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Introduction

“The Two Ijikas” has not yet become a book. For now, it exists only as a story taking shape
within my imagination. The pages that follow are a travelogue tracing the landscapes in
which that unwritten story unfolds.

The story opens with images of Earth captured by a satellite camera orbiting some 900
kilometers above the planet. The scene it records is not of the present day, but of the Earth in
the middle of the twenty-second century. As the camera sweeps across the Pacific Ocean and
slowly zooms toward the place where Japan once stood, a haunting landscape comes into view.

The Japanese archipelago is nowhere to be seen. In its place lies a scattered chain of islands,
torn apart by countless fault lines—silent remnants of what had once been a single nation.

Or so it was meant to be.

Yet, quite mysteriously, the satellite reveals something entirely different.

There, unmistakably, is the Japan of former days.

As the camera draws closer to the Kii Peninsula, a lone wooden boat appears, making its
way steadily westward just offshore, following the curve of the coastline.

Ahead of the little boat, a small pod of dolphins surfaces and disappears, as though

guiding its journey.



A pod of dolphins (family group)

That is the opening scene of the story that has lived only in my mind.

Resting on the center plank of the boat is an infant who will become the central figure of
the tale. At the stern, an exhausted fisherman rows silently with a single oar.

The man is Senkichi, a hazashi—a traditional harpooner of Ijika. The infant, who will one
day be given the name ljika, is the story's protagonist.

From there, the narrative unfolds through the intertwined lives of Senkichi; a young girl
and a dolphin who both come to bear the name Ijika; Yae, who becomes Ijika's foster mother;
Kai, the boy adopted by Senkichi and Yae; and a humpback whale named Ashura. Their
destinies weave together into a story of people, whales, and dolphins.

The place where all of these lives first converge is ljika, a small fishing village in Toba, Mie
Prefecture. From there, the story extends southward to Taiji in Wakayama, a place whose

long history with whales forms another thread in this unfolding tale.



1. Jjika's Whaling and the Hoei Tsunami

Before the Great Hoei Earthquake struck in October 1707—and before the devastating
tsunami that followed—whaling flourished in the coastal village of ljika, in what is now Mie
Prefecture.

Yet in the late autumn of the previous year, the third year of the Héei era (1706),
something strange began to happen. Through the winter and into the following spring,
humpback whales, which normally passed along these waters in great numbers, were scarcely
seen at all.

Every year, humpback whales that had spent the summer feeding in the rich northern seas
began their long migration south to breed. Having accumulated ample reserves of fat, they
were at their strongest and healthiest, making them the most prized catch for whalers.

The whales returning north told a different story. Having given birth in the warm southern
waters and traveling with their calves, they had eaten little for months. Thin and exhausted,
they were rarely worth pursuing, and unless circumstances were exceptional, the fishermen of

Toba generally let them pass.

Statue of a Harpooner (Taiji Whale Park, Wakayama)



Ongi Beach, now a hidden cove (Toba, Mie)

But in the spring of that year, even those northbound whales failed to appear.

Among the Toba whaling crews was a hazashi named Senkichi.

A hazashi was the man entrusted with delivering the final blow to a whale using a harpoon
or a blade—the most respected and celebrated role in the entire hunt. Even among these elite
hunters, Senkichi possessed an extraordinary gift. It was said that he moved as though he
could see the whale beneath the waves, following its unseen course with uncanny certainty.

In those days, whaling was carried out using the traditional amitori, or net-driving
method. From lookout posts on nearby headlands, known as yamami, observers watched
for passing whales and directed the fleet by means of flags and signal fires. Guided by these
signals, the net boats raced ahead of the whale's path, setting layer upon layer of nets until
the exhausted animal could no longer escape. Only then would the hazashi, standing aboard
the sekobune—the attacking boat—deliver the decisive strike.

The harpoon itself was not thrown directly at the whale. Instead, it was cast high into the
air so that it plunged downward onto the whale's back with the force needed to penetrate its
thick hide. Some harpoons measured more than four meters in length and weighed as much
as seven kilograms. To wield such a weapon demanded extraordinary strength and years of
relentless training, and every hazashi devoted himself to hardening not only his arms but his
entire body.

The whales, however, were formidable opponents. Rather than allowing themselves to
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become hopelessly entangled, they often dived deep beneath the sea, shaking free of the nets
before surfacing far from where they had disappeared. Success depended upon anticipating
exactly where a whale would rise to breathe.

This was where Senkichi's remarkable gift revealed itself.

Time and again, he seemed to know where a whale would surface before anyone else. To
those who watched him, it was as though the sea itself had disclosed its secrets to him.

It was this extraordinary instinct that earned Senkichi the deep respect of every man in
the Toba whaling crews.

But to return to our story—

Not a single whale had been taken that year.

This was no ordinary spell of poor fishing. From the autumn of the previous year until the
spring now unfolding, not one whale had appeared along the coast.

Without whales, the villages could not survive. Every household depended upon the

hunt, and with each passing day frustration and anxiety settled ever more heavily upon the



Whaling boats, including drive boats and net boats (Toba Sea-Folk Museum)

fishermen.

Then, at last, a pair of humpback whales appeared off the coast of Toba—a mother and
her calf making their long journey north after the calf's birth in the southern seas.

There was a method sometimes employed in such desperate times.

Instead of striking the mother, the hunters would cast a light shirase-mori, or "guiding
harpoon,” into the calf. The wound was not intended to be fatal. Rather, the injured calf was
slowly drawn toward the bay, knowing that the mother, unable to abandon her young, would
faithfully follow. Once both had entered the sheltered waters, the mother could be killed.

Of all the methods used in whaling, this was the one Senkichi despised the most.

Yet desperation often silences conviction.

At that very moment, however, the chief priest of Shofuku-ji Temple on Mount Aonomine
came rushing into the whalers' hut at Ongi Beach.

The priest spoke of a dream.



The final stage of net whaling—The whale is towed ashore after being secured
by a rope through its nostrils (Toba Sea-Folk Museum)

He had seen the mother whale and her calf passing offshore. In the dream, the mother
pleaded with him.

"Please... spare us this once. Let me deliver my child safely to the northern sea. When I
return on next year's southern migration, I will willingly offer my own life."

Her desperate voice had lingered with him even after he awoke. Unable to shake the
sorrow it left in his heart, he hurried to warn the whalers.

But he had come too late.

The fleet had already sailed.

By dusk that same day, the bodies of the mother whale and her calf lay upon the shore at
Ongi Beach.

Among humpback whales, the bond between mother and calf is profound. Even when death
is certain, a mother will not abandon her young. She remains beside it until her final breath.

Driven into the bay and pierced by countless harpoons, the dying whale released one last
tremendous cry.

As the hazashi delivered the fatal strike, her final spout burst skyward, mingled with
blood, raining down upon the men who stood around her. Long afterward, many would
remember not the blood upon their clothes, but the cry that tore through their hearts.

The fishermen heard it.

The villagers heard it.

And beyond the bay, another whale heard it as well.

A solitary male humpback.

During the migration, a mother and calf are often accompanied by a powerful male who

guards them from danger. He is not the calf's father, but the victor of fierce contests for
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breeding rights—a guardian entrusted, for a time, with their protection.

This bull whale, however, seemed unlike any humpback the fishermen had ever seen.

He was enormous.

Nearly eighteen meters in length, his massive body trembled with rage.

As the mother uttered her final cries, he answered her with violent blows of his great tail
against the sea, each strike sending thunder across the water. From deep within his vast body
came an unbroken, low-frequency rumble that seemed to shake the ocean itself.

His voice carried both fury and grief.

Together with the mother's dying cries, it settled over the village like an unseen weight,
leaving no heart untouched.

Senkichi stood silently upon the shore, unable to turn away.

The image before him burned itself into his memory.

Nearby, the priest of Shofuku-ji continued to chant the Heart Sutra.

Listening to the steady rhythm of the sacred words, Senkichi spoke almost to himself.

"He is like... an Asura."

From that moment on, the great whale bore a name.

Ashura.

Several days passed after that haunting encounter.

Then, before dawn one morning, Senkichi awoke to the urgent ringing of the village alarm bell.

The Pacific Ocean viewed from Toba Observatory



A whale had been sighted.

Not just any whale.

It was the great bull whale Senkichi himself had named Ashura.

Once again, the mighty humpback had appeared off the coast.

The whaling fleet immediately put to sea in pursuit.

Yet instead of mastering the whale, they found themselves led wherever Ashura chose to
go, as though the hunter and the hunted had exchanged places.

Then, in the midst of the chase, the earth began to tremble.

The Great Hoei Earthquake had begun.

Moments later, the sea itself rose in fury.

Whale and whalers alike were swallowed by the great tsunami.

The sekobune carrying Senkichi was lifted high upon a towering wave more than ten
meters in height. Before the men could recover, another surge crashed into the vessel from
the direction of Onoura Bay, striking it broadside with overwhelming force.

The boat shattered.

When Senkichi regained consciousness, he found himself clinging desperately to a
broken plank. He had no idea how far he had drifted, only that the sea had carried him to
the village of Osatsu.

Chidorigahama Beach, Osatsu



Everything had changed.

Where people had lived only the day before, there now lay nothing but endless fields of
shattered timber and broken stone.

Ignoring the wounds that covered his body, Senkichi wandered aimlessly through the
ruins, scarcely aware of where his feet carried him.

A single thought rose from the emptiness within him.

Was this our punishment...?

Had this calamity come because we had shown no mercy to the mother whale and her calf?

"No..."

He shook his head.

"That cannot be. It has nothing to do with that."

Yet even as he denied it, the mother's dying cry returned to him.

So did the terrible gaze of the great bull whale.

The spray of blood.

The thunderous roar that marked her final breath.

The deep, mournful vibration of the bull whale's voice.

These memories echoed through him like waves that refused to break.

Then another sound drifted into that sea of grief.

Soft.

Fragile.

Almost too faint to hear.

The cry of a newborn child.



"Please... take care of this little girl..."

Before him, pale arms reached forward, offering him an infant.

Without thinking, Senkichi reached out and accepted the child.

But in the next instant, his arms were empty.

Had he imagined it?

Had it been nothing more than a dream?

Yet the baby's weak cries still lingered in the air.

Looking down, he saw the body of a woman lying beside the ruins of a collapsed house, her
arms wrapped tightly around an infant as though she had given her own life to shield the child.

Without hesitation, Senkichi knelt and gently lifted the baby into his arms.

Cradling the tiny, fragile life against his chest, he made his way at last to Chidorigahama
Beach.

The landward roads were buried beneath mountains of debris.

Only the sea seemed to offer any path toward life.

Among the wreckage along the shore, he found a small fishing boat that had somehow
survived.

There, he entrusted both his own fate and that of the child to the sea.

After all, the sea—despite everything—had spared their lives.

Slowly, leaning his battered body against the oar, Senkichi pushed the little boat away

from the shore.



The satellite image began to move once more.

The fisherman was now holding the infant in his arms.

Then, without hesitation, he stepped from the boat and disappeared beneath the sea.

Had he abandoned all hope of living?

Had he chosen death for himself and the child?

No one watching from nine hundred kilometers above the Earth could know.

For beneath the surface of the sea, beyond the reach of the satellite's eye, something utterly

unexpected was unfolding.

Perhaps it was the baby's faint cries that called them.

One by one, dolphins gathered around the drifting boat.

A single dolphin lifted its head above the gunwale, gazing intently at Senkichi, as though
trying to tell him something.

He could not understand.

Thinking the animal was merely in his way, he waved it off.

At that instant, another dolphin struck him from the side, knocking him into the sea.

As he struggled beneath the surface, he found himself face to face with a mother dolphin
and her calf.

The calf pressed its beak gently against the mother's mammary slit, drawing milk from the
teat hidden within her body. When it released its grip, a thick white stream flowed into the
surrounding water.

Unlike the milk of land animals, dolphin milk is exceptionally rich in fat—almost like
liquid cheese—and does not dissolve readily into the sea.

Then the mother dolphin looked directly into Senkichi's eyes.

In that silent moment, he understood.

Climbing back into the boat, he gathered the infant into his arms once more.

Without a word, he slipped into the sea again.

Holding the baby securely with both hands, he slowly extended the tiny body beneath the
dolphin’s belly.

There, beside the small slit that marked her reproductive opening, a white ribbon of milk
flowed from one of her mammary glands.

It was a sight beyond explanation.

A sight that could never be forgotten.

As the child drank, tears welled in Senkichi's eyes.

They mingled quietly with the seawater...

...and disappeared into the ocean.



2. Toward Taiji

Dolphin society is a matriarchal one.

As young males mature, they eventually leave the pod in which they were born. They form
small groups with other males of similar age, roaming the sea in search of mates. Once they
have reproduced, they move on again, leaving only their genes behind.

The pod itself remains centered on the females. At its heart is an elderly matriarch,
surrounded by her daughters, granddaughters, and succeeding generations. Together they
form a close-knit family, raising each newborn not only by its mother, but by aunts, sisters,
and the pod as a whole.

The dolphins who had rescued Senkichi and the infant belonged to just such a family.

At the direction of the old matriarch, a young granddaughter who had only recently given
birth shared her milk with the starving human child.

Nor did the dolphins stop there.

Swimming alongside Senkichi's little boat, the pod seemed to escort him across the sea,
gently guiding him toward one of the waters they called home—the coast of Taiji.

Yet the devastation left by the Great Hoei Tsunami reached far beyond Ijika.

The disaster had ravaged coastlines from Ise Bay to the shores of the Kii Peninsula,
sweeping through Osaka Bay and the Kitan Strait before striking the coast of Tosa with

particular ferocity. Its destruction extended eastward as far as the Izu and B6so Peninsulas,

Site of Taikoya Matabei's residence (Naniwa Tamahime Park, Osaka)



and even to the distant island of Hachijo-jima.

Taiji was no exception.

The village's once-thriving whaling industry had been brought to the brink of ruin.

In Taiji alone, 217 houses were destroyed or swept away. Countless fishing boats and
whaling vessels were lost, along with the tools upon which the community depended. Many
whalers were claimed by the sea itself, leaving families without providers and an entire village
struggling simply to survive.

Nor did the suffering end when the waves receded.

The earthquake had caused the land around Taiji to subside. Even after the tsunami
withdrew, seawater no longer drained as it once had, leaving much of the coastline flooded
and making recovery painfully slow.

Without large-scale assistance, recovery would have been nearly impossible.

Like the whaling communities of Toba and Ijika, Taiji's whaling industry might well have
disappeared altogether.

(Ijika, in fact, survived by gradually turning to bonito fishing.)

Taiji, however, was different.

There was a group that provided not only financial support but also an extraordinary
amount of labor, making the village's recovery possible.

In later years, the Kishu Domain recognized whaling as an industry of strategic
importance. It placed the enterprise under official protection as the Ote-gumi, bringing it
under direct domain administration.

At the time of the Hoei Tsunami, however, that system did not yet exist.

Site of the lookout on Tomyozaki (Taiji, Wakayama)



Whaling was still a private enterprise led by the Wada family. The domain itself had
suffered catastrophic damage from the earthquake and tsunami and was in no position to
provide either financial aid or manpower.

There was, however, another community closely connected to the whaling industry.

Whenever a whale was landed, a skilled group arrived to assist with its butchering and
processing. They were craftsmen under Taikoya Matabei, a leather merchant based in
Watanabe Village in Osaka.

In those days they were members of a community that faced severe social discrimination.
Branded with the derogatory label eta, they possessed highly specialized skills in removing,
tanning, and processing animal hides into products such as drums, shamisen, and other
traditional instruments.

Among them appears to have been an especially skilled group devoted to the butchering
of whales.

Evidence suggests that they eventually settled in one part of Taiji, where they became
responsible for processing the whales brought ashore.

My own impression is that, before the Hoei Tsunami, these craftsmen probably traveled
seasonally from Osaka during the whaling season.

After the disaster, however, the situation changed dramatically.

The funds needed to rebuild Taiji's devastated whaling industry seem to have been
borrowed from Taikoya Matabei, whose business dominated the leather trade in Osaka.

The arrangement made practical sense.

Whale meat was only one part of the animal's value. Bones, baleen, hides, and many

Site of the East Residence at Sekimon-iwato (Taliji, Wakayama)



other materials that might otherwise have been discarded could all be purchased by Taikoya
Matabei, processed into useful goods, and distributed throughout Japan.

Financial support alone, however, would not have been enough.

Large numbers of these craftsmen also appear to have moved to Taiji to help rebuild the
shattered village. What had once been seasonal work during the whaling months may well
have become permanent residence, as they remained to support both the recovery of the
community and the processing of whales in the years that followed.

This, at least, is how I believe the story may have unfolded.

Let us return to the story.

At Cape Tomyd stood one of Taiji's yamami lookout stations.

From this high promontory, rising some sixty meters above the sea, watchmen kept
constant vigil for migrating whales. When one was sighted, they directed the whaling fleet
below by means of signal flags and columns of smoke.

Because of its elevation, Cape Tomyo was one of the few places left untouched by the
Great Hoei Tsunami.

On that lonely headland stood a woman, gazing silently out across the sea.

Her name was Yae.

Her husband, a hazashi, and their baby daughter—not yet a year old—had both been
swept away by the tsunami as they fled for higher ground.

Since that day, she had climbed the mountain path to Cape Tomy6 almost every morning,

walking nearly two kilometers in the hope that one day her husband and child might

Mukoyama overlooking the inlet (Taiji, Wakayama)



somehow return.
Then something caught her eye.
Far below, a small boat was entering the inlet.
Around it swam a pod of dolphins.
It almost seemed as though they were leading the little vessel safely toward the shore.
Color returned to Yae's face.
Light returned to her eyes.
Without another thought, she began running down the winding path toward the inlet.
"My child... my child is coming home...!"
It was here that Senkichi met Yae.

And it was here that they first met the infant who would one day be given the name Ijika.

Cape Tomyd, however, was only one of Taiji's lookout stations.

In all, five yamami overlooked the surrounding sea. Working together, they formed an
intricate network for locating migrating whales and directing the movements of the whaling
fleet. Messages passed rapidly from one lookout to another before being relayed to the
sekobune and the net boats waiting offshore.

These lookout stations were, in many respects, the command centers of Taiji's whaling
industry.

Because they occupied high ground overlooking the sea, they also almost certainly served

as places of refuge when the Hoei Tsunami struck.

Benzaiten Shrine on Mukoyama (relocated after the 1707 Hoei tsunami)



Locations of the two lookout stations, Tomyozaki and Kajitorizaki, and the Takatsuka relay station






Today, four of these lookout sites have been identified with reasonable certainty.

The most important were Cape Tomyo, standing approximately sixty meters above sea
level, and Kajitori Cape, whose elevation ranges between twenty and thirty meters.

Another site, known as Takatsukadai, appears to have functioned less as a lookout than as
a relay station, passing information between the various yamami.

The fourth confirmed site is Mukéjima, a low-lying island only about three meters
above sea level.

There stood the Onaya, the great whaling warehouse, where boats were stored and
repaired, nets and equipment maintained, and visiting hazashi from distant regions found
lodging during the whaling season.

What follows is, admittedly, my own interpretation.

In later years, I believe that the people then known as eta—the skilled craftsmen
responsible for processing whales—also came to live in this area.

Yae's home, too, was here.

Her husband was a wandering hazashi, one of the many harpooners who traveled from
region to region wherever whales were hunted.

Yet this settlement stood barely three meters above sea level.

When the Great Hoei Tsunami struck, many fled toward the highest ground they could
find. Among them was Yae's husband.

None escaped.

Yae herself survived only by chance.

On that particular day, she had returned to her parents' home in Iwato. From there she
fled to the higher ground at Takatsukadai, where her life was spared.

According to the Kii Fudoki (Chronicles of Kii Province), Iwato was named for a place
"where the mountain was cut open to form a gateway."

It was also known as the site of the eastern residence of the Wada family, the founders of
Taiji's whaling tradition. Beyond that gateway stretched an estate of nearly five thousand
tsubo—an expansive household that served as one of the family's principal residences.

Both of Yae's parents worked there in service to the Wada household.

Again and again, one thought tormented her.

"Why didn't I bring my daughter with me?"

"If only I had... at least she might have lived."

Haunted by that unanswered question, Yae climbed to Cape Tomyo almost every day,

waiting for the husband and child who would never return.



3. The Revival of Taiji's Whaling Community

Guarded by the pod of dolphins, Senkichi's little boat finally reached the inlet at Taiji.

The villagers who had survived the tsunami rushed to the shore and hurried to help the
exhausted fisherman and the infant lying motionless in the boat.

"He's alive!"

"And there's a baby!"

The crowd suddenly parted as a breathless woman ran toward the boat.

"It's Yae! Make way for her!"

Those gathered on the shore hoped this might finally bring her back to herself.

Ever since the tsunami had taken her husband and infant daughter, Yae had wandered
as though lost between hope and despair. To her eyes, it seemed as if the two of them had
somehow returned aboard that little boat.

Her mind never truly recovered.

Even so, with the support of her parents and the head of the Wada family, Senkichi and
Yae eventually began a life together. Senkichi remained in Taiji, where he became one of the
village's hazashi.

The baby, now raised as their daughter, was given the name Ijika, after Senkichi's own
homeland of Tjika.

He gave the very same name to a young bottlenose dolphin—the calf that had shared the

same mother's milk with the child, becoming, in a sense, her foster sibling.



The pod that had saved them also made its home in the waters off Taiji.

For a time, they became silent partners in sustaining the lives of the village.

Until whaling could begin again, the dolphins and the fishermen worked together.

Each spring and autumn, schools of fish rode the Kuroshio Current along the coast. The
dolphins drove the fish into the sheltered inlet, where the fishermen cast their nets. The fish
that escaped the nets became food for the dolphins.

It was a partnership from which both species benefited.

At the center of that partnership stood Senkichi.

Whenever the fishermen set out to sea, their first task was to find the dolphins.

Once they had located the pod, Senkichi and the others struck the sides of their boats,
signaling that the nets were ready.

The dolphins understood.

They scattered across the sea in search of fish.

When a school was found, the matriarch leapt high above the waves, signaling its location.

"The old mother has jumped! Let's go!"

The fishing began.

The dolphins drove the fish into the bay.

The fishermen gathered them with their nets.

The fish that slipped through became the dolphins' reward.

For a number of years, this quiet partnership between people and dolphins helped sustain
the village of Taiji.

With each passing season, Senkichi's place within the community grew ever more

important.



Around that same time, the head of the Wada family set out for Watanabe Village in
Osaka to secure the funds needed to rebuild Taiji.

The journey proved successful.

Not only was financial support obtained, but the promise of a large workforce as well.

The craftsmen who had long been dismissed under the derogatory name eta—people who
had previously come only during the whaling season to assist in processing the catch—now
became indispensable partners in the village's recovery.

Taikoya Matabei purchased nearly every part of the whale beyond its meat—Dbones,
hides, baleen, oil, and many other materials—processing them into useful goods that were
distributed throughout Japan.

A large-scale reconstruction had begun.

Whenever he was not at sea, Senkichi worked shoulder to shoulder with these craftsmen,
helping rebuild the village.

Although traces of social prejudice remained, the people of Taiji gradually learned to live
and work together with those whom society had long kept at its margins.

Dolphins and humans.

People divided by social rank.

For a brief moment in history, Taiji seemed to become a place where such boundaries
quietly dissolved.

At last, new nets were woven.

New whaling boats were built.

The tools that had been swept away by the tsunami were replaced one by one.

And little by little, Taiji prepared itself for the return of the whale hunt.



4. The Orphan at the Whaling Yard

On that day, the whalers landed a magnificent humpback whale.

Towed between two mochisd-bune (transport boats), the great animal was brought slowly
into the inlet of Taiji Bay.

A signal had already reached the village from the lookout station at Takatsukadai.

Along the beach in front of Asuka Shrine, preparations for its arrival were complete.

The following scenes can still be seen today in the illustrated whaling scrolls preserved by
the Taiji Whale Museum.

Entangled beneath layer upon layer of weighted nets and pierced by numerous harpoons,
the whale received its final blow from the hazashi. Before life completely left its body, a
rope was threaded through its nostrils in a procedure known as hana-kiri ("nose-cutting"),
allowing it to be secured between the two transport boats for the journey ashore.

This had to be done before the whale died, for once dead, its immense body would sink to

the bottom of the sea. (Fig. 1)

Net whaling (Whaling Picture Scroll, Waiting to haul in the whale (Whaling Picture
Taiji Whale Museum) Scroll, Taiji Whale Museum)

Hauling a captured whale ashore with a capstan (Whaling Picture Scroll, Taiji Whale Museum)



Facing the inlet stood Asuka Shrine, where the whale was brought ashore.

The butchering of the whale took place directly before the shrine, for this was regarded not
merely as the processing of an animal, but as a sacred act of receiving the life the whale had
offered. The entire operation carried the solemn character of a ritual. (Fig. 2)

Three large wooden winches, known locally as kagura-san, stood along the beach facing
the sea.

Teams of men turned these massive mechanisms by hand.

After the whale had been divided into large sections in the shallows, each section was
hauled onto the beach by means of the winches. (Figs. 3 & 4)

The same winches were also used to strip the whale's skin, as can be seen in Fig. 5.

Now turn to Fig. 6.

The enlarged detail on the right reveals a heartbreaking scene.

A small boy is being beaten with a stick while crying in pain.

Beside him lies a large piece of whale meat.

Members of the socially marginalized community then known by the derogatory name eta
assisted in the butchering of whales. It was generally tolerated if they took home small scraps
of meat that still clung to the bones.

Perhaps this boy belonged to one of those families.

Butchering a whale (Whaling Screen of Kumano A capstan used to strip the whale's skin
Whaling, Wakayama Prefectural Museum) (Isanatori Emaki)

®

A whale being butchered before Asuka Shrine; a child caught stealing whale meat is being punished
(Whaling Picture Scroll, Taiji Whale Museum)



Asuka Shrine in the Whaling Picture Scroll and the present-day Asuka Shrine (right)

Interior of the main whaling headquarters depicted in lllustrated History of Whaling in Goto
(Nagasaki Museum of History and Culture)

Yet the piece of meat lying beside him was far too large to be dismissed as a mere scrap.

Even the fishermen of Taiji could not overlook such a thing,

As Senkichi stepped ashore from the sekobune, this was the first sight that met his eyes.

Across the inlet, on Mukéjima, stood the Onaya, the great warechouse where whale meat
was processed and whale blubber rendered into oil.

Many of the craftsmen from the eta community lived quietly on the hillside nearby.

The hazashi who had come from distant regions also lived on Mukojima, though in a
separate quarter.

Even so, Senkichi could not help hearing fragments of their daily lives.

The boy being beaten was called Kai.

His mother had been gravely injured during the reconstruction of the Onaya and had
never recovered.

Turning to the fishermen gathered around him, Senkichi spoke firmly.

"You may call them eta, but that boy's mother helped rebuild Taiji alongside every one of
us. She earned this village's gratitude. The child only tried to steal a little meat for his dying
mother. Can't you let him go?"

Taking Kai by the hand, Senkichi gathered up the whale meat and walked with him
toward the small hut where his mother lay.

But by the time they arrived, she was already drawing her last breath.



With all the strength she had left, she whispered only one sentence.
"Please... take care of this child."

Then she quietly passed away.

In that instant, memories looded back.

The dying cries of the mother humpback.

The roar that had echoed across the bay.

The infant entrusted to him amid the ruins of Ijika.

Everything returned at once.

Without another word, Senkichi took Kai home.

Yae and little Ijika were waiting for him.

Seeing the boy, Yae smiled as though he had always belonged there.
"ljika, your big brother has come home."

"Where have you been all this time? Come here now. No more tears—let me see your smile."
And so, in the village of Taiji, a most unusual family came into being.
No one among them shared the same blood.

Yet they belonged to one another all the same.

Mukojima, site of the main whaling headquarters and home to migrant harpooners and Eta workers



5. The Two ljikas

Little by little, the scars left by the Great Hoei Tsunami faded from the village of Taiji.

As the community recovered, whaling flourished once again.

With its revival, the extraordinary partnership between dolphins and fishermen—one
unlike any other in the world—gradually slipped into memory.

The same was true of the fragile fellowship that had briefly transcended the rigid
boundaries of social status.

Like a dream that lasted only for a moment, that small utopia quietly disappeared as
ordinary life returned.

Yet it did not vanish completely.

It lived on within Senkichi and Yae.

Within Kai and Ijika, who had grown up as brother and sister.

And within the bond between the girl named Ijika and the dolphin community that had
once saved her life.

The connection between Ijika and her milk sibling, the dolphin Ijika, remained as strong
as ever.

Along the shores of Taiji, stories continued to be told about the girl who had drunk a
dolphin’s milk. As the tale passed from one generation to another, people embellished it until
she became known simply as "the girl raised by dolphins."

The truth may have become blurred.

Yet the villagers never forgot the strange family of Senkichi, nor the pod of dolphins that
gathered offshore.

Both remained quietly in the hearts of the people, like memories of something they could
neither fully explain nor entirely dismiss.

One day, during a whale hunt, disaster struck.

A fin whale burst upward from the depths and split one of the sekobune in two.

Then it rammed a second boat broadside.

Both vessels sank before the whale disappeared once more into the deep, slipping beneath
the nets and escaping.

Most of the crew were rescued.

But one of the rowers could not be found.

Just as hope was beginning to fade, the cries of dolphins echoed across the sea.

Moments later, the missing man appeared.

A dolphin had gently grasped the knot of his topknot in its mouth and was towing him



toward the waiting boats.

The fishermen hauled him aboard with a whaling hook.

He had survived.

After that day, the people of Taiji came to see Senkichi's family differently.

They were neither feared nor shunned.

They continued to work alongside everyone else.

People relied upon them as they always had.

And yet, there remained an unspoken sense that they belonged somehow to another world.

It was not distrust.

It was something closer to reverence.

Even today, ljika and her brother Kai can often be seen rowing their little boat toward the
open sea.

Standing proudly at the bow is the dolphin jika.

A sharp whistle rings out across the water.

Far offshore, a dolphin answers with a joyful leap into the air—

again,

and again.

Common bottlenose dolphins playing in the inlet



6. The Battle with Ashura

Nearly ten years had passed since Senkichi and little Ijika had come to Taiji.

Kai was now fifteen years old.

With the next whale hunt, he would take his first step into the world of whaling alongside
his father.

Not aboard the same boat, however.

Senkichi would serve as the hazashi aboard the third sekobune, while Kai, still an
apprentice, had been assigned to a taru-bune—one of the small boats responsible for
recovering the nets and floating barrels used during the hunt.

Whaling demanded far more than strength.

Following signals from the yamami lookout stations, the net boats spread great walls of
netting across the whale's expected course. Countless wooden barrels served as weights,
slowing the whale once it became entangled.

As soon as the whale struggled into one net, the fishermen cut it free, only to set another
farther ahead. Again and again, fresh nets were laid across its path until the animal grew
exhausted beneath their accumulating weight.

The whale, however, fought back with remarkable intelligence.

It plunged deep beneath the surface, attempting to shake off the nets before rising again
to breathe.

Predicting where it would next appear was a battle of judgment between whale and whaler.

That was where the taru-bune played its part.

Its crew retrieved the discarded nets and floating barrels left behind during the pursuit.

A taru-bune usually carried only two or three men, most of them veteran sailors whose
years on the sea had earned them quieter duties.

It was also here that boys destined to inherit the whaling tradition began their
apprenticeship.

At around fifteen years of age, they joined the taru-bune, learning every stage of the hunt
while helping recover the equipment.

Because these boats remained at a comparatively safe distance, they offered the perfect
vantage point from which young apprentices could observe the entire operation without
facing its greatest dangers.

And for Senkichi's son, Kai, that day had arrived sooner than anyone had expected.

Before dawn, the great warning bell echoed through the village.

At almost the same moment, smoke rose from Cape Tomyo.



A whale had been sighted offshore.

Standing at the relay station on Mukdjima, Senkichi looked toward the headland.
A pale blue banner fluttered in the wind—the signal for a humpback whale.

Kai, standing beside him, spoke first.

"Father... it's a humpback!"

Senkichi narrowed his eyes toward the distant sea.

"A northbound whale... and it looks like she's traveling with a calf."

"What do you think they'll do?"

The two hurried toward the beach.

The recent catches had been poor, and the decision to launch the fleet had already been
made.

Preparations were well underway.
Ordinarily, a northbound humpback accompanied by her calf would be left alone.

Such whales were fiercely protective, dangerously aggressive, and often too lean to be
worth the risk.

But today would be different.
A chill passed through Senkichi.

First Sekobune (Whale-Driving Boat) Third Sekobune

Second Sekobune Amibune (Net Boat)

Tarubune (Barrel Boat)

Mosso Boat

Yokoamibune (Cross-Net Boat)



Without warning, memories of Toba came rushing back.

A mother's desperate cries.

The great bull whale.

Ashura.

He turned sharply toward Kai.

"Stay behind this time."

Kai shook his head.

"No. I'm going."

For a long moment, Senkichi said nothing.

Then he placed a hand on the boy's shoulder.

"Very well. But don't let your guard down just because you're aboard a taru-bune."

"Listen to everything Old Roku tells you."

One by one, the sekobune were lifted onto the shoulders of the crews and carried down to
the sea.

To make them as swift as possible, their hulls had been coated with paulownia oil and
whale oil.

Each boat was also painted with distinctive patterns so that it could be recognized even
from a great distance. The lacquered finish served another purpose as well, reducing friction
against the water and allowing the boats to move with remarkable speed.

For that reason, they were never dragged across the beach.

They were carried.

The fleet set out in order.

First went the net boats.

Blow of a humpback whale



Behind them came the sekobune, followed by the transport boats.

Finally, bringing up the rear, came the taru-bune.

Altogether, nearly twenty boats headed out toward the open sea.

One of the taru-bune was commanded by the veteran sailor Rokubei.

Kai had been assigned to his boat as an apprentice.

From its comparatively safe position behind the fleet, he would witness an entire whale
hunt for the very first time.

As the shoreline gradually receded, Rokubei glanced toward Kai with a grin.

"Kai... what's become of Ijika? Didn't she insist on coming with us?"

Rokubei had always had a soft spot for her.

Whenever she saw him around the harbor, she would pester him endlessly, begging to be
allowed aboard the taru-bune.

Strangely enough, that morning she had caused no trouble at all.

That, more than anything, had made him suspicious.

Then—

"Old Roku! I'm here! Right here!"

The straw mat covering the stern suddenly flew upward.

Out popped Ijika's head.

She had been hiding there all along,.

Rokubei burst into laughter.

"Well, I'll be..."

"You've certainly given me a fright."

He scratched his head and looked toward the shore, now far behind them.

Site of the beacon on Tomyozaki



"At this point, I can't exactly send you back."

She must have slipped into the water while the fleet passed Mukoéjima and quietly climbed
aboard during all the commotion of departure.

Kai could only sigh.

"Honestly... you're impossible.”

Yet there was more affection than annoyance in his voice.

Rokubei chuckled.

"Kai, you'd better keep an eye on your little sister."

Senkichi, watching from another boat farther ahead, could only shake his head with a
helpless smile.

"Old Roku... I'm sorry."

Far offshore, the fleet had already begun surrounding the mother humpback and her calf
with its great walls of netting.

Then suddenly—

"Old Roku! Another humpback!"

Jjika pointed—not toward the trapped whales, but beyond the outer ring of nets.

Everyone turned.

The sea outside the encirclement erupted into white water.

An enormous humpback burst from the waves.

Without hesitation, it charged straight toward the outermost net boat.

Rokubei snatched up the sasayaki-zutsu, the speaking horn, and shouted with all his
strength.

"Humpback charging Number Seven!"

A humpback whale mother and calf



The carefully arranged formation, fixed upon driving the mother and calf into the nets,
shuddered as panic swept through the fleet.

The crew of Net Boat Number Seven threw themselves into the sea.

An instant later, the whale struck.

The boat split cleanly in two.

Watching from Sekobune Number Three, Senkichi felt the blood drain from his face.

"...Ashura."

His whisper was almost swallowed by the roar of the sea.

Then he shouted.

"He's heading for Number One!"

Ashura sliced through the waves like a living mountain.

The men aboard Net Boat Number One had no time to escape.

The tremendous impact hurled both boat and crew into the sea.

Wrapped in layer upon layer of netting, Ashura plunged deep beneath the surface, tearing
free as he disappeared into the darkness below.

Senkichi followed every movement.

He knew the whale would have to rise again.

Lifting the speaking horn to his lips, he cried out,

"Number Two! He's coming up beneath Number Two!"

The warning came only a heartbeat too late.

The second net boat erupted upward, lifted high into the air before crashing back onto the sea.

The gap was enough.

The mother whale and her calf now had an open path to freedom.

Arrangement of net boats and drive boats in traditional whaling (Taiji Whale Museum)



For a moment it seemed that Ashura would simply lead them away.

But he turned back.

He was not finished.

He veered toward the right flank, where Sekobune Four, Five, and Six held formation.

Then, without warning, he vanished beneath the sea once more.

A terrible realization struck Senkichi.

"No... he's coming this way!"

Ashura had changed direction underwater.

His true target was the left flank—

Sekobune One.

Two.

Three.

Senkichi had read Ashura's intentions correctly.

But Ashura was faster.

The third sekobune, positioned near the center of the line, suddenly rose into the air upon
the whale's immense back.

For a brief instant, boat and men seemed suspended against the sky.

Then they crashed violently back into the sea.

The first boat was smashed.

The second followed.

Within moments, the ocean had become a scene of utter devastation.

"Father!"

"Father's been hit!"

Carrying Kai and jika, the taru-bune raced desperately toward the wreckage.

At the same time, every surviving sekobune, transport boat, and taru-bune rushed to
rescue the men struggling in the water.

But even then, Ashura's relentless assault did not cease.

The whale struck again...

and again.

Thrown into the sea, ljika caught one last glimpse of the great whale.

Ashura.

Without haste...

without looking back...

he disappeared into the endless ocean.



7. Adrift

A violent jolt hurled Ijika into the sea.

A hand reached for her.

It was Kai.

Old Rokubei was nowhere to be seen.

Alone aboard the taru-bune, Kai stood frozen, his face drained of color.

Yet somehow he found the strength to seize Jjika's hand and pull her aboard.

The moment she was safe, the two of them collapsed together on the deck.

For a long while, neither spoke.

At last, Jjika whispered,

"Father... we have to find Father."

She slowly rose to her feet, stood at the bow, and gave a long, piercing whistle.

Before long, familiar cries echoed across the sea.

Leading the pod was Ijika, her dolphin milk sibling.

One by one, the dolphins gathered around the little boat.

Together, they began searching for Senkichi.

Once before, when a rower had been lost at sea after a fin whale attacked the fleet, the
dolphins had found him and brought him safely home.

Remembering that miracle, Ijika repeated the same words to herself again and again.

A humpback whale swimming away into the distance



We'll find him.

We have to.

But the sun sank below the horizon.

Darkness spread across the sea.

When she looked around, every other boat had vanished.

The cries of the rescue crews were gone.

Only then did they realize the terrible truth.

Without noticing, they had been caught by the mighty current of the Kuroshio.
Days drifted past.

Senkichi was never found.

Exhaustion finally overcame both children, and they slept whenever sleep claimed them.
How many days they drifted, neither of them could tell.

Time itself seemed to dissolve into the endless rhythm of wind and waves.
Only one hope remained.

Father must have survived.

He'll come looking for us.

That single thought carried them onward.

Their drinking water was gone.

Their emergency provisions had long since run out.

Only the dolphins remained beside them, swimming faithfully alongside the drifting boat.
One night, Jjika awoke.

Perhaps it was the sound of the waves.

Sunset over the endless Pacific Ocean (from the Ogasawara Maru)



Or perhaps she was still dreaming.

Above her stretched the Milky Way, brighter than she had ever imagined.

Countless stars filled the heavens.

['ve never seen so many stars...

Then one star began to fall.

No—

it was coming toward her.

It entered her.

Then another.

And another.

Soon the stars seemed to pour from the heavens, one after another, flowing gently into
her heart.

Each star became someone she loved.

Senkichi.

Yae.

Kai's mother.

Old Rokubei.

The people of Taiji.

The countless dolphins.

Even the mother she had never known.

Each smiled at her with quiet tenderness...

then disappeared within her.

She felt herself embraced by a warmth beyond words—



a gentleness...
a peace...

a sense of belonging unlike anything she had ever known.

The little taru-bune, carrying Ijika and Kai, eventually drifted into Sagami Bay.

Guided by the pod of dolphins, it finally reached a beach on the southern coast of Izu—
perhaps today's Yumigahama.

Fishermen who witnessed its arrival later said that it looked as though the dolphins
themselves were towing the boat ashore.

Part of a whale net remained tangled around the bow.

The dolphins appeared to take turns pulling it.

What became of Ijika and Kai after that is unknown.

Yet local tradition suggests that, for a time, people along this coast fished in partnership
with dolphins.

Schools of fish riding the Kuroshio Current were driven into sheltered bays by the
dolphins.

The fishermen cast their nets.

The fish that escaped became the dolphins' reward.

Remarkably, similar forms of cooperative fishing can still be found today in places such as
Santa Catarina in Brazil and among river dolphins and fishermen in the Amazon.

In Japan, however, that tradition has long since disappeared.

Only a curious saying remains.

In Taiji, people have long said,

"One whale brings prosperity to seven villages."

Yet along this coast of Izu, an entirely different saying survives.

"One whale brings ruin to seven villages."

Two neighboring traditions.

Two completely opposite memories.

Perhaps both preserve echoes of a forgotten past.



Epilogue

The satellite image now lingered over a cape on the southern coast of Izu.
The camera continued to zoom in.

There, looking up toward the sky, stood an elderly woman.

She smiled gently.

Jjika.

Then, without warning, the image vanished.

Only the endless surface of the Pacific Ocean remained.

"Mira... is something wrong?"

"Nothing."

She hesitated.

"I just thought... for a moment... I saw Japan."

"And there was an old woman named Ijika."

Her colleague laughed.

"Come on, Mira. I know Japan is your homeland, but that's impossible."

"Japan sank beneath the Pacific fifty years ago."



"I know."

Mira lowered her eyes.

She had been reviewing the latest images transmitted by the observation satellite.

Yet she could not bring herself to tell anyone about the strange vision she had just
witnessed.

Even if she did, no one would believe her.

Not even she could fully believe it herself.

She tried to dismiss it as nothing more than an illusion.

And yet...

Why does it all feel so familiar?

With that, The Story of Ijika comes to an end.

For me, it also marks the conclusion—at least in this lifetime—of my long journey
exploring the relationship between people and whales.

The rest of the journey will have to wait until the next life.

Perhaps it will continue somewhere along the west coast of North America.

Perhaps in Canada.

Or perhaps in Australia.

There is no way to know.

But wherever that next journey begins, I like to think that I will once again be talking
with whales and dolphins about our Earth...

and about the universe.

These quiet words were written in the early summer of 2026, from Koéryo, a small town in
Nara Prefecture, located near the heart of Japan's Kii Peninsula—

34°32" North, 13545  East.
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