On the March 15th on 2011, as a consequence of the Tōhoku earthquake and tsunami, there was an accident at the Fukushima I-nuclear power plant. Nowadays I live and have a book-café in the city of Minami-Sōman in the Fukushima prefectorate, sixteen kilometres north from that nuclear plant.


I first arrived to the zone near the nuclear power plant in April 21, 2011, about a month after the nuclear accident. One day before the 20-kilometer area the power plant was closed.


Since 2012, I have been a listening party in a radio performance of the temporary disaster radio station in Minami-Sōma, which gathered the experiences of the victims of the accident. By the time the radio station closed in 2018, I had had time to gather the experiences of 600 victims in six years.

I traveled from one temporary accommodation to another, listening to the elderly, who had all lost their homes due to either a tsunami or a nuclear accident. At the same time, it became clear to me that before the construction of the nuclear power plant, the area had been so poor that the fathers and sons of many families udes to work temporarily outside the prefecture to earn a living for their families.


As I gathered data on the lives of the homeless in Tokyo, it became clear to me that many of them had come to Tokyo from the Tokhoku area through mass recruitment or as temporary labor.

One group had lost their home due to the tsunami and the nuclear accident, another after working far from home for so long that they no longer had a home to return to. Deep down, the pain caused by the loss suffered by these two groups seemed to me as the two sides of the same coin. I felt the need to write a novel that would be like a hinge between these two pains – this is how my book Tokyo Ueno Station was born.

Those living in the vicinity of the nuclear power plant had established a close relationship with the region and its inhabitants.


Everyone said that although they were not farmers by profession, they grew their own rice and vegetables. Fish was caught in rivers and the sea, and thanks to the mild winters, excellent kiwis, strawberries, persimmons and apple pears could be grown in the area. ”Well, the worst part is”, they told me, ”is that we now have to buy our rice and vegetables from a gocery store.” Or: ”It used to be possible to have food on the table every day, even when one had very little income”. I listened to the stories of the inhabitants of Fukushima and felt, how atrocious a felony it was to pollute the land which had sustained these people with a radioactive fallout.


I thought of the small town of Miryang in the Republic of Korea, where my grandfather had been born and died

During the Korean War, it turned into a battleground in which the inhabitants denounced and killed each other.

My grandfather’s little brother, who was the leader of the communist student movement, had been running on the university sports field when police shot at him, and they took him away. He never returned. His body was never found. He was 23 years old. My grandfather was also suspected of being a communist and he too was arrested. He managed to escape from prison just before the execution. My grandfather fled to Japan alone and my grandmother followed in a small fishing boat with her four children, one of whom was my mother. They came to Japan as illegal war refugees.

My grandparents fled the war bringing with them only the clothes they were wearing, and from then on, their lives were just recurring forced landings. I never heard their feelings told by themselves, but when my grandfather, who had cancer, felt the end was near, he returned to his hometown and ended his day there, alone.


While Korea was still a Japanese colony, my grandfather was preparing to run the Olympic marathon for Japan. I researched my family’s past and wrote a book Hachigatsu no hate (The Edge of August), which was published in 2004, in August 15, which in Japan is known as the ”Day of the End of the War”, and in the Korean peninsula as ”The Day of the Liberation”.


In Japan and in the Korean peninsula time is divided in two at 15.8.1945. In Japan on says ”before/after the war”, in the Korean peninsula ”before/after the liberation”. Nevertheless, these two times continue seamlessly from the older to the newer. Just as one cannot cut the flow of a river, the same time continues to this day. In August 15 I published a book with a name which means ”The Edge of August”, because there is no vanishing point, nothing is finished, times continues infinite.


The book will be published in England in 2013 with the title ”The End of August”.

I was born and raised in Japan.

I read, write and speak Japanese.

Still, my nationality is South-Korean.


Today there are approximately 480 000 individuals who are citizens of Republic of Korea or Peoples’ Republic of Korea – so called Koreans sojourning in Japan.


I’m one of these ”Koreans sojourning in Japan”. When the relationship between Japan and the two Koreas are good, we are called the bridge between the two countries, but when there is a friction, the ”Koreans sojourning in Japan” face criticism ans racism and fall victims of hate speech.


In the February 24 Russia started an attack on Ucraine and since then the events and the distruction of the war are reported in the media daily.

As I followed these news it came clear to me, that when war begins and one must protect the country, the first thing to burn are the ”bridges” which could allow the enemy to flee or obtain weaponry or food.


Both in Russia and in Ucraine there must be many people like me, people who have since birth standed in the middle of the bridge between the two countries. It hurts my heart to think about their pain.


The wars break out between states.


The Japanese word ”state”, kokka, is written with two kanji-symbols, the first of which means ”country” or ”state” and the second ”house” or ”home”.

What does ”home” mean, then.


The human home is very different from that of other living beings whose nests have merged with nature. It is built to be durable and long-lasting, and to keep nature outside.


There are ceilings and rectangular rooms. There are windows and a door. There is a kitchen and toilet, a bathroom and a bedroom.


The most intimate of these is probably the bedroom. After a day’s activities one lays down, close one’s eyes and fall asleep. Surrender to the mercy of the room, completely defenseless. Lies there in warmth and peace until awakening.


In the bedroom the spouses undress and spend secret sweet moments, embracing each other.


In the bedroom, the mother holds the child in her arms, reads the fairy tale and puts the child to sleep.

Those who live in the same home are called ”family”.


The homes and the families are not loose, either.


The homes and the families are not disconnected.


Outside the home there are other homes and other families. Everything within walking distance is an integral part of everyday life.


Familiar passers-by are greeted. "Good morning!" "It's hot today!" In the midst of these relationships a person lives, is allowed to live, and all this creates a warm sense of belonging.


And still, if I take out a map of my country of residence and mark the place where I was born, the place where I grew up, the places where I have lived, the places where my family and relatives and friends live, the places where I have been for work or leisure, most of the country will be left blank.


A human beign has a limited amount of time, approximately 70 or 80 years. Time enough to get to know a very small portion of the land where one lives.

Most people will not, in their long lives, necessarily feel the need to be aware of being a ”citizen”, or a member of a”state”.


”A State” appears clear only in relation to other state. The clearest, when a war breaks out.


With the outbreak of war between the two states, the form of both becomes clearer. Who has the power, what are the boundaries of different regions, what are the duties and responsibilities of each "citizen" as part of the "state.


Those who have the citizenship are called ”citizens” and those who fulfill certain criteria are called to defend the country and it becomes very clear that they are guided and governed by a”state”, whether they want it or not.


A French philosopher Étienne Balibar has said, that ”all identities are gazes”. When a state feels the hostile gaze of another state, its members become aloof and a wall (a trech) is built around it, and those who remain in the other side are regarded with either hostility or contempt. Thus the national identity is further fortified.


The state of Japan looks at China, the Republic of Korea and the Peoples’ Republic of Korea with hostile eyes. Especially the Peoples’ Republic of Korea is reppresented in the media as a threat.


Korean War has split the Korean peninsula in two, and it continues still. The parties agreed on a ceasefire in 27.7.1953. According to the agreement ”all hostilities and armed action in Korea will be suspended until a final peaceful solution can be reached”.


What would this ”peaceful solution” require?

In my opinion there should be a peace treaty between the Republic of Korea and the Peoples’ Republic of Korea, the demilitarized zone between the two countries should be demolished and these two countries under different regimes should then, as develop their relations with each other as allies and build a future in different areas of society. The process would be fumbling and it and would take as long as the current era of fragmentation.

The coronavirus pandemic deprived us of the opportunity to meet face-to-face with other people and talk with each other.


At the same time, we are reminded of the importance of conversation – the importance of hearing the voice of others and feeling that they hear us.


Talking in front of others is very nerve-wracking, and sometimes scary.

As I stand in front of you speaking, the sound I produce vibrates your eardrums.

From speech rises a two-sided interaction and the active and the passive side can be spun into a thread of consecutive moments, a thread from which a uniform fabric is wowen, and this interaction is a physical act.


My voice brings out my inner feelings and thoughts carries them to you.
But even if one is able to talk, there will always be feelings that one cannot talk about, and ones that do not have words.

Earthquake, tsunami, nuclear accident, war... As the life as a refugee begins, many swallow their words and remain silent, and suppress their feelings in the process.


Also the dead remain silent.


I have published a collection of conversations, titled ”Say nothing lighter than the silece”.
When the silence finds a counterforce, when someone stops and listens, it transforms into speech.

When a lonely inarticulate flower still makes the person who stops to admire it open his mouth…

I want to continue to be a person who stops when they encounter silence.
