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Hear the Wind Sing (é¢¨ã•®æŒã‚’è•´ã•‘, Kaze no uta o kike) is the first novel by Japanese writer Haruki Murakami. It
first appeared in the June issue of Gunzo (one of the most influential literary magazines in Japan), and in book form the
next month.

It was a long time before I finally understood what those words meant, but just knowing them was a kind of
comfort that put me at ease. However, in spite of that, the thought of actually writing something always filled
me with a sense of hopelessness, because the things I was able to write about were fairly limited. I struggled
on with this dilemma for eight years. From the time I turned twenty, I strived to live my life this way. Thanks
to this, I took painful blows from others, I was deceived, misunderstood, and I also had many strange
adventures. Lots of people came around to tell me their stories, and their words flew over my head as if
crossing a bridge, and they never came back. But, telling a story honestly is extremely difficult. And when you
do, the elephant back on the plains will be able to tell his story with words more beautiful than your own.
Almost everything, I should say. His writing was hard to read, his plots were haphazard, and his themes were
childish. However, in spite of all that, among the few extraordinary writers who brandished their writing as a
weapon, he was unique. Hemingway, Fitzgerald, the other writers of his time, even compared to them, the
militancy of his writing has never wavered, in my opinion. Unfortunately, even at the very end, Hartfield
could never get a clear grasp of the shape of his own enemy. When it was all said and done, it was a very
simple affair indeed. Eight years and two months, that was how long his own simple battle lasted, and then he
died. In June of , on a sunny Sunday morning, clutching a portrait of Hitler with his right hand and an open
umbrella in his left, he jumped off the roof of the Empire State Building. The singular manner of his life, nor
that of his death, ever became a subject of great intrigue. The last time I saw him, his shriveled up,
reddish-brown features had contracted severely, his body resembling that of a sly monkey. The night she died,
the very first thing I did was to reach my arms out and softly close her eyes. This is the last thing I have to say
about it. For me, writing is a terribly painful process. Nevertheless, in spite of all that, writing is also a fun
process. Maybe it was in my teens when this fact finally hit me, and I was surprised enough to be
dumbfounded for a week. The problem with that, as I realized, would come much later. The things we try our
hardest not to lose, we really just put create deep abysses in the spaces between them. The most I can do in
writing it down is merely to make a list. Not even with short stories or literature, not even through the arts.
Just a notebook with a line drawn down the middle of its first page. There might be some kind of a small
lesson in this. Because to create true fine art, slaves are a necessity. That was their idea of fine art. Those
people digging around in the refrigerator at 3am, those are the only people I can write for. And that, is me. Or
maybe he was shouting at the coffee grinder behind me. The Rat and I were sitting next to each other at the
bar, and he had no reason to shout at me like that. But, at any rate, when he was finished yelling, he drank his
seemingly delicious beer wearing an expression of contentment. Naturally, nobody in the vicinity paid any
attention to his shouting. The small bar was overflowing with customers, and each and every one of them were
shouting at each other the same way. It was like being on a sinking ship. I look at those guys acting all rich,
and it just pisses me off. I gave up and looked up at the ceiling. It was always like this. Its pattern made it look
like it was made to be one of those inkblot pictures they used in Rorschach tests, and to me it looked like two
green monkeys pitching tennis balls that had fallen out of the sky. When I said as much to J, he stared at it for
a minute and nonchalantly said yes it did, when I put it that way. I toss out bottles of beer, and you toss me the
money to pay for them. Because he did have a point. It was the first time our conversation had advanced this
far. We have to keep thinking if we want to survive. From the weather tomorrow to the stopper in the bathtub.
It was the year we both entered college, and the two of us were completely smashed. We probably had some
mutual friend. Anyway, we were sloppy drunk, and as an added bonus the speedometer was pointing at eighty
kilometers-an-hour. Awakened by the shock, I kicked away the broken door and climbed out. The hood of the
car was knocked ten meters away, coming to rest in front of the monkey cage, and the front end of the car bore
the giant imprint of a stone pillar. The monkeys seemed to be terribly upset at being jarred awake by the noise.
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You know, with the throwing up and all. Sitting side-by-side on the roof of the Fiat, we looked up at the
dawning sky, silently smoking who knows how many cigarettes. For some reason, I was reminded of a tank
movie starring Richard Burton. I have no idea what the Rat was thinking about. Can you believe it? I can
always buy another car, but luck I cannot buy. Together, we could do just about anything. We layed ourselves
down on the beach, and when we were finished drinking our beer, we gazed out at the ocean. It was incredibly
good weather. It was a really long time ago. When I woke up, my body was pulsing with some kind of
mysterious energy. It was a really strange feeling. However, in reality, what we ended up doing was paying off
the damage to the park in installments to the municipality over three years. He never ran his eyes across
anything more than the sports pages or his junk mail. He thought it over for a long time, but it took him five
minutes to open his mouth. The Rat thought about my answer for a minute. Me, I have no idea. I forget why I
even read it. Anyway, it was written by some woman. Is there something more terminal than that? Anyway,
she goes to this beach resort and masturbates the whole time. In the bath, in the forest, on her bed, in the
ocean, really, all kinds of places. Why write a story about that? Made me wanna throw up. From nearby,
clinging to another life preserver like mine, a young girl comes swimming over. Then we drink beer together.
Together with the canned sardines. But she goes off swimming by herself. Some years later, at some bar on
the Yamanote, we happen to meet again. The Rat took a sip of beer and shook his head deliberately. He made
no effort to respond. It hurt so much I thought I was going to die. Over and over I kept thinking about it. The
Rat bashfully dug around randomly in his pocket. The Rat felt compelled to say something. My parents were
worried, so they took me to the house of a psychiatrist they knew. I ate half a donut, carefully, as if trying not
to spill sugar on my knees, and I drank the entire glass of orange juice. We sat facing each other, just the two
of us. From the wall in front of me, a portrait of Mozart glared at me reproachfully, like a timid cat. I closed
my eyes and imagined a kind-hearted goat. I said nothing, waiting for him to continue his story. It was a shiny,
glittering, very light, and yet stillworking new watch. The goat was incredibly happy and hung it around his
neck, then went around showing it to everyone. It took an entire year, but thanks to all those sweets, I got
stuck going to the dentist.
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Hear the Wind Sing is the first novel by Japanese writer Haruki Murakami. It first appeared in the June issue of Gunzo
(one of the most influential literary magazines in Japan), and in book form the next month.

The inspiration struck when the first batter Dave Hilton hit a double in the 1st inning. He took 1 hour each
night to write the novel and finished it in 4 months. It was his debut novel. The story takes place in over a
period of nineteen days between August 8 and August 28, and is narrated by a year-old unnamed man. The
story contains forty small chapters amounting to pages. The story covers the craft of writing, the Japanese
student movement, and, like later Murakami novels, relationships and loss. Like later novels, cooking, eating
and drinking, and listening to western music are regularly described. The narrator describes the fictional
American writer Derek Hartfield as a primary influence, citing his pulp science fiction works, and quoting him
at several points. Plot summary[ edit ] Feeling writing as a terribly painful task, the narrator re-tells the story
of his summer. He was a student of a university in Tokyo then, and returned to his seaside hometown for
summer vacation. That spring a girl he dated at the university committed suicide. One day, he came across a
girl lying on the floor in the washroom of the bar and carried her home. The girl had no left little finger. Later,
he ran into the girl by chance in the record shop where she worked. After that, she started calling him and they
hung out a few times. Meanwhile, Rat was clearly troubled about some woman but he did not disclose the
details. One day, the girl without a little finger met the narrator at a restaurant near the harbor. They took a
walk in the dusk along the warehouse street. She told him, "When I sit there alone, I could hear a lot of people
coming talk to me When he came back in the winter, the girl had left the record shop and her apartment. He is
married now living in Tokyo. Rat is still writing novels and sends his novel manuscript to the narrator every
Christmas. Characters[ edit ] I The narrator of the story, born on Dec 24, Murakami was born on Jan 12, He
lived in a 3-story house with a greenhouse on the rooftop. The girl without a little finger Born on Jan She lost
her left little finger at the age of 8. She had a twin sister and worked in a record shop. My high school
classmate girl She lent "I" a California Girls record in high school, and in the summer of made a request of the
same sone on radio for me. She dropped out of university due to illness in March The sick girl This 17 years
old girl had contracted a disease on her spinal nerves and had been bedridden for 3 years. He died three years
later of intestine cancer. Their second uncle stepped on a landmine laid by himself in Shanghai 2 days after the
end of World War II. Their third uncle was a traveling magician touring the hot springs around Japan. Three
girls I slept with The first was a classmate and girlfriend in high school. They broke up a few months after
graduation. The second was a 16 years old hippie girl I met in the Shinjuku subway station. She stayed in their
apartment for one week and left. The third was a girl I met in the university library. She was studying French.
In the spring of next year, she was found to have hung herself in a forest. Self-claimed as a "stand-up
comedian dog". He liked to end his program with "I love you guys. At the time this novel was published,
many channels for information like internet were non-existent. Hence many readers assumed Derek Hartfield
was a real life author, so much so that many librarians were puzzled in receiving requests of books written by
Derek Hartfield.
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Steve Erickson From the Reviews: Nor are they only for hard-core Murakami fans. What is also there,
especially in Hear the Wind Sing, is reflections on writing itself, as if Murakami were stating his reasons, and
his need, to tell stories. Similarly the illustrative quotes chosen here are merely those the complete review
subjectively believes represent the tenor and judgment of the review as a whole. We acknowledge and remind
and warn you that they may, in fact, be entirely unrepresentative of the actual reviews by any other measure.
An Introduction by Murakami, in which he explains how he came to write these -- indeed, his whole path to
becoming a writer -- is also helpful. Among the interesting titbits about the writing of Hear the Wind Sing is
that Murakami reveals in his Introduction is that: What I was seeking by writing first in English and then
"translating" into Japanese was no less than the creation of an unadorned "neutral" style that would allow me
freer movement. My interest was not in creating a watered-down form of Japanese. I wanted to deploy a type
of Japanese as far removed as possible from so-called literary language in order to write in my own natural
voice. That required desperate measures. It certainly seems to have worked: The analogy -- writing and
despair -- is pure Murakami, and nicely sets the tone for the work. He offers the example of the fictional pulp
author Derek Hartfield as someone from whom he learned about writing -- even as he admits: The story
proper, he finally explains, covers eighteen days in the summer of , describing his time back in his hometown
while on summer break from his biology studies in Tokyo. He was twenty-one -- "Still plenty young, but not
as young as I used to be" -- and he describes a pretty aimless time and the various encounters he has. His
younger self from reflects some on his life, and offers a variety of details and tallies, for example. At one point
-- fairly recently he only stopped in April, -- he was: I believed in a ll seriousness that by converting my life
into numbers I might be able to get through to people. That having something to communicate could stand as
proof I really existed. Of course, no one had the slightest interest in how many cigarettes I had smoked, or the
number of stairs I had climbed, or the size of my penis. Typically, too, the Rat appears to find some escape in
literature: The summer days that the narrator recalls are largely uneventful -- but in that pregnantly uneventful
way youthful days of summer can be. In typical Murakami-fashion, there are no clear answers -- which is part
of the answer. And, typically, the story concludes: None of us can manage to hold on to anything. In that way,
we live our lives. And typically too, although: In the final section, the narrator again returns to Derek
Hartfield, the man who came to realize what was: What would be the point of writing a novel about things
everyone already knows? Orthofer, 31 July
Chapter 4 : 'HEAR THE WIND SING' AND 'PINBALL, ' GUIDE - The Murakami Pilgrimage
M COUNTDOWN is the World No.1 KPOP Chart Show, which is broadcast in 13 countries. Live broadcast every
Thursday at 6 p.m. KST. (ë§¤ì£¼ ëª©ìš”ì•¼ ì €ë…• 6ì‹œ ì— ë„· ìƒ•ë°©ì†¡).

Chapter 5 : Hear the Wind Sing Quotes by Haruki Murakami
Hear The Wind Sing is like the 'Seinfeld' of Haruki Murakami novels. It's essentially a book about nothing, but its
amusing characters and charming moments make it a fun read. It's essentially a book about nothing, but its amusing
characters and charming moments make it a fun read.
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Haruki Murakami Hear The Wind Sing 1st Edition/1st Printing in English. Published on Feb, Kodansha Publishers Ltd.
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Yellowing is shown but not strong as its age, Inside is in good condition. Major faults as markings, underlines, spots
can't be found. It's without OBI.

Chapter 7 : HEAR THE WIND SING ( FILM): THOUGHTS & REVIEW - The Murakami Pilgrimage
â€• Haruki Murakami, Hear the Wind Sing. tags: strength, thoughts. 5 likes. Like "Telling lies is a really terrible thing.
These days, lies and silence are the two.
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WATCH IN HD! Any requests? Comment below (Must be subscribed):) Artist - GFRIEND(ì—¬ìž•ì¹œêµ¬) Title - Hear
The Wind Sing(ë°”ëžŒì•˜ ë…¸ëž˜) Album - The Awakening Sowon - Deep.
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"Hear The Wind Sing (ë°”ëžŒì•˜ë…¸ëž˜)" is the first track of South Korean girl group GFRIEND's 4th Mini Album. It was
released on March 6th, alongside the EP.
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