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Scenery Which Lives on in My Memory
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A Nostalgic Scene Which Deepens My Appreciation of Life
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On Rokkosan Mountain in Kobe, there stands
a hotel called Rokkosan Hotel, which was
established in the early years of Showa. I
once stayed overnight there with my father
when [ was 6 years old. Looking at the labels
of Kamikochi on the worn-out suitcase left
behind by my father, I can see that he had
rather stylish tastes for a country man. He
probably took me on his trip to Rokkosan
Mountain so that I could have the rare experi-
ence of taking a ride on a ropeway and staying
at a hotel. At the same time, I suspect that
he might have used me as a pretext for a secret
rendezvous with a woman. I have this faint
recollection of the anxiety I felt when I
happened to wake up in the middle of the
night to find that my father was not sleeping
in his bed next to mine.

For some unknown reason, I vividly remember
the break fast scene of the following morning.
In the dining-room with a fine view, I was
eating a pancake or some other children’s food
which my father had ordered for me. Mean
while, my father’s breakfast consisted of thick
slices of untoasted English bread which he
broke into small pieces and buttered before
eating. To me, this bread looked most appe-
tizing, but I found myself unable to ask my
father for some of his bread, perhaps because

I was a well-behaved child. There was noth-
ing else to this story but I somehow have a
vivid recollection of this breakfast scene.
This summer, I was to return to my hometown
with my very young and only son(an 8th-
grader)to pay a visit to the family grave during
the Bon Festival(the Festival of the Dead)
which I had neglected over the past few years.
I found out that the old wooden Rokkosan
Hotel building was still preserved and there-
fore wished to stop over at Kobe on my way
back to my hometown and spend a night at
Rokkosan Hotel.

I phoned the hotel to make a reservation but,
unfortunately, all the rooms were booked up.
We therefore stayed overnight at a hotel in
Kobe City and left for Rokkosan Hotel early
the next morning so that we could have our
morning meal there. Alas, breakfasts were
now served only in the annex, with fixed
Western-style breakfast menus offering such
combinations as ham and eggs with toast.
Now an adult supposedly with good manners,
I just could not ask for the thick slices of
untoasted English bread which I had in mind.
Afterwards, I approached an elegant middle-
aged lady, who was most likely a receptionist
at the hotel, and told her how I had stayed at
this hotel with my father in 1939, which

seemed to surprise her somewhat. She then
kindly gave us a guided tour of the old build-
ing. The mantelpiece in the old lobby, the
wooden staircase and the balcony all filled me
with a sense of nostalgia, and my memory of
over half a century ago seemed to be awa-
kened.

The sudden impulse to visit Rokkosan Hotel
was probably because my father died the year
after he had taken me there, which meant that
our stay at Rokkosan Hotel became one of the
few memories I have of my father.

The preservation of old streets and buildings
may serve as tourist attractions and valuable
materials for studying architecture. How-
ever, these are not the only merits of preserv-
ing old things. I believe that they can also
provide people with a great sense of nostalgia,
so much more ful filling than is commonly
acknowledged, and deepen our appre ciation
of life.
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