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Goodbye, Hachi AtsukoSakibana , Toyooka

Our first encounter with Hachi was truly memoarable, and one could say it
encapsulated him as we knew him for the rest of his life; modest, stoic, yet
droll, with a heaithy dose of pride.

One day in February 1990, my husband was driving along a quiet seaside road
when he spotted a brown, mid-size dog trotting with light steps toward him.
My husband immediately looked for & collar on the dog, but he wasn't wearing
one. Slowing to a stop at the side of the road, my husband quietly got out of
the car and, crouching, waited for the dog to
reach him. Although he had noticed my husband,
the dog showed no sign of fear and continued
trotting forward at the same pace, before coming
to a stop directly in front of my husband. He ¢
didn't appear to be injured, so my husband j§
decided only to give him some food and water.
We often picked up stray dogs in those days, and §
always kept dog food and bowls in the car. The B4
dog ate the food calmly, and then before my
husband could stop him, continued on his way,
trotting through a tunnel and disappearing out of
sight. He had none of the fear or timidity we
were so used to seeing in abandoned dogs, nor the fawning servility we often
saw either. With an upright, dignified attitude, he had simply departed. It was
like watching a movie: my husband actually imagined for a moment that this
dog was journeying across the country in search of his master, from whom
he'd been parted by some misfortune. 'Tharks, I've got to be going now." It
was as if he had a mission, some business to attend to. That was our first

encounter with Hachi.

We didn't see him again, until a few days later an acquaintance of ours, a girl
called Sumie, told us that a dog of the same description had appeared in a
village near my husband's company. She said that dog-catchers from the
pound would be coming the next day to take him away. We immediately went
off to rescue him before this could happen. As we stood with Sumie on the
riverbank looking for Hachi, he suddenly turned up out of nowhere and came
running happily toward us. It was then that
8 we noticed a strange rattling sound whenever
he shook his head. Stroking his body, we
examined him and were shocked to discover
that his lower jawbone was broken, and that
his mouth did not close straight. The rattling
sound we had heard was his loose jaw.
Looking more closely, we saw that the back
of his head jutted out strangely as a result of
k some injury, and that he had a long scar
running from below his left eye to the edge of
his mouth. We figured he must have been hit
%M by a car, and were appalled to learn from
Sumie that the scar-on his cheek was the result of being hit by an umbrella
just the other day.

Shacked by our sudden awareness of Hachi's tragic past, we bundled him into
our car and brought him home. Although we were complete strangers to him,
Hachi remained patiently quiet throughout our examination of him. He showed
no sign of anxiety being put in the car, and sat perfectly still during the drive



