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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurA beautiful new limited edition paperback of Snow Falling on Cedars, published as 
part of the Bloomsbury Modern Classics listHe saw the soft cedars of San Piedro Island, its high, rolling 
hills, the low mist that lay in long streamers against its beaches, the whitecaps riffling its shoreline. The 

moon had risen already behind the island a quarter moon, pale and indefinite, as ethereal and translucent as 
the wisps of cloud that travelled the skies.A fisherman is found dead in the net of his boat off the coast of a 
North American island. When a local Japanese-American man is charged with his murder, it becomes clear 

that what is at stake is more than one man's guilt. For on San Piedro, memories grow as thickly as cedar trees 
memories of a charmed romance between a white boy and a Japanese girl. Above all, the island is haunted 

/file.html?id=B003NE5TTM


by what happened to its Japanese residents during the Second World War, when an entire community was 
sent into exile while its neighbours watched.ExtraitAt the intersection of Center Valley Road and South 

Beach Drive Ishmael spied, ahead of him in the bend, a car that had failed to negotiate the grade as it coiled 
around a grove of snow-hung cedars. Ishmael recognized it as the Willys station wagon that belonged to 

Fujiko and Hisao Imada; in fact, Hisao was working with a shovel at its rear right wheel, which had dropped 
into the roadside drainage ditch.Hisao Imada was small enough most of the time, but he looked even smaller 
bundled up in his winter clothes, his hat pulled low and his scarf across his chin so that only his mouth, nose, 

and eyes showed. Ishmael knew he would not ask for help, in part because San Piedro people never did, in 
part because such was his character. Ishmael decided to park at the bottom of the grade beside Gordon 

Ostrom's mailbox and walk the fifty yards up South Beach Drive, keeping his DeSoto well out of the road 
while he convinced Hisao Imada to accept a ride from him.Ishmael had known Hisao a long time. When he 
was eight years old he'd seen the Japanese man trudging along behind his swaybacked white plow horse: a 
Japanese man who carried a machete at his belt in order to cut down vine maples. His family lived in two 
canvas tents while they cleared their newly purchased property. They drew water from a feeder creek and 

warmed themselves at a slash pile kept burning by his children--girls in rubber boots, including Hatsue--who 
dragged branches and brought armfuls of brush to it. Hisao was lean and tough and worked methodically, 

never altering his pace. He wore a shoulder strap T-shirt, and this, coupled with the sharp-honed weapon at 
his belt, put Ishmael in mind of the pirates he'd read about in illustrated books his father had brought him 
from the Amity Harbor Public Library. But all of this was more than twenty years ago now, so that as he 

approached Hisao Imada in the South Beach Drive, Ishmael saw the man in another light: hapless, small in 
the storm, numb with the cold and ineffective with his shovel while the trees threatened to come down 

around him.Ishmael saw something else, too. On the far side of the car, with her own shovel in hand, Hatsue 
worked without looking up. She was digging through the snow to the black earth of the cedar woods and 
throwing spadefuls of it underneath the tires.Fifteen minutes later the three of them walked down the road 
toward his DeSoto. The Willys station wagon's rear right tire had been perforated by a fallen branch still 
wedged up under both axles. The rear length of exhaust pipe had been crushed, too. The car wasn't going 
anywhere--Ishmael could see that--but it took Hisao some time to accept this truth. With his shovel he'd 

struggled defiantly, as if the tool could indeed change the car's fate. After ten minutes of polite assistance 
Ishmael wondered aloud if his DeSoto wasn't the answer and persisted in this vein for five minutes more 
before Hisao yielded to it as an unavoidable evil. He opened his car door, put in his shovel, and came out 
with a bag of groceries and a gallon of kerosene. Hatsue, for her part, went on with her digging, saying 

nothing and keeping to the far side of the car, and throwing black earth beneath the tires.At last her father 
rounded the Willys and spoke to her once in Japanese. She stopped her work and came into the road then, 
and Ishmael was granted a good look at her. He had spoken to her only the morning before in the second-

floor hallway of the Island County Courthouse, where she'd sat on a bench with her back to an arched 
window just outside the assessor's office. Her hair had been woven then, as now, into a black knot against 
the nape of her neck. She'd told him four times to go away."Hello, Hatsue," said Ishmael. "I can give you a 

lift home, if you want.""My father says he's accepted," Hatsue replied. "He says he's grateful for your 
help."She followed her father and Ishmael down the hill, still carrying her shovel, to the DeSoto. When they 

were well on their way down South Beach Drive, easing through the flats along the salt water, Hisao 
explained in broken English that his daughter was staying with him during the trial; Ishmael could drop them 
at his house. Then he described how a branch had hurled down into the road in front of him; to avoid it he'd 
hit his brake pedal. The Willys had fishtailed while it climbed the snapped branch and nudged down into the 

drainage ditch.Only once, driving and listening, nodding politely and inserting small exclamations of 
interest--"I see, I see, yes, of course, I can understand"--did Ishmael risk looking at Hatsue Miyamoto in the 
rectangle of his rearview mirror: a risk that filled all of two seconds. He saw then that she was staring out the 

side window with enormous deliberation, with intense concentration on the world outside his car--she was 
making it a point to be absorbed by the storm--and that her black hair was wringing wet with snow. Two 

strands had escaped from their immaculate arrangement and lay pasted against her frozen cheek."I know it's 
caused you trouble," Ishmael said. "But don't you think the snow is beautiful? Isn't it beautiful coming 

down?"The boughs in the fir trees hung heavy with it, the fence rails and mailboxes wore mantles of it, the 
road before him lay filled with it, and there was no sign, anywhere, of people. Hisao Imada agreed that it 

was so--ah, yes, beautiful, he commented softly--and at the same moment his daughter turned swiftly 
forward so that her eyes met Ishmael's in the mirror. It was the cryptic look, he recognized, that she'd aimed 



at him fleetingly on the second floor of the courthouse when he'd tried to speak to her before her husband's 
trial. Ishmael still could not read what her eyes meant--punishment, sorrow, perhaps buried anger, perhaps 
all three simultaneously. Perhaps some sort of disappointment.For the life of him, after all these years, he 
couldn't read the expression on her face. If Hisao wasn't present, he told himself, he'd ask her flat out what 

she was trying to say by looking at him with such detached severity and saying nothing at all. What, after all, 
had he done to her? What had she to be angry about? The anger, he thought, ought to be his own; yet years 
ago now the anger about her had finished gradually bleeding out of him and had slowly dried up and blown 
away. Nothing had replaced it, either. He had not found anything to take its place. When he saw her, as he 
sometimes did, in the aisles of Petersen's Grocery or on the street in Amity Harbor, he turned away from 
seeing her with just a little less hurry than she turned away from seeing him; they avoided one another 
rigorously. It had come to him one day three years before how immersed she was in her own existence. 
She'd knelt in front of Fisk's Hardware Center tying her daughter's shoelaces in bows, her purse on the 
sidewalk beside her. She hadn't known he was watching. He'd seen her kneeling and working on her 

daughter's shoes, and it had come to him what her life was. She was a married woman with children. She 
slept in the same bed every night with Kabuo Miyamoto. He had taught himself to forget as best he could. 
The only thing left was a vague sense of waiting for Hatsue--a fantasy--to return to him. How, exactly, this 
might be achieved he could not begin to imagine, but he could not keep himself from feeling that he was 

waiting and that these years were only an interim between other years he had passed and would pass again 
with Hatsue.She spoke now, from the backseat, having turned again to look out the window. "Your 

newspaper," she said. That was all."Yes," answered Ishmael. "I'm listening.""The trial, Kabuo's trial, is 
unfair," said Hatsue. "You should talk about that in your newspaper.""What's unfair?" asked Ishmael. "What 
exactly is unfair? I'll be happy to write about it if you'll tell me."She was still staring out the window at the 
snow with strands of wet hair pasted against her cheek. "It's all unfair," she told him bitterly. "Kabuo didn't 
kill anyone. It isn't in his heart to kill anyone. They brought in that sergeant to say he's a killer--that was just 
prejudice. Did you hear the things that man was saying? How Kabuo had it in his heart to kill? How horrible 
he is, a killer? Put it in your paper, about that man's testimony, how all of it was unfair. How the whole trial 
is unfair.""I understand what you mean," answered Ishmael. "But I'm not a legal expert. I don't know if the 

judge should have suppressed Sergeant Maples's testimony. But I hope the jury comes in with the right 
verdict. I could write a column about that, maybe. How we all hope the justice system does its job. How we 

hope for an honest result.""There shouldn't even be a trial," said Hatsue. "The whole thing is wrong, it's 
wrong""I'm bothered, too, when things are unfair," Ishmael said to her. "But sometimes I wonder if 

unfairness isn't . . . part of things. I wonder if we should even expect fairness, if we should assume we have 
some sort of right to it. Or if--""I'm not talking about the whole universe," cut in Hatsue. "I'm talking about 
people--the sheriff, that prosecutor, the judge, you. People who can do things because they run newspapers 

or arrest people or convict them or decide about their lives. People don't have to be unfair, do they? That isn't 
just part of things, when people are unfair to somebody.""No, it isn't," Ishmael replied coldly. "You're right--

people don't have to be unfair."When he let them out beside the Imadas' mailbox he felt that somehow he 
had gained the upper hand--he had an emotional advantage. He had spoken with her and she had spoken 
back, wanting something from him. She'd volunteered a desire. The strain between them, the hostility he 

felt--it was better than nothing, he decided. It was an emotion of some sort they shared. He sat in the DeSoto 
and watched Hatsue trudge away through the falling snow, carrying her shovel on her shoulder. It occurred 

to him that her husband was going out of her life in the same way he himself once had. There had been 
circumstances then and there were circumstances now; there were things beyond anyone's control. Neither 

he nor Hatsue had wanted the war to come--neither of them had wanted that intrusion. But now her husband 
was accused of murder, and that changed things between them.Revue de presse"Compelling . . . heart-
stopping. Finely wrought, flawlessly written."-the New York Times Book "Luminous . . . a beautifully 

assured and full-bodied novel [that] becomes a tender examination of fairness and forgiveness . . . Guterson 
has fashioned something haunting and true."-Time "Haunting . . . A whodunit complete with courtroom 

maneuvering and surprising turns of evidence and at the same time a mystery, something altogether richer 
and deeper."-Los Angeles Times 


