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darkness. That was over 30 years ago.
Eleven years have passed since I left that town
and came to live in Tokyo. o
In the shopping street near my apartment there used B b D
to be a cluster of bars and eateries called Ryueru, which
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had been going since post-war black market times.
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Kasetsu

Calligrapher. Born in 1975 in Kyoto. Since 1992 she has focused on solo
exhibitions. She holds workshops in Japan and overseas on the theme
of exploring the possibilities of expression through characters. She has
also collaborated with artists from other fields many times. In recent
years her work has also featured in forums for contemporary art includ-
ing the Takahashi Collection.

In the evening, my partner and I would make our way to an offal shop
outside of the Ryueru area with 1,509 yen apiece. We opened our cans of
cheap low-malt beer drink bought at a/convenience store on the way, munch-
ing on our 8o yen skewers of offal grilled in front of the shop. Meanwhile
elementary school students would arrive, eat one skewer and go.

When we'd finished our

asushishop, a “snack” barand a Chinese restaurant, and round the corner

ink we went into the alleys of Ryueru. Past

of asouthern Frenehrestaurant that was opposite a terrace decorated with
-

~———the national flag of the Philippines, there was a stand-up bar. “What are

you drinking?” the barman would always ask curtly. We would ask for
a shochu sour, tell the barman what had caught our eye from the side
dishes of the day, and put a 1,000 yen bill on the counter. For that we got
a beer mug thumped down in front of us and some change. Whenever
food we'd ordered came out, the amount of change would go down, and
when it had all gone it was time to go home.

In the middle of this hustle and bustle, children with rucksacks on
their backs suddenly came rushing into the alley. They left their ruck-
sacks at the side of the door to a “snack” bar that hadn’t opened yet, and
quickly disappeared somewhere. I was suddenly reminded of the irritated
expressions, the squabbling voices and the red laughing faces of the men
who used to drink One Cup sake at the market. The men and the mirror
ball have all gone now.

As for Ryueru, it became a gigantic hole, ready for the construction of a
high-rise residential building. Pillars recently went up in the middle of the
hole. Sometimes I look at the big hole through the gaps in the wall around
the construction site, and think about what has been swallowed up there.
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Sukeracko

Kyoto-based manga artist and illustrator. Sukeracko’s food manga featuring a cute little shoyusashi
(soy sauce cruet) named Sukeracko appears irregularly on Twitter (@sukeracko). Her book Bon no
Kuni [Country of Bon] published by Leed Publishing Co. is on sale!
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| first encountered peanuts as a first-grader,
when we had our snack.

crunch

crunch
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They're hard. What? Huh?

Wow! Sukeracko eats the shells, too!

Kind of an embarrassing memory...
snap
Now | remove the shells, of course.
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