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y father, who was involved in the business
Mof picture framing, collected many India

prints before the world war to decorate
our house. Through these fascinating prints I slowly
became interested in India. So when I read the notes
on study in Santiniketan written by Hiroko Oonishi
in a journal for dyeing and weaving it rekindled my
interest in the study of dyeing in Santiniketan.

I was a sophomore at that time. For two years
till my graduation from the university I started to
learn the basics of dyeing at the Association for
research on India prints organized by Oonishi-san.
This way I prepared meticulously for my study at
Santiniketan, and the subsequent life I started in
India against the wishes of my parents, turned out
to be the most precious time in my life. Santiniketan
thus forms the basic background of my life.

I was able to learn about dyeing in the difficult
and harsh natural settings. As the long season of
drought ended with the arrival of rains to pour new
breath of life in the plants, the natural settings led me
to conceptualize the confluence of the vivid colors
into bright lively designs. I captured this immense
beauty of nature into the numerous dyeing projects
I since undertook.

Talking about life, I lived in the girls’
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dormitory which had very strict rules, but I was
very fortunate to make many friends, and was
able to familiarize myself with the culture and
social practices. Compared to Japan, I experienced
many inconveniences, but taken together it was all
acceptable. On the other hand, I was confronted
with various issues related to poverty, and my
young mind was at times full of hesitation and
confusion. But I never regretted to have lived in
India. In retrospect, this was a very condensed time
full of rich experiences in my life.

Speaking of India, people are either fed up with
the difficult experiences, or feel fascinated with and
more attracted to the colorful experiences. I surely
fall in the second category. I promised to my parents
that I shall be in India for only one year, but ended
up spending two full years. One episode I will never
forget was, when the end of my first year was fast
approaching and I was very sad about leaving, one
of my Indian friends asked, “What are you hurrying
for?” At that time I did not know how to answer
this question, but soon realized that I have really
nothing to hurry for. The next day without any trace
of hesitation I completed the procedures to extend
my stay for another year. To this day I am grateful to
her for asking me the deep and fateful question. 0O
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