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The accused man, Kabuo Miyamoto, sat proudly up-
right with a rigid grace, his palms placed softly on the defen-
dant’s table—the posture of a man who has detached himself
insofar as this is possible at his own trial. Some in the gallery
would later say that his stillness suggested a disdain for the pro-
ceedings; others felt certain it veiled a fear of the verdict that
was to come. Whichever it was, Kabuo showed nothing—not
even a flicker of the eyes. He was dressed in a white shirt worn
buttoned to the throat and gray, neatly pressed trousers. His
figure, especially the neck and shoulders, communicated the
impression of irrefutable physical strength and of precise, even
imperial bearing. Kabuo's features were smooth and angular; his
hair had been cropped close to his skull in a manner that made
its musculature prominent. In the face of the charge that had
been leveled against him he sat with his dark eyes trained
straight ahead and did not appear moved at all.

In the public gallery every seat had been taken, yet the
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courtroom suggested nothing of the carnival atmosphere some-
times found at country murder trials. In fact, the ecighty-fve
citizens gathered there seemed strangely subdued and contemn-
plative. Most of them had known Carl Heine, a salmon gill-
netter with a wife and three children, who was buried now in
the Lutheran cemetery up on Indian Knob Hill. Most had
dressed with the same communal propriety they felt on Sundavs
before attending church services, and since the courtroom,
however stark, mirrored in their hearts the dignity of their praver
houses, they conducted themselves with churchgoing solemnity.

This courtroom, Judge Llewellyn Fielding's, down at the
end of a damp, drafty hallway on the third floor of the Island
County Courthouse, was run-down and small as courtrooms go.
It was a place of gray-hued and bleak simplicity—a cramped
gallery, a bench for the judge, a witmess stand, a plywood plat-
form for the jurors, and scuffed tables for the defendant and his
prosecutor. The jurors sat with studiously impassive faces as
they strained to make sense of matters, The men—two truck
farmers, a retired crabber, a bookkeeper, a carpenter, a boat
builder, a grocer, and a halibut schooner deckhand—were all
dressed in coats and neckties. The women all wore Sunday
dresses—a retired waitress, a sawmill secretarv, two nervous
fisher wives. A hairdresser accompanied them as alternate.

The bailiff, Ed Soames, at the request of Judge Fielding,
had given a good head of steam to the sluggish radiators, which
now and again sighed in the four corners of the room. In the heat
they produced—a humid, overbearing swelter—the smell of
sour mildew seemed to rise from everything.

Snow fell that moming outside the courthouse windows,
four tall, narrow arches of leaded glass that yielded a great quan-
tity of weak December light. A wind from the sea lofted snow-
flakes against the windowpanes, where they melted and ran
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toward the casements. Beyond the courthouse the town of
Amity Harbor spread along the island shoreline. A few wind-
whipped and decrepit Victorian mansions, remnants of a lost
era of seagoing optimism, loomed out of the snowfall on the
town's sporadic hills. Beyond them, cedars wove a steep mat of
still green. The snow blurred from vision the clean contours of
these cedar hills. The sea wind drove snowHakes steadily inland,
hurling them against the fragrant trees, and the snow began to
settle on the highest branches with a gentle implacability.

The accused man, with one segment of his consciousness,
watched the falling snow outside the windows. He had been
exiled in the county jail for seventy-seven days—the last part of
September, all of October and all of November, the first week
of December in jail. There was no window anywhere in his
basement cell, no portal through which the autumn light could
come to him. He had missed autumn, he realized now—it had
passed already, evaporated. The snowfall, which he witnessed
out of the corners of his eyes—furious, wind-whipped flakes
against the windows—struck him as infinitely beautiful.

San Piedro was an island of five thousand damp souls,
named by lost Spaniards who moored offshore in the year 1603.
They'd sailed in search of the Northwest Passage, as many
Spaniards did in those days, and their pilot and captain, Martin
de Aguilar of the Vizcaino expedition, sent a work detail ashore

to cull a fresh spar pole from among the hemlocks at water’s
edge. Its members were murdered almost immediately upon set-
ting foot on the beach by a party of Nootka slave raiders.
Settlers arrived—mostly wayward souls and eccentrics who
had meandered oft the Oregon Trail. A few rooting pigs were
slaughtered in 1845—by Canadian Englishmen up in arms
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San Piedro Island, north of Puget Sound. is a place so
isolated that no one who lives there can afford to make ene-
mies. But in 1954 a local fisherman is found suspiciously
drowned, and a Japanese American named Kabuo Miyamoto is
charged with his murder.

In the course of the ensuing trial, it becomeas clear that
what is at stake is more than one man’'s guilt. For on San Piedro,
memory grows as thickly as cedar trees and the fields of ripe
strawberries—memories of a charmed love affair between a
white boy and the Japanese girl who grew up to become
Kabuo's wife; memories of land desired, paid for, and last.
Above all, San Piedro is haunted by the memory of what
happened to its Japanese residents during World War Il, when
an antire community was sent into exile while its neighbors
watched. Gripping, tragic, and densely atmospheric, Snow
Falling on Cedars is a masterpiece of suspense—
bBut aone that leaves us shaken and changed.
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