eyes and chanted as
if listening to his own voice. [ absentmindedly look at the batteries, large and small. The
batteries were silent and still under the pale light. The moon was beginning to swell

again.
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It was Sensei who invited me to go to the market on the 8th of August. The
market is held on the 8th, 18th, and 28th.

"The market is held on the 8th, 18th, and 28th, and the 28th is a Sunday this
month. That day will be convenient for you." Saying this, he took out a notebook from

his usual black bag.

"The 28th?" I answered as I slowly flipped through my notebook. I had no plans

at all.

"That day, yes, I'm fine," I answered with a hint of sophistication. With a thick
fountain pen, he wrote in his notebook on the 28th, "8tA city, Tsukiko-san, noon, in front

of the bus stop in Minamimachi."”
His writing was masterful.
"I'll see you at noon," Sensei said as he tucked his notebook into his bag.

It was rare for me to meet him in broad daylight. In this dimly lit bar, we would
usually meet next to each other over sake or other drinks, eating chilled tofu if it was the
current season or yudofu if it was a little earlier in the year. We don't make any promises,
we just happen to be together. Sometimes we don't see each other for weeks, and

sometimes we see each other every night.
"What kind of city is it?" I asked him as I filled my cup.
"A city is a city. A city filled with things to do with life, of course," he said.

I thought it was strange that he and I would be going together to look at things to
do with life, but I guessed it was ok. I wrote in my notebook, "In front of the

Minamimachi bus stop at noon."



Sensei slowly drained his drink and filled it again with his own cup. He tilted the
sake cup slightly and poured it down with a clinking sound. Instead of tilting the sake cup
just above the cup, he held it much higher than the cup on the table and tilted it. The
sake fell into the cup in a thin stream. Not a drop spills. It was delicious. I once tried to
imitate him by holding the sake cup high and tilting it, but most of the sake spilled out. It
was a waste. Since then, I have been holding the cup firmly in my left hand and pouring
the sake with my right hand as close to the cup as possible, which is a very tactless way of

drinking.

I was once told by a colleague that my way of drinking was not sexy. The word
"sex appeal" wasn't of the times, but the demand for sex appeal simply because the
person pouring the sake is a woman was. I looked at my colleague with surprise.
However, this colleague, who had misunderstood what I was doing, entered the bar and
kissed me after we left the restaurant. I thought to myself, "Oh no, this is not good." |
caught the colleague's face with both hands as he pressed his face against mine and
pushed him away. What era did he think it was? I suppressed the urge to burst out into
laughter. How big of an era is this? I tried to hold back the urge to burst out. Seriously,

what era did he think it was?
"It's a bad day," I said, my tone and expression serious.
"This day?" he asked.
"Because it's a Tomibiki. Tomorrow is also Shakkou and Kanoetora."
"Huh?"

I left my open-mouthed colleague in the dark and quickly ran down the subway
entrance. After descending the stairs, I ran for a while. After making sure my colleague
wasn't following me, I went into the washroom to do my business, then carefully washed
my hands. I looked at my slightly disheveled face in the mirror and chuckled. Sensei

doesn't like to be served. He carefully pours his own beer and sake.

Once, I poured the first of my beers into Sensei's glass. As soon as I tipped the
beer bottle into his cup, he flinched a hair, or maybe three hairs, but said nothing. When
the glass was full, he quietly lifted it, said "Kanpai," and drank it all in one gulp. When he



had drunk all of it, he choked a little. He must have wanted to finish it as soon as
possible. When I lifted the beer bottle to refill it, he straightened his back and said, "Oh,
thank you very much, but I prefer to pour by myself." Ever since then, I have decided not
to pour for Sensei. Although he has occasionally offered to pour a glass of wine into my

cup.

As I was waiting in front of the bus stop, he arrived. I arrived fifteen minutes

before him, and he arrived ten minutes before me. It was a beautiful sunny Sunday.

"The buses are so crowded," Sensei said, looking up at the few bars beside the bus
stop. The wind was not so strong, but the dark green branches of the zelkova tree tops
high in the sky were swaying. It was a hot summer day. I said, "Your shirt looks good on
you," and he said, "No, it doesn't." Sensei answered quickly and quickened his pace. We

walked in silence for a while, but soon he slowed his pace and asked, "Are you hungry?"
"More than that, I'm a little out of breath," I answered.
"You shouldn't say such strange things," he said with a laugh.

"I didn't say anything strange. Sensei, you're so stylish," I said. Without answering

my words, he went into a nearby bento shop.

"I'll have the pork and kimchi bento special,”" he said to the woman in the store
and then he turned to me. "What about you?" he said with his eyes. There were so many
items on the menu, [ had no idea what was what. I was momentarily attracted to the
"Bibimbap with fried egg," but I didn't like the fact that it contained a fried egg instead

of a yolk. Once I start hesitating, [ become indecisive.

After much hesitation, I said, "I'd like a pork kimchi bento too." I ended up with
the same bento as Sensei. [ sat down on a bench in the corner of the restaurant and

waited for my bento to be ready.
[ said, "You're used to ordering," to which he nodded.
"I live alone. Do you cook, Ms. Tsukiko?"

"I do when I have a lover," I answered, and he nodded seriously.



"That makes sense. I guess it might be a good idea for me to have a lover or two."
"Two lovers must be a lot of work."
"Two is the limit, I suppose."

While we were arguing about the most absurd things, the lunch boxes were ready.
The shopkeeper had put two differently sized lunches into a plastic bag. I whispered to

Sensei, "They're to different sizes even though I ordered the same thing."
He answered, "You ordered the regular one, not the special one."
When I went outside, the wind had picked up a little.

He held the plastic bag containing the lunch box in his right hand and held his
Panama hat with his left. Stalls began to appear along the street. One stall sold only Tabi1
Shoes. Some were selling folding umbrellas. There was a stall selling used clothing.
There were stalls selling a mixture of old and new books. Before long, both sides of the

street were filled with stalls.
"The area was completely flooded by a typhoon 40 years ago," he said.
"Forty years ago?"
"A lot of people died."

The market had been running since that time, Sensei explained. The year after
the flood, the size of the market was scaled down, but from the following year on, a large-
scale market was held three times a month. The market has grown more and more
popular each year, and now most of the stalls along the road between the Teramachi bus
stop and the next bus stop, Kawasuji-nishi, are open on days other than the 8th day of
the month.

"Over here," Sensei said as he stepped into a small park off the road. It was a
deserted park. While the main street was crowded with people, the park was quiet and
still. From a vending machine at the entrance of the park, Sensei bought two bottles of
brown rice tea. We lined up on a bench and opened the lids of our lunch boxes. As soon

as [ opened it, [ smelled kimchi.



"I see that yours is a special,” he said.

"Of course, it's a special.”

"How is it different from the regular one?"

We both put our heads together and looked at the two bento boxes carefully.
"There's not much difference," he said pleasantly.

We sipped our tea slowly. There was a breeze, but the moisture was welcome,
especially in the middle of summer. The cold tea fell down his throat, moistening it as he

sipped it.

"Tsukiko-san, you seem to be enjoying your food," Sensei said enviously as he
watched me eating rice covered with the leftover pork kimchi broth. He had already

finished his meal.
"I'm sorry for my bad manners."

“Your manners aren't bad, it just looks good," he said as he put the lid back on the
empty lunch box and reattached a rubber band around the lid. In the park, birch and
cherry trees were planted alternately. Both zelkova and cherry trees were growing tall
and coarse. After passing a corner selling sesame seeds, many stalls selling foodstuffs

began to appear. A stall selling only beans.



