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after giving birth prematurely to her baby. 
"She has nothing," the woman whispers. "Not even 

diapers." 
Aya Obasan does not respond as she looks steadily at (80) 

the dirt-covered floor. I lean out into the aisle and I can see 
the baby's tiny fist curled tight against its wrinkled face. Its 
eyes are closed and its mouth is squinched small as a button. 
Kuniko-san does not lift her eyes at all. 

"Kawai," I whisper to Obasan, meaning that the baby 
(85) is cute. 

Obasan hands me an orange from a wicker basket and 
gestures towards Kuniko-san, indicating that I should 
take her the gift. But I pull back. 

"For the baby," Obasan says urging me. (90)     1 
withdraw farther into my seat. She shakes open a 

furoshiki — a square cloth that is used to carry things by 
tying the comers together—and places a towel and some 
apples and oranges in it. I watch her lurching from side to 
side as she walks toward Kuniko-san. (95)      Clutching 
the top of Kuniko-san's seat with one hand, Obasan bows 
and holds the furoshiki out to her. Kuniko-san clutches the 
baby against her breast and bows forward twice while 
accepting Obasan's gift without looking up. 


