The Star Kn)== HEDCH

Meguml



CDE nEw<n

KTCmMR A



CDE

2002438308 #IKREE1RIFT
FEE— HRHH
RITA—BIHER
FATH——KTCHRR AR
T460-0008 REEMPRHK1TH22-16 S+
TEL:052-203-0555 FAX :052-203-1474
<& ' 00850-6-33318
BE——IVIIh okt
T102-0084 RRBFAHX =M 9-2-502
TEL:03-3222-3307 FAX :03-3222-3308
ENRl——RBEDRI# A

T—hFeLoYay BERBE
UATPON/ FHAY B8BI5-BS0
BE: HRH<H

RBYBIR: Vav-9L5

O=FARAN  BWREHR ~ FERRH

ISBN4-87758-237-1 C0095
©Megumi Hayashibara

2002 Printed in Japan
HETATIFBMOBALVZLET,



—HRBBET EAASTLOD BESS
S HRFBRTFE PN ESTHARSS

KD FFEZERTLDEN. AN
ZUTIND'SEFZERDTH D IEN AN




Bk
DIFIFA
)
CODE
tettkEE

First published in 2002

Text and Photographs by Megumi Hayashibara

Art Direction by Akihiko Torii

Design by Osamu Ouchi

English translation by John David Tamura
Coordination by Hiroki Masanari and Hiroki lzawa
Published by Tetsuji Maeda,

President, Chuo Shuppan Co, Ltd.,

1-22-16 Sakae, Naka-ku, Nagoya-city, Aichi-pref, 460-0008
Tel: 052-203-0555, Fax: 052-203-1474

Edited by Single Cut Inc.,

9-2-502 Nibancho, Chiyoda-ku, Tokyo, 102-0084
Tel: 03-3222-3307, Fax: 03-3222-3308

Printed by Tosho Printing Co., Ltd.

1-3-13,Takanawa, Minato-ku, Tokyo, 108-0074




The Star isgern Eapsifbass







Detachment
DIFIFA




FPAT7ILEDIROERULH
FAEDTBEEDEDSHSHH
RZEERITEDNL,
LFEOZT>TLE

FRHNDFHIC
Bk RBHEOHELL
H—ART U A S DR IERD
9 TICTZIEDBGM



The day reeked of summer, so much so that I was getting fed up with the

shimmering heat oozing from the asphalt. I was driving down Yamate Avenue to
take my father back home.

The bleak specter of an unexpected traffic jam spreads before us, the traffic
information news from the car radio already just background noise.




BFRORXEREOLEDEZT
BEREERE DRI
TEBOEVASASERNICEULDFDTEEL

BATLDDRA
ECFTHRLTLDDHL LS
R ARRDERE
TEEDEODDPOTEINSVIFEVA U »ELD
THIAKICBIDEVDFEHD LS

ERDBIC, I\SFET, BRBEEZSDOHALTWS
ESPSIDSDREFHEELTLEVNKDLE



Sitting up front in the passenger seat, my father never changes his expression.

My mother, in the back seat, spews out her irritation over not moving to no one

in particular: “It’s so jammed up. I wonder how far this is going to last. Awful,

isn’t it? You can’t go anywhere because they’re always repairing the streets or
something in Tokyo. Maybe there was an accident, the way we’re not moving
like this.” Speaking in a quiet and rather diffident way, she keeps up her stream

of questions to herself. It doesn’t seem that 1 need to answer her.
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Happening to glance at the opposite lane of cars, I see a man get out of a big
white sedan from the driver’s side looking fairly deranged. He suddenly lunges

at a man who looks like a subway construction guard and, grabbing and lifting
him up by his shirt front, begins loudly berating him. Although I can’t catch his
words, I can at least tell he is unleashing a one-way barrage of uncommon anger.
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The light turns green. The cars slowly begin to move, bur after creeping forward
only a few meters, the light turns red again.

On the opposite side of the street, the quarrel, without actually escalating into a
fist fight, continues to unfold.

“Everyone’s irritated because it’s so hot,” I mutter more or less to myself.
“Huh? Yes, that’s probably true, with this traffic jam and all. What? Me?” my
mother, interrupting my musings, answers blankly back at me. She hasn’c
seemed to notice the owner of the white car across the street.
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