






(There Are Bears Here)

To be precise, there is a woman with the unusual last name of Higuma, or, 
literally, brown bear.

About a year ago, Ms. Higuma began running into a strange man. She would see 
him around here once every month or two. He would usually be carrying a 
pamphlet from the Ueno Zoo, an SLR film camera around his neck.
He was there to see the bears, and judging by his accent, he'd come  all the way 
from somewhere in Tohoku.
One early spring evening, as Ms. Higuma was returning home, she found the old 
man in front of a building, looking up at the sky.
     “Is that a bear?” He muttered half to himself. 
     “No, it’s a camel. Would you like to see it up close?” Ms. Higuma asked, the 
way she always did with tourists.
     “Who needs a camel,” the old man said and walked away.
A life-sized camel statue stood atop the building, looking off into the faraway sky, 
and it drew in lots of tourists. But this conversation with the man, who seemed 
disappointed—almost unresponsive at the word “camel”—made a strong 
impression on Ms. Higuma.
Another time, she made out the silhouette of a bear figurine inside of a 
convenience store shopping bag he was holding.
     “I have a carved, wooden bear at my house, too. In fact, my name is…” 
No sooner had Ms. Higuma revealed her last name to the old man, than he 
narrowed his eyes and hung his head, murmuring to himself.
Ms. Higuma always met the old man in the waning twilight. And so, when she 
thought of him she could hardly remember his face. She thought of him as a kind 
of “ghost person.” She still didn’t even know what the old man’s real name was.
She would always bump into him unexpectedly and had never found a moment to 
ask his name. Besides, he was a man of very few words. At some point, Ms. 
Higuma found herself referring to the old man as Michio. This was because 
Michio’s fancy for bears reminded her of Michio Hoshino, the photographer who'd 
been eaten by a bear in the Alaskan wilderness some twenty years ago.

About six months after she first met her Michio, Ms. Higuma learned that he 
stayed at an Uguisudani love hotel when he came to Tokyo. In his home, he'd hung 
a landscape of the Swiss Alps, where he'd always hoped to visit. This was why he 
stayed at the St. Moritz, a love hotel that had taken the name of a resort in 
Switzerland. Disapproving of his choice in hotels, Ms. Higuma recommended the 
nearby Fujimi Hotel. Out of gratitude, Michio gave her a few cans of Bear Beer, 
his favorite brew. 
He then showed her a couple amateurish photos of an Ussuri brown bear he'd 
taken at the Ueno Zoo.
     "Nah, this one’s too young." 
He told her that the bear he was looking for was a brown bear, and if it was still 
alive it'd be over 60 years old, well past the plausible lifespan of a bear.
Ms. Higuma mentioned that after they died, the animals in the zoo were often sent 
to be stuffed, so if he didn't mind a stuffed brown bear, then he might visit the 
science museum in Ueno, just a few minutes away from the zoo. She also told him 
where to find The University Museum at the University of Tokyo, as well as 
antique fairs and flea markets where he could buy carved, wooden bears and which 
toy shops had lots of animal miniatures. Michio’s trips to find his bear became 
more fulfilling with every visit.
Ms. Higuma still does not know why Michio is so interested in bears, or why he 
insists on coming to her neighborhood at twilight. Maybe one day she’ll ask.

Today Michio is again coming to visit his bear and Ms. Higuma.
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