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The Girl Who Kept a Diary at the Hot Spring Inn

There is one place in Snow Country I cannot forget even after closing the book:
the hot spring inn deep in the snow country. The book describes snow piled higher
than the walls outside; guests soak in the steaming water, and when a window opens,
cold air rushes in mixed with the smell of sulfur. At night the snow falls harder,

and the whole inn seems buried under snow, with only the lamps still 1it.

A girl named Komako works at the inn. She grew up in the snow country; she works
and waits on guests every day, yet several things she does look useless. She keeps a
diary, writing down the weather, the wind, the snow, year after year. She reads
novels and writes her thoughts afterward, though no one in the snow country discusses

books with her. She plays the shamisen earnestly, but the guests soak in the hot
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spring and listen half-heartedly. Shimamura, who came from Tokyo, said: what is the
use of keeping such a diary? No one will ever read it. the face of Komako reddened a

little, and she said she cannot go on living without doing it.

When I first read this, I thought Shimamura was being rude. But as I kept
reading, I suddenly remembered something, and my face got hot. Last year I practiced
piano — a piece no one had asked for, the one I insisted on finishing after losing a
competition. Mom stood at the door for a while, then said: there is no contest, who
are you playing it for? I had no answer then; I closed the piano lid and went to do
homework. The words of Komako rang in my ears: I cannot go on living without doing
it. So Mom and Shimamura were asking the same question, and Komako had already

answered it for me.

The book also writes that Komako wipes the corridor of the inn clean every early
morning. Snow—light shines through the window paper, and the corridor glows white.
She does these things with no audience — the guests are still asleep, the snow
country is still asleep. I think her heart is quiet when she wipes the corridor, just
as it is when she writes her diary. When a person is earnest about something useless,

that earnestness is not for anyone else; it is for herself.

The inn is so far away in the book: first a train through a tunnel, then a
transfer, then a mountain path. The snow fills the roads flat, and the inn seems to
float in the middle of a white sea. City people like Shimamura come and go; when they
leave, the snow is still falling. While reading, I kept wondering: is Komako sad?
Later I thought, she probably is, but she also has something others do not — she
remembers the snow of every day, and every piece she plays, she plays to the end. Not

one of her days is empty.

Now I write three lines of diary every day, just the weather and what I did, in
the blank pages left from an old exercise book. When people ask what is the use, I
say I do not know — I just cannot go on without writing it. When those words came

out of my mouth, I felt a little like that girl at the hot spring inn.
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