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by Hlkaru Ogawa

Everyone has one specml event or
figure from their childhood that, when recalled,
conjures up feelings of deep emotion. For me,
this parhcular figure is Pearl and my memories
of her span most of my childhood and youth.
_ Pearl, probably part kishu and part

- bhz,cametousfortydaysaﬁerherbirth. As’

second grader I remember one very cold

-evening in November when I was playing -
- catch with a friend. The elderly neighbor who
wastoglveusaplppycalledusovermhavea ;

look and when I saw how adorable she was, I
screamed with delight. 1also remember much

- later, when studying in England, being told of

her death and breaking down on the phone.
These and other memories of Pearl are still as
vivid for me as if they were just yesterday.
Pearl and her stories are an inseparable part of
the history of our family.

- Pearl was just a little baby, My
brother and I were not quite six and eight years
old. We felt that we had acquired a new baby

- sister. The three of us ate, played, and slept

‘togeﬂlerandltneveroccmedtousthatl’barl .

was canine and we human. When we were
caught doing something wrong, we three —

R .
'

BEICONTEDLIDESRT,

L. k#mmnru&ﬁta&t&arxﬁrv
T, TARLHRA—NEHRL, XFEAYVHKC
ANTHHLBRVEIBTRIEYED ChHok

D, MEZLVWRYTLE, RO¥IDSE

D—AOBETIE, EXRCBELRIBINT
WETH, REDVTHEIRAZLERY, K
LWNIEREBE B S TRLELED
ENR=NoEELEY LEEITY,
BRA- oM BO "HBW” EHFoTH
EZbeHoT, ERHE—-BR-NICHFIH
TWEOTT, WOobLBOBENR—-AFELD
T~z R
WRTHEL, BrobkERPERRAR) TH5
ERABICERTIND, PLHOIBRELEDEK
THEhBVOLAREDS>TWBELLE) &,
W— K- NWNERLBOHBEIBILENHDTNH
FobMEELLBVWHERET,

older brother, younger brother and younger
sister — lined up in front of our parents fora
scolding. Sometimes, my father, as absent-
minded professors often do, would mistakenly
blurt out Pearl’s name when it was us he meant
to reprimand. We couldn’t help, at these times,
laughing at the embarrassed look on her face,
though we also felt sorry for her. Other times,
we quarrelled with Pearl and, in most cases, I
was the one who provoked her. First, I would
call her “Dog!” and Pear], who didn’t think of
herselfasa dog at all, would get angry and we'd
fightitout. Years later, I was amused to come
ACTOSS an msultmg remark about Pearl I'd
scribbled on the wall. Itnmsthavebeenoneof

the timesT’"dbeenrangry ather.
My father was strict with us and with

" his students, but Pearl was the apple of his eye.

. Astudent once told me that the face of Professor
Ogawa, usually so stem, beamed with pleasure
as he mentioned Pearl during a discussioa of
dogs in an English literature class. In fact, it

was my mother that Pear] liked best. They

shared a “conumon language.” But my father’s
jealousy led him to contradict his own belief,
Although he often insisted “Pearl is not just an
intelligent dog, but a shghtly stupid human
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being,” he changed his tune when Pearl fol-
lowed only Mother around. “It’s because she
feeds Pearl,” my:father implying
afterallthatPearlmllywasmoredogthan

All families experience difficulties
over the years. My family was no eéxception.

" Our sorrows were eased by pouring them out to

Pearl, “... you understand, don’t you, Pearl?”

'Greata-sullwexemrpys,mgmﬁedtwofold,

as we shared them with our beloved Pearl. In

_our family and our neighborhood, she was

. always referred to fondly as “Pearl-chan” or

- “Pearl-san.” She was and expected to be the
center of attention in our lives and, so, my

:memories of her go'on and on.

Pearl took her last breath as she lay
resting her head on the lap of the one she
loved most, my mother. She was just short of
17. Father succumbed while I was living in
Switzerland. At the end of his final letter to
me, he said: “Those compassionate eyes of
Pearl’s are etched in our minds forever, aren

they?” Itwasthelastthmgheevermte '

Both Pearl and Father are now resting in
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Tokyo.
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