Gauche the Cellist

(Part 1) )
Gauche was a cellist in the town orchestra. As
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he was the poorest player of all in the orchestra
he was always being scolded by the conductor

town.

Every player was rehearsing the symphon
diligently. Gauche was also playing the cello
earnestly, firmly closing his lips, and staring at
his score.
Suddenly the conductor clapped his hands to stop the music, and shouted,
"Cello, you are slow. Play again once more from C, everybody. Here we go!"
They replayed from C. Gauche, whose face had turned red, his forehead sweaty,
replayed and went through the tune that he had been scolded for. He was relieved
and kept playing. Then the conductor clapped his hands again and the music
stopped.
"Cello, your strings don't harmonize with each other. You are a real problem for us.
But I don't have time to teach you from the beginning, you know."
Feeling sorry for him, the rest of the players were either looking at their own
notes or touching their own instruments for a while. He hurriedly adjusted the
strings. In addition to his poor performance, his cello was too old.
"Start from D. Here we go!"
They all played together under his direction. Gauche played hard with his mouth
closed tightly. They could go forward quite far this time. The conductor clapped
his hands again. The cellist thought he would be the one being scolded again. But
luckily this time it was not his cello. He, staring at his note, pretended to think of
something.
"Then from F. Here we go!"

Soon the conductor stamped on the floor hard and shouted,
"No, it absolutely makes no sense. This is the most important part of this music.
But your performance is insensitive. We have only ten days for the concert. Hey,
Gauche. You should be more sensitive. You don't express any emotion in your play
such as anger and joy. Besides, you aren't blending well with the other
instruments. It sounds as if you always walk behind others with loose shoelaces.
You are a real headache to me. Perk up! If our orchestra gets a notorious
reputation only due to your performance, I'll feel sorry for the other players...Well,
that's all for today."
All the players except Gauche made a bow to the conductor and left there. Gauche
shed big drops of tears, holding the old cello, and sat on the chair facing the wall.
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But soon he calmed down and began to practice his part from the beginning.

He came home late at night with the big black cello-case. He lived alone in a
broken watermill by the river on the outskirt of town. He turned on the light, took
out his cello from the case, put it softly on the floor, and drank a glass of water. He
shook his head, sat on the chair, and then started playing the cello with crashing
force from the beginning of the piece he had rehearsed in the afternoon. Turning
over the score, he played, sometimes stopping it to think about his performance.
He did it again and again from the beginning.

It was already past midnight. As he was beside himself with playing the cello so
hard that his face was flushed, and his eyes were bloodshot. It looked as if he
would collapse any minute.

Then someone knocked on the door.

"Who is 1t?" he answered with a sleepy voice. It was a big tortoise-shell cat that he
had seen several times.

The cat, putting down a big half-ripened tomato before him, said,

"I'm tired. It was so heavy."

"What?"

"This is my gift for you. Please eat it," said the cat.

He shouted at the cat,

"Who in the world told you to bring a tomato to me? First, I wouldn't eat anything
you brought. Besides, that tomato belongs to my field. You picked it up before it
ripened enough. Is it you that bit the stalks or messed the field? Get away! Cat."
The cat hunched its shoulders, puckered its brows, then with a smirk on its face,
said,

"Don't get so angry, or it'll be harmful to your health. Why not play ’ Traumerei’
by Schumann? I'll listen to it."

"None of your lip! You're only a cat!"

The cellist thought a while about what to do for this annoying cat.

"Please play it. I can't sleep without listening to your tune."

"None of your sauce!"

He turned scarlet and stamped on the floor as the conductor had done during the
day, but he suddenly changed his mind, and said,

"All right, I'll play."

He locked the door and the windows and 'lww Ll r]w FTT"“ M
turned off the light, so the nearly full .' g :

moonlight poured into the room through the 35 'ﬁ.- %

windows. R

"By the way, what do you want?"
"Traumerei by Robert Schumann." The cat
wiped its lips and said with a straight face.
"T see. Traumerei... Is it this music?"

The cellist, taking precaution, tore his
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handkerchief and plugged it into his ear holes

He suddenly began to play, 'The tiger-hunting in India' with crushing forth.

The cat was inclining its head and listening to it for a while, but suddenly blinked
its eyes and jumped toward the door. It bumped itself against the door but it
wouldn't open. Gauche got greatly amused to see it and played it much more
violently.

"That's enough, sir! Stop it, stop it for God's sake! I'll never instruct you what to
play."

"Shut up! Soon I'll reach the scene where the tiger is caught."

The cat, so suffered, whirled around him like a windmaill, which made him feel
dizzy.

"Now, I'll forgive you this time," saying so, he stopped playing at last.

"Your performance has sounded different tonight." The cat said as if nothing had
happened.

He, though getting angry again, kept his temper and said with a cigarette in his
mouth,

"Are you all right? Show me your tongue."

The cat stuck out its long tongue as if it made a fool of him.

"It looks a little rough." saying so, he struck a match on its tongue and lit the
cigarette.

The cat, so surprised, swinging its tongue like a pinwheel, struck its head against
the door again and again with an unsteady gait.

He, looking at the cat for a while, said,

"T'll let you out. Never come here again. You, idiot!"

He opened the door and smiled a little to see the cat running away like the wind.
Then he went to bed and fell into a deep sleep as if he felt relieved.
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(Part 2) B
The following evening, Gauche came homeg

with the big black cello-case. After gulping a
glass of water, he began to play the cello jus
like he had done the previous night. It wa i
already past midnight, but he
playing. ...one o'clock, then two o'clock...hg
hadn't noticed the time passing or what he wasjy ;

doing... then someone knocked on the door. , ,. \ am«.'.'.h’#f.’,', _!f!lﬁ.';'.h T

"It must be that cat. It hasn't learned its lesson

yet?"

When he said so, a gray bird flew down through a hole of the attic ceiling. It was a



cuckoo.

"A bird? What do you want me for?" he asked.

"T want to learn music from you," the cuckoo answered coolly.
He laughed, and said,

"You said music? Your music is only 'Cuckoo, cuckoo', isn't it?"
"Yes, it 1s. But it's difficult for me to sing."

"It doesn't seem difficult. You always twitter, 'Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo," a lot but
they are the same sound of 'Cuckoo."

"No. It's terribly difficult. Each 'cuckoo' has different sound. Listen, this 'Cuckoo'
is quite different from this 'Cuckoo', isn't it?"

"It sounds the same to me."

"If you say so, you, human beings, can't distinguish the difference of the sounds. If
we twitter 'Cuckoo' ten thousand times, each sound is different to us."

"Suit yourself! You know a lot, then, why did you come to me?"

"I mean, I want to sing the scale 'Do, re, mi, fa' correctly."

""Do, re, mi, fa'? Go to hell!"

"T'd like to learn it before I fly abroad."

"Fly abroad? You're interesting!"

"Will you show me how to sing 'Do, re, mi, fa' sir? I'll follow you."

"Don't bother me! Go home at once, after I play it just three times for you."
Gauche took up his cello, adjusted the strings, and played 'Do, re, me, fa, sol, la t1
do'. Listening to it, the cuckoo flapped its wings in a hurry.

"No, no. That's not what I want to learn."

"You are annoying! Then, show me how to do it."

"It's like this." It bent its body forward, kept holding the posture briefly, and sang,
"Cuckoo!"

"What? Is it your 'Do, re, me, fa? Your 'Do, re, me, fa' and our '"The Sixth
Symphony' must be quite the same for you.

"No, they aren't the same."

"Then, how are they different?"

"The different thing is that we sing cuckoo on and on, and it's difficult."

"That means... like this?" saying so, the cellist took his cello again and played,
'Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo' in a row.

The cuckoo was so pleased, and followed him from the middle
of it,

"...Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo..."

The cuckoo was bending its body and sang so hard that
Gauche felt his hands hurt and cried,

"All right. Enough is enough!"

and stopped suddenly. The cuckoo seemed to regret it, and
kept on singing for a while like this,
"Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuck, cka, cka, cka, ck, ck," and it stopped.



He said angrily,

"Hey, bird, now that we've finished it, go home right now!"
"Would you mind playing once more? You may think it was perfect, but it was a
little different."

"What? I'm not learning from you. Go home!"

"Would you please play it just once more? Please." The bird bowed down before
him again and again.

"Well, this 1s the last time."

Gauche took his bow to get ready to play. The bird took a breath, and said,
"Would you play 'Cuckoo' as long as you can?"

He began to play 'Cuckoo', giving a bitter smile, while the bird began to sing,
'Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo,' in earnest.

Although he was very upset at first, he began to think that the bird's 'Cuckoo -
was better than his. The longer he played, the better the bird's song was, he felt.
"Damn it! If I continue doing such a foolish thing, I would become a bird," he
thought, and suddenly stopped playing, but the cuckoo couldn't stop singing at
once. It kept its cuckoo for a while like this.

"...Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cka, cka, cka, cka, ck, ck, ck."

Looking at him reproachfully, the bird said,

"Why did you stop it? We wouldn't stop singing until we cough blood."

"None of your lip! I can't do such a foolish thing any more. Go away! Look! Soon
the dawn is breaking." saying so, he pointed at the window.

"Please play with me once more until the sun rises up."

The cuckoo lowered the head again and again.

"Shut your bills! You, idiot! Unless you leave now, I'll eat you for breakfast."

He stamped on the floor.

The bird got so surprised that it suddenly flew to the window, but it fell down
when it hit its head against a windowpane.

"How foolish you are to hit your head on the glass! Wait unt1l I open the window.
He tried to open the old window and made it rattle, but it N

wasn't easy to open. The bird, which couldn't be patient il
tried to fly away, and hit itself against the windowpane =Fl
again. Gauche found the bird bleeding at the root of its ll'q l' A t
bills. He felt pity, and hit the pane with his foot. No J“
that the glass of the windowpane crashed into pieces, th
bird flew away straight like an arrow.

Gauche, who looked outside disgustedly for a while, fel '
down at the corner of the room and fell asleep.
The following midnight, he drank a glass of water after
practicing to play a lot, when he heard someone knocking =
on the door again.

He, with a glass in his hand, waited for someone to come, thinking, he'd drive out



whoever came. Opening the door, a tiny raccoon dog entered the room. He opened

1t wider, stamped on the floor to threaten it, and yelled at it,

"Hey, you, do you know what raccoon-dog-stew is like?"

The raccoon dog, with a look of bewilderment, was sitting up straight on the floor,

tilted its head and was puzzled about the question for a while.

"T don't know what it is like."

Gauche said with a severe look on purpose,

"So I'll tell you about the raccoon-dog-stew. It's a kind of stewed dish with raccoon

dog meat and cabbage, and seasoned with salt, my favorite."

The little animal seemed astonished, tilted its head, and said to him,

"But my father told me that Gauche was such a kind man who I don't need to be

scared of, and told me to learn from you."

He burst into laughter,

"What did he say you could learn from me? I've been busy and now I'm sleepy."

The raccoon dog bravely took a step forward.

"I play the snare drum. My father told me to practice it with the cello."

"But I don't see you have any snare drum, do I?"

"Here they are! I always have them," saying so, it took out two sticks from its back.

"How do you play with them?"

"T beat my stomach with them. Wouldn't you mind playing 'The Cheerful Stable

Master'?

"What is it? Is it a kind of jazz?"

"Here you are." The raccoon dog took a sheet of music from its back and handed it

to him. Gauche looked through it and laughed.

"It seems to be an eccentric tune. All right, I'll play it for you. Will you drum with

me?"

He was curious about what it would do next, and glanced at it while playing. Soon

the raccoon dog began to beat the lower part of the cello with its sticks, which

made him interested. When they finished the tune, the raccoon dog cocked its

head, thought a while, and said, E“M“ﬂ ﬂ :
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"When you played on the second string, Gauche, |
you are a little slow. So I can't drum well."

It reminded him. He had noticed the sounds
produced from the second string were a little
later. AN N
"Well, you may be right. My cello is very old," he 3. ;
sounded sad. : '

The little raccoon dog said,
"We want to know the reason, don't we? Would

you play again?"
"All right, I'll play,"
Gauche replayed while the raccoon dog beat on the part of Gauche's cello as it had



done, and sometimes bent its ear close to the cello. Anyway they played together
until they were both satisfied with their performance.

"Oh, the day has broken. I must say 'Good-bye', sir. Thank you very much, *saying
so, the raccoon dog swung the note and sticks on its back, made a bow a few times
and hurried to leave.

Gauche was gazing into space for a while and breathed the air from the window
which had been broken last night. But he went to bed soon to regain energy.
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(Part 3)

The following night, he practiced the cello until late at night, got tired, and dozed
off with a sheet of music in his hand. Near the crack of the dawn, someone gently
knocked on the door again.

"Come in! The door is open."

It was a field mouse and its tiny young. The mouse, putting a chestnut before him,
bowed and said,

"My baby is dying. Have mercy on us and cure its illness, sir?"

Gauche was offended and said,

"T can't be a doctor."

The mother mouse dropped her eyes for a while, mustered her courage, and said,
"Don't tell me you can't. You've cured my friends of their illness every day."

"I don't know what you mean."

"Thanks to you, the rabbit's grandmother and the raccoon dog's father got well. In
addition, so did the ill-natured horned owl. Why won't you help my son?"

"There must be some mistake. I've never helped the horned owl."

The mother mouse burst into tears.

"My baby has become ill just as you've stopped playing. I've been asking you to
play again, but you refused. What a poor thing! Won't you play the cello for my
baby?"

He was so surprised and shouted,

"What? Are you saying while I'm playing the cello, I'm curing an owl or a rabbit of
their illness? What do you mean by that?"

The mouse, rubbing her eyes with her hands, said,

"We, animals living around here, crawl under your floor to listen to your cello in
order to get over our illness."

"Is it true?"

"Yes, when we listen to your cello, our blood circulates through the body faster
and makes us get better."

"Is it really true that the sounds of my cello cure you of your diseases? All right, I'l
play."

He, picking up the little mouse and putting it into the hole of his cello, began to



play a kind of rhapsody for a few minutes. After his performance, he took the little
mouse out of the hole and put it on the floor.

The young suddenly began to spin on the floor.

"He got well. Thank you so much, Gauche." Saying so, the mother also began to
spin with her son.

"Thank you, thank you so much..." after bowing to him about ten times, they left
there.

He went to bed and fell asleep soon after.

On the sixth night after that, the orchestra succeeded in playing 'The Sixth
Symphony' at the City Hall. There was a storm of applause. They played another
piece as an encore. Even after they left the stage, the audience never moved and
never stopped their clapping and cried,

"Encore! Encore!"

The conductor suddenly called Gauche and said to him behind the stage,
"Gauche, play something for them on the stage."

"Me? + Gauche was dumbfounded.

The members pushed him out on the stage. Seeing him, the audience clapped
their hands harder.

He said to himself,

"They are making a fool of me! All right, I'll play 'The tiger hunting in India'."

He calmed his temper and sat on a chair in the center of the stage. He played the
tune with rapt attention, while the audience was so quiet to listen to his music.
He kept playing; the tune where the cat had blinked its eyes passed, and then it
bumped itself against the door...

When he finished his performance, he ran into the dressing room without looking
at the audience, where all the members, including the conductor, were quietly
sitting with their eyes closed.

"T can't figure out what's happening this evening," he thought.

Then the conductor stood up, approached him, and said,

"It was wonderful, Gauche! We were all moved to listen to your performance. Your

cello has been much improved in only a week or so.
should say your performance ten days ago was like

want to."
The rest of the members also stood up, came to him, an
cried in concert,

"Bravo!!"

Late at night that day, he came home. He guzzled down

Lr]
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some water and opened the window. He looked up at the M :53 _ ;I
sky, where the cuckoo had flown away, and said, d E 4 il |
"Hey, Cuckoo, sorry. I didn't get angry at you. Cat, Jl:'sa' Wik .



Raccoon dog and Mice, thank you so much for practicing with me those nights!"
Original by Kenji Miyazawa Images by Jun Hatanaka
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