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MARI MORISHITA

Children’s literature author Mari Morishita was born in Tokyo, Japan. Station Hotel Room #205 is the
first story from the collection Tokyo Station Kid, published by Komine Shoten in 2005. She has received
numerous honors including the First Children’s Literature Magazine’s New Writer’s Award for her story

Machihazureno Mokeiten (The Hobby Shop at the Edge of Town).

Station Hotel Room #205

“Station Otaku.”

That’s what my friends call me. An “otaku” is someone who shuts himself in, obsessed with something,
a geek.

I like train stations, and it’s true that I’'m into Tokyo station, so I won’t argue that. However, I feel
that everyone has something they’re into, like radio-controlled planes or “Pokemon” stuff or personal
computers.

Among my classmates there are cartoon otaku and computer otaku, but I wasn’t an “otaku” at first. I
played with lots of friends.

I used to dash through the main corridor of Tokyo station to the Marunouchi side with twelve or thirteen
friends. It’s interesting to see the change from the Yaesu side, the surrounding buildings seem so suddenly
formal. There aren’t many towns with a station with such different characters within itself.

My mother scolds me,” You are already in the upper class in elementary school. Stop playing choo-
choo trains.” She is old-fashioned. Choo-choo trains are the smoke-puffing steam engines, the steam
locomotives, which we rarely see nowadays.

Eventually my friends lost interest, leaving the group one by one until I was the only one who came to
Tokyo station. That’s how I became an “otaku”. There are many steam locomotives fanatics, but there
aren’t any train station otaku here.

Despite this, I love Tokyo station. I notice something new every time I visit, and the view of the station
from the Marunouchi side is so inspiring that it makes my heart beat quickly. Today too I went to Tokyo
station. I left my school bag at home telling my mother, “I’m going to my friend’s house.” I walked
straight through the corridor from the north entrance, the Yaesu side. When I stopped, I could feel the
trains coming and going on the rails above my head. It gave me a shiver.

I ran without stopping, crossing the street from the Marunouchi side to the square beyond. Turning

around, I faced the station, gazing at the rectangular station building from right to left. The red brick
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building is beautiful. It’s majestic. [’ve seen photos of the original, beautiful crown-shaped dome before
it was burnt in an air raid in the war. Picturing it in my mind gave me another shiver.

I was gazing at the station when someone called out to me. “Hey, you.” It was an elegant old gentleman
in a brown suit.

“You‘ve been observing the station rather intently. Do you like Tokyo station?”

“Yes, I do.”

“I see. I’m an architect, and I think this building is magnificent. There are people though who say that
the station is a copy of Amsterdam station.”

“I know,” I said impatiently. “But they started saying that more than thirty years after the completion of
Tokyo station on December 15th, 1914. If it really was a copy, then we would have heard it earlier.”

“My, you know a lot for your age. Perhaps, those people who went abroad for the first time were so
impressed by Amsterdam station that they just blurted it out without knowing the history. They were
looking only at the surface.”

“Yes, I know,” I said. “In the Netherlands there are a lot of buildings made of red brick, Amsterdam
station uses them. The only other similarity is that they are both central stations with train lines passing
through, which was unusual at that time. Usually those big stations were terminal stations, the end of a
line. That’s all.”

“That’s right,” he agreed. “The architect Kingo Tatsuno spent eight years working out the design of the
station, revising it three times. The construction took, um...”

“Six years from the beginning, right?” I said gently to the old gentleman, who started to seem like a
close friend.

He said with a smile, “You are a good kid, and you seem to really appreciate this station. Maybe one
day you’ll become an architect. Actually, when I saw Tokyo station for the first time [ was deeply moved.
I was a child when I first saw it, a long time ago during the war. My family was moving far away, and
when I stood in front of the station, my whole body shook. How beautiful, how magnificent I thought. It
took my breath away. That strong impression inspired me to become an architect.”

The old man said this all in one breath. For the first time I thought I was being treated as an equal by an
adult.

“I visit the red brick Tokyo station regularly to mark the different stages of my life, even when I live far
away from it.”

He took my hands with his big hands, shaking them.

“It’s nice to meet you. Today is an anniversary of sorts for me.”

He narrowed his eyes and sang a song [ didn’t know. It had a somewhat sad melody -

Purple flowers are fragrant
In Musashino Fields
Cultures of Japan
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Blossoming wildly...

I’m home a little late, I thought to myself.

I quietly opened the door, and instead of the usual “Akira, you are late!” I heard my mother say gently,
”Welcome home. Mr. Sea Urchin is here visiting us.”

My grandfather passed away three years ago, and his best friend was this Mr. Sea Urchin. He lives
in Toyoura City in Yamaguchi Prefecture, and he occasionally sends us sea urchin, a specialty of his
hometown.

“Sea urchin from Shimonoseki is famous, but the best sea urchin in Japan is from Toyoura” he always
says. My family loves to eat sea urchin, so Mr. Sea Urchin is always welcome and that’s why my mother
politely calls him ‘Mr.”.

“Akira, you have grown big in three years,” Mr. Sea Urchin said, narrowing his eyes. Bowing to him |
wondered, do sea urchins have eyes?

Then my mother said something that almost made me jump out of my skin.

“Mr. Sea Urchin has been waiting for your return. Tonight, he would like you to stay at the Station
Hotel with him.”

“What? The Station Hotel?!”

I couldn’t believe my dream was coming true! When I go to Tokyo station, I first admire the dome on
the right side and think, how magnificent; then I look at the entrance of the Tokyo Station Hotel. TOKYO
STATION HOTEL stands out on the arch, and the hotel has an atmosphere unlike any other. I always
thought I wanted to stay there one day, but I gave up on the idea thinking it was impossible. There was no
way that [ would be allowed to stay at a hotel which is just twenty minutes on foot away from my home.

But ... but!

“Is that O.K.?” Mr. Sea Urchin asked me,

“Of course. I have been dreaming about it, staying at the Station Hotel.”

My mother packed my bag with clothes for the next day and pulled out a formal looking shirt for me.

I put on the brand new shirt, and walked slowly with Mr. Sea Urchin on the same street down which I
had returned just minutes ago.

When we arrived at the hotel, I entered excitedly, but there was something else which almost made me
jump out of my skin. The room Mr. Sea Urchin reserved was #205!

Exactly below room #205 is the stationmaster’s office. This hotel room is the room where you can sleep
above the highest ranked train stationmaster’s office of all Japan. I ran into the room and opened the
curtain. Just as [ expected!

My legs shook with excitement. Beyond the panes of the window I could see the platform for track 3.
As I looked out, a train slid in next to the platform. That train was probably Omiya-bound.

“Akira, did you know that this is the only room that sits right above the trainmaster’s office? Did you
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know that you could see the platform also?”

“Yes. I know everything about Tokyo station. I love this station.”

“Yes, that’s what your mother told me, that you are Dr. Tokyo Station.”

“My mother?” I was at a loss for words. My mother who tells me to stop playing choo-choo trains?
She understands me.

“What do you want to do?”” asked Mr. Sea Urchin. “Shall we go to the restaurant for dinner?”

“No. I want to stay here. If you don't mind, [ want to wait a little longer before dinner.”

Nodding at my words, he sat down on a chair. We faced each other across a small table by the window
with the view of Tokyo station.

Very faintly like the sound of the ocean, the noise from the platforms reached us. People from far away
with big bags, commuters, a crowd of people.

I was fascinated. I didn’t realize how long I had been observing the platform. When I turned to look at
Mr. Sea Urchin, I noticed tears running from his eyes, also gazing out at the platform.

“What’s wrong?” 1 blurted out in surprise.

“Oh, Akira. I was just remembering something. Something from my childhood... Will you listen to a
story from my childhood?”

“Yes.”

It was the first time that I had seen an adult cry, so I answered him with my heart racing.

In my dream hotel room, by the window with a view of the platform, I found myself listening, anxious,

as Mr. Sea Urchin began to tell his story.

-Mr. Sea Urchin’s Story-

When I was your age, Japan was at war with China. The Korean Peninsula which is adjacent to China
was in fact invaded by Japan, and since 1910 had been governed by our country.

Among my close friends was Kim, a Korean boy. Kim had a Japanese name, Kanai. Like all Koreans
at that time he was not allowed to use his own language. He was forced to change his name to a Japanese
one.

Therefore, he was called Kanai at home and school. One day he told me, “My real name is Kim.”

After that I secretly called him ‘Kim’ when no one was around. Kim seemed very happy about this. We
became even closer.

Kim was a very skillful kid. At the time model gliders were popular, and he made me one which flew
very well.

One day we were playing with the glider with our friends and Kim’s glider flew into a neighbor’s

backyard.
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“Excuse me. Would you please let me get my glider,” Kim asked with a strong voice, opening the
wooden door.

From inside the house a voice called out “Hey you, you’re the Korean. You must be a spy, entering
my house.” A big man came out grabbing Kim. The man was a reservist. A reservist is a person who
becomes a soldier when called upon by the government, but until then continues with his regular job.

The big man punched Kim with all his strength. “Ow!” Kim screamed. We were all shaken, huddling
together. The man said to us, “You kids, you aren’t friends with this spy, are you?”

I could hardly speak, but finally said, “Kanai is not a spy.” But that didn’t help the situation.

“What? If you are friends with him, you are guilty, too. I will report all of you as spies,” he yelled,
swinging his arm.

That’s when Kim stood in front of the giant, spreading his arms out. “Please stop. They’re Japanese,
just like you.”

Meanwhile we ran away like cowards, leaving Kim behind but that’s not all we did to him. From the
next day, we started to taunt Kim, calling him a spy.

A spy is a secret agent of the enemy. We hated the villains and cowards who betrayed Japan. Everyone
was afraid of being called a spy.

Later, Kim’s family decided to move to Nagano. His father and mother had left Tokyo first to look for a
place to live, and Kim was to follow them later.

Kim came to me and whispered,

“I’m leaving tomorrow evening at six o’clock from track 1 of Tokyo station.”

He probably wanted me to come see him off. I wanted to go, but I couldn’t.

Tokyo station was far and I had never been there, but these were just excuses. I was afraid of what my
friends might think. I thought I might be seen by someone. What a heartless child [ was !

-America, England and at the end of the war the Soviet Union became Japan’s enemies, and Japan
eventually lost the war. I wonder what Kim is doing now. Since he was a strong willed child, I hope he’s
been successful.

I know I cannot apologize enough to Kim. Since then, on the day of Kim’s departure at six o’clock in
the evening, I have come to this window and lowered my head toward track 1. This window used to be
in front of track 1. Now tracks 1 and 2 are elevated and you cannot see them, but you can still see the
platform.”

It was almost six o’clock.

When Mr. Sea Urchin finished his story, he stared at the platform.

“Yes, there he is. Akira, look at that boy.”

He pointed, but I didn’t see anyone.

He started to sing softly.

Purple flowers are fragrant, in Musashino Fields

“That song!” My heart jumped. It was the same song that the gentleman I met this afternoon at Tokyo
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station was singing.

Mr. Sea Urchin told me, “This song is the Tokyo City Anthem. Children in Tokyo at that time were
encouraged to sing this song at municipal events. According to my mother, when Tokyo station was built,
the field in front of the station was undeveloped and it looked just as it did in the old days of Musashino
field. Kim and I liked this song, and we used to sing it together. The sad melody I think resonated with
Kim’s feelings for his home country.”

The old man’s singing voice rang out deeply.

Purple flowers are fragrant
In Musashino Fields
Cultures of Japan
Blossoming wildly

There is no mountain

For the moon to hide behind
Where is the memory

Of the old field

His voice seemed to rise up into the milk colored chandelier above.

Another teardrop traveled down his cheek. Suddenly my hands were enveloped in his. This was the
second time today that this had happened. What a strange coincidence !

The old gentleman, that elegant old man sang the song like this.

“Akira. I always thought that you looked like Kim, but you look just like him now that you are at his
age. Looking at you, the betrayal is ripping my heart. The boy Kim who appears at the platform every
year shows me only his back. Remembering what I have done to him, I understand why. But it’s hard for
me to see only his back. It makes me lonely.”

I was shocked. For more than sixty years, this man has been regretting what he had done as a child, still
struggling.

I wanted to comfort him somehow.

I thought about telling him about the old gentleman I met today, and telling him “Kim is doing fine.”
But, no, that’s only a hunch, and I don’t know if telling him that would ease his mind.

Suddenly I had an idea. Since I look like Kim, why don’t I stand on the platform and wave to him?

I didn’t think, why should I do such a thing? I was overwhelmed with the desire to comfort him.

When I told him my idea, he looked surprised, and said to me with a smile, “The platform that we are
now looking at is track 3, all right?”

I went downstairs and came out on the South Marunouchi Concourse. It’s a little before six o’clock, the
rush hour hasn’t started yet, and the concourse is bathed in a pale blue light.

Near the ticket machines on the floor, there was a round sign marking the spot where the former Prime
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Minister Takashi Hara was assassinated in 1921.

Using a ticket, I entered the platform for track 3, and I walked slowly toward the window from which I
was just looking. It was breezy.

I saw Mr. Sea Urchin pressing up against the window of room #205, so I waved to him briefly. He was
nodding at me and suddenly brought his hands together.

He was praying in my direction, for Kim who still exists somewhere beyond myself.

I waved my hand vigorously, crying. I thought, what I’m doing now might only comfort him
temporarily, I’'m going to tell him about the old gentleman who sang his song. Even if that gentleman
wasn’t Kim, I should do that.

Again I waved the hand which had been taken by two old men’s hands, hands which have lived long
lives.

The breeze on the track 3 platform brushed against my cheek, a little chilly.

translated by Koaki Shinkai
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