Chieko:
Shinichi, what would you think if I were an abandoned child?

Shinichi:
An orphan?

Chieko:
Yes, I’m an orphan.

Shinichi:
What?  You’re saying some really strange things today.  What’s the 


matter?

Chieko:
Don’t touch the likes of an orphan.

Shinichi:
What… was that for real?

Chieko:
How could I lie about something like this?

Shinichi:
But, why all of a sudden

Chieko:
Don’t tell anybody else.  I just wanted you to know. (I’m unsure of this 


sentence.  The transliteration is: Anta ni kiitoite hoshikattan dosu)

Shinichi:
Do you have proof of this?

Chieko:
I was abandoned in front of the doorstep of a shop.  I know well the old 


(code of) kind intention.  When I started junior high (middle school), my 


father told me that I was “chinotsu nagaran koya.” (I’m also unsure of this: 

Mise no bengaraboushi no mae ni suteraretan ya. Furui koushi wa you 


shittoru.  Uchi ga chuugakkou ni haita koro, otoo-san ga Chieko wa 


chinotsu nagaran koya to oshiete kureharimashitan ya.)

Shinichi:
Were you sad?

Chieko:
No, just when I requested to continue onto college, I’d somehow be in 


the way of the rightful daughter going herself.  It was more important 


that I start learning the trade.   It was only when my father told me those 


things that I was a little…

Shinichi:
Last year, right?

Chieko:
It was last year.

Shinichi:
So then you don’t know your real father?

Chieko:
I haven’t had the inclination to search for him yet.

Crowd:
Oh, really?

Old Man:
Hey, goin’ to the bathroom again?

Guy:

Yeah.

Old Man:
They’re making a racket in the shop.  Can’t they quiet down?  Guess it’s 


‘cause they’re from Osaka.

Guy:

They wanted to know if you had anything more festive…

Old Man:
If they want the impossible, I’d rather they don’t buy from us.  There are 


plenty of other stores.

Guy:

But they’ve been our regular customers for a long time now.

Old Man:
Fabric is something we buy with our eyes.  Buying it with words is 


meaningless.

Guy:

Yes.

Old Man:
So you were going to the bathroom, right?

Guy:

Oh yeah… I don’t have to go anymore

Mother:
Chieko’s pretty late…

Old Man:
Where’d she go?

Mother:
She said she went to see Shinichi Mizuki.  It’s probably something about 


the reunion.  Even though the Mizuki’s place is the same kind of fabric 


shop, it’s a much more extensive business.

Old Man:
That place is a fabric department store.

Mother:
Didn’t Chieko buy this for us?



Is it a cotton print from Java?

Man:

Yeah, this one’s from Persia.  Both of ‘em are 200 years old.  They’re in 


pretty good condition.

Mother:
She’s back.



Welcome home.

Chieko:
I’m back.

Mother:
You went wearing that?



It’s so dull.



You only wear what your father expects.

Chieko:
I just wear it because I like it.

Mother:
I should thank you for wearing clothes like that.

Chieko:
Thank me?

Mother:
Are these peas still stiff?

Chieko:
I think it’ll do.

Mother:
Will they?

Chieko:
But you’re always wearing dad’s kimono too.

Mother:
Well, I’m old.

Chieko:
You’re always saying that.  How old are you anyway?



Hi Dad, I’m home.

Mother:
Look at your daughter’s outfit.  Doesn’t it make you sad?

Old Man:
The store’s (incoherent jiichan gibberish).  You don’t have to feel so 


obligated to.

Chieko:
Obligated?  I wasn’t even thinking of that.

Mother:
Why don’t you make showy, popular designs anymore?

Old Man:
Wonder why.

Chieko:
There are plenty of people who think simple things look good.

Old Man:
I wonder what’s wrong then.



Chieko, fetch me the cloth scissors.



This would make a nice kimono belt for Chieko.

Chieko:
Father…

Boy:

Miss… you have a phone call.

Chieko:
This is Chieko.  Masako?  Gouzan Temple?  But why?



You sound like mold from the rainy season.



Since when have you become like that?

Old Man:
Hey, stop crying.  They can hear you in the shop.

Mother:
But what about the curtains?  You were so thankful, but then you cut 


them.

Old Man:
It doesn’t really matter (total incoherent jiichan mumble: Betsu ni ____)

Mother:
And to do something to something so important to even yourself…



What a waste.  And I thought you’ve calmed down with that attitude.

Old Man:
Stop nagging me.

Mother:
I’m what?

Old Man:
It’s all right.  If Chieko wears this kimono belt, I’m sure I could come up 


with a more lively design.  It’s all right.

Mother:
“It’s all right.” You’re always ending things that way.  Well, I think that-

Old Man:
Is something burning?

Mother:
Oh no, my peas!

