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Good evening. | am Eiko Kadono.

| would like to thank you so much
for giving me the Hans Christian Andersen Award,

which is a wonderful honor.
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Shortly after World War lI,
IBBY founder Jella Lepman
strove to create world peace through children’s literature.

| deeply admire her determination.
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In the middle of World War Il, | was a 10-year-old girl in Japan.
In that desperate time, books did much to comfort me
and give me courage to live. | remember this vividly, and

for this reason, the IBBY Andersen Award holds very special meaning for me.
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To all members of IBBY, to everyone who labored in the award selection process,
to my dear editors, and above all to the many readers who read my books,

| express gratitude from my heart. Arigato gozaimashita.
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Now, | would like to take this opportunity
to share some onomatopoeia from my past.
Donbura kok-ko-oh  Suk, kok-ko-oh
Donbura kok-ko-oh  Suk, kok-ko-oh

Everyone, what emotional landscape does this evoke in you?
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| would love to hear each of your individual responses, but as
that would take too much time, | will give my own.
This onomatopoeia comes from the beginning of a Japanese folktale.
When | was five and cried often because my mother had died,
my father took me on his lap and bounced me,
and told me stories that began with these sounds.
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“Down the river came a great peach
donbura kok-ko-oh  suk, kok-ko-oh floating down the river.
An old woman washing clothes in the river scooped up the peach, brought it home,
and tried to eat it, but out popped a baby boy,

crying ogya-ah, ogya-ah! as he was born.”
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This story Momotaro, or Peach Boy, is
a tale that any Japanese person is sure to know.
The onomatopoeia for the peach floating down the river
varies by who tells the story.
My father always said donbura kok-ko-oh suk, kok-ko-oh
almost as if he were singing.
Even now, | can still hear it in my ears.

It takes me back like nothing else can.
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In a Japanese house, the entryway, windows,
and other openings to the outside are large.
The doors and windows slide, and when you wake up each morning and open them all,
the inside of the house becomes one with the outside.
And in the house, if you slide open the doors and screens that define each room,
that room connects with other rooms and the hallway.

Lately, some of this has changed, but . ..
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Because of this, in my country
the songs of birds and the sounds of wind, rain, and human life are ever-present,
and people have listened to sounds and used their imagination to get information.

In the midst of this, many onomatopoeic phrases have come into the world.
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Onomatopoeia has no restrictive rules,
and it lets us express exactly what we feel.
It is very free.
And a little bit of onomatopoeia, with its special feel, rhythm, and resonance,
can tell us so very much.
| am sure that here in Greece, a spring of western civilization,
and in the countries of everyone present today,

You have delightful onomatopoeia also.
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When | was a child,
my father created his own onomatopoeia and expressions,
which made the stories he told children ever so delightful.
Beckoned by his language, | entered into stories,
became the healthy children in them,
and joined the main characters in solving problems.
| sent my imagination to all sorts of different places.

This is how my encounters with stories began.
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Whenever my work is not going well, or my writing hand stops,
| will find myself saying donbura kok-ko-oh, suk kok-ko-oh unconsciously.
And when | do so, the excitement of childhood returns, and | find that
| can go on with my manuscript. This has happened many times.
The words are my magic spell.
Whenever they rescue me, | think of my father and of the rich Japanese language,

and | just want to say arigato.
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So you see, thanks to my father | became a child who loved stories,
and later, a child who loved to read books.
And more than thirty years later, | was still a passionate “person who reads.”

| had never really thought about becoming a “person who writes.”
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But one day when | was 34 years old,
a beloved professor from my university years phoned.
“You lived for two years in Brazil,
so won’t you write some nonfiction about Brazilian children?”

the professor asked.

YIBHN, 34MDH5 B,
RFHRDBENLEFZDD!),
(BT 7D T2HFFHLL(SEDENL,
TIINDF LN /T4 72 av 2 E TR
LEbNEDTT,



| was terribly surprised, and | thought this idea impossible.
| replied, “There’s no way!” immediately.
But my sensei persisted, saying, “Write.” At that time, | happened to recall
a Brazilian boy | had gotten to know, Luisinho. Could | write about him?
| thought.
Having no other choice, | began to write. | really had no other choice.

Because no matter how many years pass, one must respect a beloved teacher.
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For the two years | lived in Brazil,
a 12-year-old boy who lived in the same apartment building
had taught me Portuguese. His name was Luisinho.
He was a 12-year-old teacher with a 24-year-old student.
My days of learning language with him while walking in our area

brought many discoveries.
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Luisinho’s mother was a samba singer,
and he grew up hearing samba music from the time he was born.
When he taught me, he would teach words as if singing, and as if dancing.
| didn’t really understand the words, but when spoken in a comfortable rhythm,

it was amazing how the meaning came across.
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Like the Brazilian young man he was, he was also very good at dancing,
and he would invite me to dance with him.
But having grown up in Japan, | was embarrassed and couldn’t dance.

And he would say this:
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“Eiko, you have a heart (coracdo) too, right?
A heart that beats tokutoku tokutoku, right?
If you listen to that, you can dance.

After all, human beings are made that way!”
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Hearing these words from a 12-year-old, | was stunned.
And | recalled how my father told me stories when | was little,
using words that had a bounce to them.

When listening to my father’s stories, my chest had definitely gone tokutokutoku.
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Language—
Even when you don’t have much vocabulary, if it has the right rhythm and sound,
it’s amazing how it reaches the listener,
and becomes impossible to forget.
Until meeting Luisinho | had focused only on the meaning of language,

but he helped me to see the mystery and depth it actually has.

T E-T
Y2 ERIIVUCTE, USENDYRLCE SN HIL,
TRERIIYEFICIEHS,
FrEnLNTWEDIIN S,
ZNETE ZEDOERIIN)BEONITCNERIC
WAV Zald, ERDOE ST RABLBERIZZSNE TUNEDTT,



So, pushed along by this memory,
| began to write about “the young man Luisinho.”
And because my life in Brazil had been enjoyable,
| was surprised to find myself writing some 300 pages!
In Japan, one page of writing paper is 400 characters.
But when | showed it to an editor at a publishing house,

| learned the limit was 70 pages.
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| can’t do this! | thought. | had had such fun writing the manuscript as it was,
that | didn’t believe | could revise it.
But then the very kind editor said,
“Why don’t you try rewriting so it reaches the reader a bit more?”

That was the advice.
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And for the first time, | thought, “What? The reader?”
Until then, the idea that there could be readers who read what | wrote,
had never occurred to me!
| was shocked. This was going to be hard.
Even though | had been a person who reads books—a reader—from age three,

| had not realized that | could have readers.
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| was such a thoughtless, hopeless 34-year-old!
“Oh no, what shall | do? This is serious!” | panicked.
So, | said to the editor, “I'm sorry. There’s no way | can cut 300 pages to 70.

Please ask someone else to write.”

EZDR)LN, HENEBLRTT
[Hi, ¥ILd), RERLIYZIRIIFR TELE,
ZnC, N8BT, 300 Z70RIZHED LA T, L TETEEL A,
HEDAIZEVWTEL > UV REEIZT VWELE,



But the patient editor said,
“There are some pretty good parts in this manuscript.
Won’t you give rewriting a try?”
| said, “There are? There are some pretty good parts? Really?”
| quickly felt that if such were the case, | could try rewriting.

| was easily flattered. In any age, a few words of praise never go amiss, do they?
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At that point, | began to rewrite.
The number of drafts reached 10. | wrote every draft from the beginning.
Day in and day out, | wrote.
And finally, | succeeded in telling the story in 70 pages.
| believe this took me several months.

It was long ago, so | forget the exact number of days.
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But while | was rewriting, | realized something with a start.
Until then | had grown bored of things | tried, but while rewriting every day,
| wasn’t bored!

What can this mean? | wondered.
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In Japan we call this kind of discovery “a bolt out of the blue”
(to mean an unexpected shocking event, | suppose).
| decided, then and there, that | would write for my whole life.
| realized this was what | liked to do.
If no one praised me or | never published anything, | would still write on my own.
| would write enjoyable stories

like the ones | heard from my father in that singsong voice.
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If 1 did so, | could live every day with energy.
When | decided this in my heart,

life began to seem ever so much more fun!
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The next project | undertook was not nonfiction, but fiction.
Day in and day out, | kept writing.
With the sound of the Brazilian boy’s buoyant language, and the rhythm of dancing,
and the warmth of the words my father spoke so that they soaked into my being,

| endeavored to write.
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My second book was published
seven years later.
| had gone from being a person who reads, to a person who writes.

| was 42 years old.
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Right now, | may not have much time left on this earth,
but | still plan to keep writing stories every day.
As | said at the beginning of these remarks, when | lost my mother at age five,
and again in the midst of that terrible war, stories were my comfort.
Stories were my solace.

It was stories that gave me strength to live through that awful era.
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Here is what | think.

Fald, 29 ZQNET,



Stories, even if | have written them,
become the reader’s from the moment of reading.
They live on as the stories of each and every person who reads them.

This is what is so wonderful about stories.
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And,
when words move a reader,
they combine with that reader’s feelings and mood at the time;
they combine with the reader’s imagination,
they pile up within the reader’s body,

and they become part of that reader’s inner dictionary.
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From that dictionary flow the great powers given to humans—
the power to imagine and the power to create.
These powers enlarge people’s universe

and sustain them even in hard times.
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As Luisinho said, all human beings have heartbeats.
Now is a difficult era too, but
| believe stories have a great power that brings people together.

Believing this, | will continue to write.
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Everyone, please look forward to my next stories.
Once again, arigato. | thank you.

Here | conclude my talk.
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Thank you.
b AL I,

Eiko Kadono
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