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In acrumbling seaside hotel on the coast of Japan, quiet seventeen-year-old Mari works the front desk as her
mother tends to the off-season customers. When one night they are forced to expel a middie-aged man and a
prostitute from their room, Mari finds herself drawn to the man's voice, in what will become the first gesture
of asingle long seduction. In spite of her provincial surroundings, and her cool but controlling mother, Mari
is a sophisticated observer of human desire, and she sees in this man something she has long been looking
for.

Theman isaproud if threadbare trandator living on an island off the coast. A widower, there are whispers
around town that he may have murdered his wife. Mari beginsto visit him on hisisland, and he soon initiates
her into a dark realm of both pain and pleasure, a place in which she finds herself more at ease even than the
tranglator. As Mari's mother begins to close in on the affair, Mari's sense of what is suitable and what is
desirable are recklessly engaged.

Hotel Irisisastirring novel about the sometimes violent ways in which we express intimacy and about the
untrand atabl e essence of love.
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From Reader Review Hotdl Irisfor online ebook

Jr Bacdayan says

Equally intoxicating and disquieting, Hotel Irisisthe story of Mari, a17 year-old girl, her sexual awakening
in the hands of a 67 year-old Russian Tranglator and their consuming sadomasochistic affair that tests the
limits of love and desire.

There' s something very straightforward about Y oko Ogawa' s prose that disarms the reader into surrender.
Like the powerful voice of the Trandator, which Mari finds so spell bounding, Ogawa slowly coaxes us out
of our reservations by showing a voice so simple yet confident that we are left following her lead in a daze.
Her words cut laser-like through the whole thing asif narrating nothing more than an innocent love story
between aman and a girl, not even pausing to consider all the grimy details and the grey-areaimplications.

“The desires of the human heart know no reason or rules.”

Make no mistake, this book paints avery clear picture of BDSM in al itsinglorious, bare form. Anditis
easy to suffocate amidst all the clear depictions of twisted decadence that it offers, pages with soundless
screams of pleasure and paragraphs filled with distorted expressions of love. Yet in spite of al this, there
lingers a curious tenderness between Mari and her Tranglator. And what unsettles more than the graphic
descriptions is the voyeuristic nature of the narrative that in someway desecrates the sacred privacy of two
very fragile people trying to express to each other their hatred of the world who ignored them and never gave
them a second look. Finding in each other the perfect outlet, each with a different form of expressing their
hate, but both coming together to meet the needs of the other. There is undoubtedly a gloomy sort of beauty
in the way these two people devoid of self-worth find comfort in discovering that there exists someone who
needs them.

Somehow the fascinating relationship between Dominant and Submissive struck me as very strikingly
similar to that of a Writer and Reader, especially in this case. Here we have awriter who makesit a point to
push us to the very brink of our ethics with her words. Here | am, areader, filled with unease yet obediently
taking every word thrown upon me, even deriving some sort of wicked pleasure from the scenes they
convey. It isavery curious affair, that of awriter and reader. To choose to read the words of someoneisto
give power to that person over you. Isit absolute authority? Not a chance. However every reader takes a
vulnerable leap of faith and a certain trust is placed in the hands of the writer, every word an absolute, every
period an unbreakable wall. We experience awhole range of emotions from pain, to sadness, to happiness all
at the command of someone else and we derive pleasure from those words. Are we not al literary
submissives? Are we not al in prostrate surrender till we gain the courage to write our own words and thus
finally dominate those would care to read? Maybe | am reaching too much, maybe my imagination is too
strong. Maybe this review is my revenge against my literary submissiveness, but then again maybe thisisthe
manifestation of my domination over you. But probably not.

At the end of the day thislittle novellais not asking for an exercise in moral fastidiousness. Thisisalittle
novella meant to convey asimple story with maybe no greater desire than to jolt us awake with its brand of
painful passion. Indeed it is a powerful reminder of the terrifying potential of literature displaying romance,
something we consider beautiful, in its most disfigured face. Asking usto consider how suffering and
pleasure, hatred and love, even reading and writing, as not two different things altogether but two ends of the
same stick connected by a body that is asking to be explored.



Teresa says

| find it hard to say | like abook with such subject matter -- a first-person depiction of ayoung girl seeking
out disturbing behavior -- but as with the other works I've read by Ogawa, | can say | admire its deceptively
simple prose. (I see | used that exact phrase in my reviews of her Revenge and The Diving Pool: Three
Novellasaswell.)

Mari, the narrator, doesn't name the other characters. They are their appellations: the translator, the nephew,
the maid. Only Mari and the heroine of the Russian novel the trandlator is supposedly working on are named.

The trandator tells Mari the name of the heroineis Marie.

The ending may seem abrupt, but looking back | see cluesin the story the trangdlator tells of atoddler and
with what happens to amouse. This juxtaposition in aletter from the translator to Mari aso caught my eye:

| can picture every detail of Marie's suffering ... And then, in my mind, you, Mari, have taken her place.

Would you like to have lunch at my home next Tuesday? | will cook for you. ...

Paquita Maria Sanchez says

Fucking is fucking weird. Fact.

Hrm. This one's tough. Just as with Ogawa's novellas, | found myself marveling at her ability to summon
gorgeously terrifying, ornate mind-pictures with stark, crisp minimalism. She just chooses all the right words
to put next to other words when she makes sentences. Out of words. But not very many words. Gimme that
A, professor!

(Here comes the inevitable 3-star) but...in this case, she is using those words and words to make sentences to
make paragraphs to make chapters to make a book about, well, BDSM. Not a subject | find myself studying
much in my reading life, or aromantic situation | can relateto at al. A little bit of tuff tumble timeis okay so
long as it goes both ways, but if you're planning on choking me with a scarf, you'd better kill my ass or
prepare for some cheap shots to the nuts followed by atelevision set for ahat. Anyway, it'sall therage, E.L.
James, because apparently | am all alone in thinking being tortured and degraded is not a sexy prospect. So
why doesn't Ogawa have millions of dollars and a Big Shit movie deal ? Lady can write, son! Well, because
this chaotic world's only semblance of order isits indisputable tendency to embrace unfairness, and the
people who reap the rewards are too often those who write smut about tampons being yanked out of
ladyparts, or shitty AB poetry about your annoying, pretentious boyfriend and what he means to your dental
hygiene. That made sense to me, | promise.

So the torture scenes are tough to read because torture, but made easier to stomach by the fact that our 17-
year-old narrator isjust loving it. Hey, man, it's your bedroom, and if you're having a nice time with rope
cutting into your wrists and nipples, groveling on the dirty floor so you can put a 60-something old man's
socks on with your mouth, don't let me be the one to tell you how revolting everything | just typed isto me.



A BDSM tale with hints of murder mystery, contrasted with scenes of total sweetness. Our Christian Grey is
an unattractive, aging trandator, clumsy and unassuming out in the wider world, but pretty much psychotic
when you dim the lights. He treats her like a precious jewel. He kicks her in the stomach. He writes love
letters. He has a penchant for awkward segues.

Sheresists, but he seizes her by the hair and throws her into the lake...She does not know how to swim, so
her arms and legs thrash uselessly and her mouth opens and closes in wild convulsions...

| can picture every detail of Marie's suffering, from the way the seaweed wraps about her ankles to the
echoes of her cries among the birches. And then, in my mind, you, Mari, have taken her place.

Would you like to have lunch at my home next Tuesday? | will cook for you.
And

How lovely your pale face looks when you are on the verge of suffocating and want to ask for my help...How
long will this weather continue? It's the worst hot spell | have seen since moving to the island.

Oh, and this book has yet another absolutely horrifying subway death scene. Between this novel and The
Pale King, | feel compelled to BEG you, my big city dweller friends, to make absolutely certain that every
piece of your person and the clothing on your person has cleared the doors before they shut. The doors hate
you. The doors want to eat you. Fear the doors.

This book is beautifully written, but totally fucked. Y ou can see al the little wormies wriggling around
inside teency-cutesy Ogawa's creeptastic, hall-of-mirrors nightmare skull, and you rightly squirm. Not my
kinda subject in this instance, but definitely my kinda gal in general. More, please.

Viv JM says

4.5 stars

| feel alittle weird rating this book so highly. | mean, it is a somewhat dark and disturbing tale of a
sadomasochistic affair between a 17 year old girl and a much older man!! But the writing is just so breath-
taking. Thereis not a superfluous word in the whole book, and aong with the shocking violence and cruelty
there somehow manages to be such tenderness and beauty. Not for the faint-hearted, perhaps, but definitely
an arresting read. | will certainly be seeking out more of Y oko Ogawa' s work.

jo says

To £evodoxE?0 ?pIC TO AY?pAC0a YET? ATT? TIOA?UNVN OK2AUN. Agv E?pwiaT? €?2Xa Oe?TEPEC (KAl
TP?TEC) OKAPEIC VIO TNV OYOP? TOU JIAG KO TEAIK? LOU 7pECE TIOA?! ZTNV KAPSI? TN ¢ 10TOP0G
Kp?BeTal Ha cadopal0XIOTIK? OX?20N HETUE? EVPC B67XPVOL VTPA KAl Iag 17XpVNG KOTIPAA(



OAA? T?pa aT? TNV PBiTol 201KN aUT? TAEUP? TNC OX 201N ¢ TOUC N CUYYPO@P?0C 00U E?XVEL KOl TNV T1O
€VO?200NTN KAl POUOVTIK? TAELP? TNC.

Oewp? 2Tl o€ TOAAO?C AP?0€l VA dlaB?{0UV TIOL KAl TIOU VIO OX?0€1¢ KATAB KOOUNVEG ? A0 EKT?G
TV 0P20V, TGV KOIVWVIK?Y 0AA? KO PUXIK, KAl BEwp? TG N Sla@op? NAIK?0C TOU «{ELYOPIOD»
Ba £?Xe AlY?TEPN ONUAC?A OV N CLYYPAQ?0C OV POC 2DIVE TOA? TEPIYPOAPK? KO UE APVNTIK? XPO1?
TO K7€ Tl ETTAVW OTOV NVTPA TIOL TP?0I1OE TNV NALK?20 TOU. NOU?{w TG 70EAE VA LG TOV?0EL TNV
MEY?AN TOUL NAIK?0 VIO VO O GOK?PEL KO VA KVEL TNV UUKP? TNE OTIO?0C TIC OKAPEIG AKOAOLBOUE
OK?7U0 TOO... «OVZUOAN».

H ypa@? eval TOA? KaA? Kal 2001 dlaB?(ouv laTviK? AoyoTexv?a &?p0ouv Tiwg TO cuva 200N
KP?BETAL TTVTO K?TW OT? OCTPUATA QOIVOUEVIK?C avaloBno?0¢. MTIOPE? Ol XU POKT?PEC VO LG
@EaA0VTal TTVTA GUVOIGONUATIK? ATOKOUUV0L KAl 0dl 2P0PO0l EUTIP?C OE YEYOV 2T OAA? £Y?
PBpIoKa TTVTA TG AV ?PEIC TIOL VO KOITZ I BP?0KEIC QoeP? dUVAT? CLVAICOUATA. =ZEXVOAUE
OLXV? TG O1 | 2rwveg eVl T?700 dIAPOPETIKO? ATE? EU?C!

O XapaKT?paC TOL U VI 2APEPE TEPIOC?TEPO 2TAV AUT?C TNE KOTIPAAC lA¢ KAl 2tav N dIK? TG
QuV? TIOL aC oLV 23eVE. H ouyypa@?o¢ Hag 20e1&e TIOA? AVEP? VIAT? TN G 7PECE VO TNG Y?PETAI 21Ol
0 VTPOAC TIOU EKENN ATIOKAAE? UETAPEOCT?C» KOl QUOTUX ?C TEPIOP?OTNKE OE TOA? E2KOAEC A?0€IC
T?2POUTA UG 2TAV TIOA? EVOIO@?POUCA X0 PAKT?POC,.

VA AT TO WP 7200 XOPAKTNPIOTIK? TOL BIBA?0L ?tav Kal N TOTOBEC?0 TNV 0T 20
dladpapatid?tay n 1otop?a, pa TpabaA?oo1a [aTwoviK? TI7AN. Ot TEPLYPAQ?C TNC TEPLOX ?C OE
PKOVE VO VOU?LELC TIC BP?0KECAI O€ K?mola T7AN TG EAA?d0c!

©0 TO TPOTENVW O 200U¢ ?XO0LV TIO AVOIXT? HUOA? LIOC KOl pag d?200vTal dUVAT?C OKNV?2¢ U200
oTO BIA?0 TIOL K?1O10¢ TIOL dEV ?XEl TLVNB?0El O AUT?C 20WC COKAPIOTE?. To aTPAQUCU OTIC

OlOKOT?G oV, deV IE KO?pOae KAB?A0U Kal a?youpa Ba To Bup?ual ia Kaip?.
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MTK says

EIAIKPIV? BUOKOAE?TNKA PE aUT? TO BIPA?0. KaT' apx?¢ 1o ay?paca a@o? £?Xa dlaf?0el 10 'O
QYO TN UVOG HLOBNUOTIK?G T?IM0¢ TOU KAaBnynt?', va Tpueep? BIBA?0 via TN 0X?01N UETAE? eV
NALKIKWHAV0U HOBNUATIKO?, TNG OIKIOK?¢ TOU BonB0? KAl TOU HIKPO? 10?7 TNG. TO "=evod0oxE?0
2p1¢" €Al oo va 1o ?XEl YPAPEL PANOC VOPWTDG. AV ENVAL LAV0 2T TEPLYPZPEL TNV APPWOTNUAN
0eEOVAAIK? 0X?0N V2 OIECTPAHAOL NAIKIWUAOU HE VA EV?AWTO SEKAETIT?XPOVO KOP?TOl,

gL 2T N NPW?da (To BIBA?0 eAAl YPAUUNO OE TP?TO TP?0WTO ATI? TNV OIK? TNG OTIIK?) OTIOTEAE?
TNV EVO7PKWON TWV PAVTOOI 20£0V K20 0EEOUVAAIKO? EYKANUOT?A. ?XETE AKO70€l ? dAB?0€l TIC
OKPEIC EV?C TIMIOEPUOT? TIOL LOXVPZLETAL 2T1 TA OVZALKO B2U0T? TOL TOV QYT KAl TOV 67\0uv
KOl 211 OEV KVEI T?2MOTA KAK? 0TEAYNVTAC O€ 0K 2Xpova; E, To BIPA?0 aut? axed?v eruBefal Vel
TIIVUYUPIK? TNV avT?Angn 2t €vat duvat? K2t T?1olo.

EviZel, UTEPB?AAW. H npw?da dev Va1 €Al V20, AAA? SEKAETIT? XpOV. AAA? eEaKoAoLBE? va



EAL YO OVOXIK? 20N BN, ATOUOVWHVN KOl KATATIEGUVN OTT? IO UNT?2P0 N CUUTEPIPOP? TNC
0OTI?0¢ AYY?(€El TA ?p10 TNC KAKOTIO?NONC, TOUA?XIOTOV TNC WUXOAOYIK?G. ZuvavT? vav Oepwro
yiO TOV OTID?0 OTT? TNV TIP?TN OTIYU? WwpP?LEl 2T €VAl GEEOVAAIK?C OdIOT?C KOl algBVETal
AToVN HOZOXIOTIK? PA&EN Y1 auT?, TOV avadnT? Kal TIAPTEL OTNV AYKOAL? TOU UE TN 67ANa? Inc.
Kal ?A0 auT? TPOUGI 2LETAL WC, OV 2XI PUGIOAOYIK?, IO OTIOOEKT? OTIZKAIGN KAl N KOIVLV?2a EVal
KOKI? KAl eV KATOAOBAVEN TO HEYAAE?O TOL 2pWI? TOUC.

Enal avap@o?tnta KOAOYPAUUAVO0. AAA? TOU ?BOAC VO a0T?pl VIATI N KOIVWVIK? OUAAOTIO?NON
T?T01WV KOTOOT?0EWV €A1 ETIKAAUV, OK?ZUN KOl 0TO VOpd TNG T?2XVNG.

Evi * says

C'’ e sempre timore a mettere una valutazione elevata ad un libro di genere erotico, i libri di genere erotico a
volte si leggono per poi massacrarli in nome di un perbenismo atto a mostrare che in realta € un puro
divertissement per chi legge che invece se ne tiene a debitissima distanza.

In realta peccato perché Hotel Iris non merita, gli assegnerei una valutazione trale due e le tre stelle, ma mi
astengo e non so decidere.

Storia dell’ iniziazione sessuale di una ragazzina da parte di un uomo molto pit anziano di lei.

Per Mari che vive una esistenza repressa, soffocata da una madre autoritaria ed egoistache a 17 anni I’ ha
obbligataalasciare gli studi per dedicarsi alla gestione di un misero albergo sulla costa, quest'uomo
rappresenta nella sua vitail primo contatto con 'universo dei sentimenti ma anche uno spiraglio di libertae
unaviadi fuga

Tese una mano verso di me. Con la punta delle dita mi sfiord una guancia. Fu una sorpresa da togliermi il
respiro. Ma era stato un gesto spontaneo di gratitudine, non m'era dispiaciuto. Solo, il cuore s eramesso a
battere cosi forte da farmi male

In nome di un desiderio di tenerezza che grida di smettere di implodere ma finalmente esplodere accettale
perversioni imposte dall'uomo si falegare con ardite tecniche di b d sm, lacci che la stringono ovunque
sospesa nel vuoto, corpo imperlato di sudore, si presta a camminare per casaa carponi araccogliere con la
bocca oggetti sparsi sul pavimento, come un quadrupede, ma priva di grazia ed equilibrio e altre cose del
genere.

Mari prova piacere? Prova piacere nel suo essere oltraggiata o Mari s disprezza?

Cosi riesco a sentirmi miserabile fino in fondo. Quando mi usano brutalmente, quando divento un semplice
pezzo di carne, allora finalmente dalle profondita della mia anima si fa strada una sensazione di piacere
puro

Lo so che non ha senso leggere un libro erotico e fare del moralismo e inoltre ritengo che le strade della
felicita anche sessuale siano imperscrutabili e insindacabili, non perd quelle di unaragazzina di 17 anni la
cui formazione sentimental e e sessuale non puo, non deve, non dovrebbe mai cominciare con una
deformazione disfunzionale cosi grave, credo irrimediabile per la sua salute mentale, scelte di sessualita
estreme possono essere frutto di un’ eta pitl maturamai di un’ eta che sta per sbocciare.



In ogni caso non é questo il punto, Hotel Iris € solo un romanzo e laletteratura hail diritto / dovere di
scrivere di tutto e su tutto, e non é assolutamente un libro da cestinare in toto, ci sono alcuni passaggi che
meritano uno fragli altri in cui |’ autrice descrive I’ attesa che € condivisibilissimo:

Il vero senso dell'attesa, pero, I'ho conosciuto solo quando ti ho incontrato. Mentre aspetto che venga l'ora
del nostro appuntamento davanti all'orologio floreale, provo una felicita indicibile. Sono gia felice prima
ancora che tu compaia.

Spio tutti quelli che arrivano dal lungomare, e quando appare una ragazzina che ha qualcosa di te mi balza
il cuore in gola, poi subito mi accorgo che & un‘altra e distolgo lo sguardo. E un'operazione che ripeto con
pazienza senza mai arrendermi. Sono disposto a shagliare anche mille, duemila volte, prima di trovarti. Al
punto che per me non c'e piu differenza tra I'impazienza di vederti subito eil piaceredi prolungare
quell'attesa all'infinito

E devo anche dire che che Y oko Ogawa ha un posto di in certo rilievo nel panorama giapponese
contemporaneo, forse non erail titolo giusto.

Dhanaraj Rajan says

| finished the novel in two sittings. It isvery racy - at least i found it that way - and has an engaging plot. But
after having finished the story, | am not sure what to make of it.

There are and can be many interpretations.

May beit isapsychological probe into the nature of love, and especially to that aspect which is
'untrandatabl€'. In this story ayoung girl of seventeen 'fallsin love' with 67 year old man (translator by
profession) and this man subjects her to all kind of sexual humiliations. The girl takes everything of the
cruelty with longing/craving. Be warned: There are graphic descriptions about sexual violence. It is revolting
for an ordinary person. But the girl findsin it ecstasy.

Taking into account the fact that the girl has only her mother and the female servant for company, can we
understand her willingness to submit to the old man alonging for the lost father? | s there anything opposite
of Oedipus Rex Complex? If so, isthis hovel treating that as the main theme? Even then, will daughter
fantasize so cruelly about her father? No idea.

Sometimes, | felt that thisis a story about trandation. The male protagonist is atrandator (from Russian to
Japanese). The girl gets attracted to him by hearing his voice. The name of the girl in the Russian novel that
isunder trandation is the same as the girl protagonist. Only the spellings differ. Fictional character is Marie
and thereal character is Mari. The translator's effort in tearing out every piece of cloth from the girl may
indicate to getting to the bottom of the original text. Because the violence takes place only in the place where
the trangdlator is usually engaged in translating. He does not want her to get another opinion from another
person of the same event narrated by the translator (translator's jealousy!). When she does he isfurious. The
final product of trandation is necessarily a changed version, hardly closer to the original (the disfigured girl
at the end). This act is always considered a crime (at least in the mind of the trandlator). The trandlator dies at
the end leaving only his far-from-perfect-product.

| am not sure. May be, | am reading too much into it. This story, however, left me in a confused state.



T.D. Whittle says

*** Plot spoilers ahead! ***

Hotel Irisis beautifully written but not easy reading due to the grim sexual violence. It was necessary to tell
the story, though, so not gratuitous. Given that | read an English trandlation from the Japanese, | imagine the
writing would have been even more impressive in its original language.

Despite what the book blurb says, and what other reviewers here on GR have said, | am going to go out on a
limb here and say that this book is NOT about BDSM. | read this because of Y oko Ogawa's well-regarded
reputation as awriter of literary fiction (sorry but | am going to make that distinction), rather than as awriter
of commercial, pulp, or erotic fiction. This book did not disappoint. It is certainly nothing to compareto E.L.
James. Reading about poor young Mari and her lecherous ageing and cruel lover for sexual kickswould be
about as satisfying as reading Proust for quick tips on dating.

These two people, Mari and her Translator, whose name we never learn, are both lonely and desperate and
living in akind of emotional exile from themselves and everyone else. The Tranglator seemsto find relief
from his barely-contained rage only by expressing it in acts of sexual cruelty. For this, he needs awilling
victim. Mari, whose beloved but alcoholic father died when she was eight, lives like an impoverished
princess in her mother's economy castle, the Hotel Iris, a seaside accommodation that only comesto life for
one season ayear. Mari has been pulled out of high school by her mother, in order to help at the hotel. She
has no friends, no boyfriends, no life of any kind outside the monotony of the hotel and her domineering
mother, as well as her mother's friend and part-time maid, who steals from Mari.

One can understand such a girl, at seventeen, feeling desperate to be seen and touched and cared for by
someone—amost anyone, really—and most especially a man, since the only person who ever seems to have
loved her deeply and unselfishly was her dead father. It is not so surprising that the girl seeks to escape her
emotional pain viathe infliction of enormous physical pain. In fact, she seems at times to seek the release of
death but without having to accomplish the act herself. Girls like Mari are often found with slices on their
arms, legs, and various hidden places on their bodies, where they cut themselvesto gain the kind of release
Mari seeks through brutally punishing sex acts with the Trandator. Sometimes, these girls go too far, cutting
too deeply or hitting an artery, and accidentally killing themselves. This sad scenario is not dissimilar to
Mari's sex with the Trandator. (And would release the same opiate-like beta endorphins that cutting does
too.)

S0, yes, sex isthe medium, but what is the message here? | don't think it's only about the lovers' high that can
result from two people engaging in an edgy, consensual, painful but safe sexual act involving whipping,
bondage, cutting, etc. Thisis very different. For one thing, there are no discussions about what kind of sex is
going to happen and no real seeking of consent. No safe words. No out. Mari is repeatedly degraded,
humiliated, injured, and nearly killed. Thisis not enacting anything. It's the real deal. The Translator
trandlates her emotions for her, pulling each one out of her like a fisherman gutting atrout, and in turn,
alowing her to see herself from a distance. In those moments, Mari reaches alevel of ecstasy that amartyr's
religious fervor might induce: sheisfinally free of herself and her pain, and she is unafraid of dying.

Unlike cutters and heroin addicts, though, Mari needs an Other to impaose his will on her. That's part of the
experience she craves and, indeed, that is the slim connecting thread to other people who reach a



transcendent "sub space” via submission to a Dominant, in BDSM terms. But Mari's needs go way beyond
that of arobust psycho-sexual fetish. Really, she istoo young and inexperienced to even know about that
type of life and what it involves. Besides living a cloistered life, there is no internet (the original book was
published in 1996) or even a mention of television shows she watches.

Mari isavirgin when the Trandator gets hold of her. Of course, she needsto be young and virginal to satisfy
the dark, voracious god he feeds. And his violent acts must be repeated weekly because he, like Mari, can
only be temporarily sated. The Trandator islike a starving monster gorging on raw meat out of desperate
necessity but without any apparent pleasure.

A significant third person in this arrangement is the Translator's nephew, a young man who cannot speak,
who briefly also becomes Mari's lover, which leads to the Trandator trapping Mari on the island where he
lives and nearly killing her in their final meeting. The young man represents many things, which might be
left to the mind of the reader. | was never fully convinced either of his being the Tranglator's nephew or of
the story that the two men tell Mari about the Trandator's dead wife.

This book is aslim volume that punches well above its weight. It's contemplative and melancholy and poetic,
despite its gruesome violence (i.e. the sex acts enacted upon Mari by the Translator). There's nothing
genuinely erotic or titillating or even sexy about the sex scenes. | don't think Okagawa was aiming for her
readersto read her book in the bubble bath. * Quite frankly, the sex isterrifying, as the reader isn't sure from
one moment to the next whether the young girl will survive. Up until the end, | expected the denouement to
reveal that my narrator all along had been Mari's ghost, which would have been very Japanese in away but
also not unheard of in fiction.

It's hard to say | enjoyed this book, though | did enjoy its eloquence, and | was deeply immersed in Mari's
life. | cared about what happened to her. | cheered her on against her domineering mother and the wicked
maid, and hoped for her to find happiness in the end. It isto Ogawa's credit that the mother and the maid,
despite their unappealing and selfish personalities, are rendered subtly enough that one feels pity for them,
too, in the end. The book islight on feelings. Everything is action and reflection without the sharing of
feelings. The reader takes on al the fedlings. Thisis arich and moving experience. Though, it must be said,
the feeling | most enjoyed was my own happiness at the death of the Trandator at the end. He well and truly
had it coming.

* Having said that, | am aware that there are some folks out there who might get aroused by the sexual
violencein this book. (There are no moments of straightforward intercourse, and one suspects the Translator
isincapable of it.) There are people who get hot and bothered reading Lolitatoo. | don't claim to speak for
everyone, but | will stand by my original claim that this book is not written as commercial erotica (as with
E.L. Jameset a.) but asliterature. It absolutely deserves that standing and the respect that goes with it.

Clint says

While | didn't enjoy this nearly as much as The Diving Pool and The Housekeeper and the Professor, Y oko
Ogawa's style and sense of the bizarre and grotesgue saved this book from the three-star category.

Thereisamost a cliche these days of feminist writers having to do at least one really sadomasochistic book
where awoman LOVES being abused by a man, something | just can't understand. Among Y oko Ogawal's
kinswomen Natsuo Kirino and especialy Amy Y amada spring to mind.



Hotel Iris was written with the same kind of extremely insular main character the other two books I've read
of hers are. Off the top of my head, | might be wrong, but | think the narrator Mari isthe only character in
the book with a name. The antagonist is simply the Trangator, and there are also Mother, the maid, the
tranglator's nephew, the boy with the accordion, the coffee seller, etc etc. It's afirst person and extremely
limited point of view, the reader amost feels like Mari does when she's hiding in the closet, looking at the
world through just a small crack in the doors.

Themain story is about a 17 year old girl whose father was beaten to death, living and working in a seaside
family hotel with her mother, and one night this older guy has a huge fight with a prostitute who's screaming
at him, and leaves the hotel. When Mari runsinto him later on the street she is mysteriously drawn to him,
and heto her, in histimid, awkward way, but when they are alone he proceeds to just physically abuse and
humiliate her, which she loves, and keeps going back for. A nephew is introduced later with no tongue, and a
back story on the older man's dead wife that seems alittle questionable, and a denouement that happens just
after anight stranded on an island with the Tranglator during a huge storm with the worst torture and
debasement of all. The ending was really really great and unexpected and sudden, though the reader is left
with way more questions than usua at the end of a book. Is Mari afucking nut? Was the Translator a killer?
Did the nephew really lose his tongue to cancer? Was the wife accidentally choked to death by a scarf and a
subway car?

| think there is only one more Y oko Ogawa book in English for me to read, which I'll probably do in the next
few days because | have time and REALLY want to see how she does short stories.

Praj says

From the age of 12, | have been obsessed with assorted novels revealing love affairs flanked by adolescent
girls and older men. Perhaps, due to an discontented teenage fantasy or the fact that reading Marguerite
Duras’'s 'The Lover' during my 7th grade History class while picturing avirginal 15yr old fucking a 27-yr old
Chinese tycoon, made me scribble 'Orgasm’ in my notebook. | do not know the precise cause of my
addiction, but the sinister juvenile seduction still tantalizes my imagination.

So, when | selected Hotel Iris, | grinned at my literary dosage of unsophisticated seduction, highly unaware
of the disillusionment stored ahead.

Initiated on the lines of 'The Lover', the narrative ineffectively proceeds into a murky atmosphere of sexual
supremacy and secrecy. Ogawa spins a story about Mari and her sexual sadistic lover- a Russian tranglator in
the midst of a scenic Japanese island among numerous ferocious BDSM sessions. Entrancing as it sounds;
the tale of a 17 year old Japanese girl taking pleasure in being a sexual slave to a 67yr old closet sexual
aggressor is a careless attempt to be Duras. Mari does not come through as seductive or fragile lass. The
characterization of each protagonist fails miserably leaving the confrontations dreary. The ineffectiveness of
the narrative dlithers out as soon the Japanese bondage, sexual frolicsfail to electrify your nerveslet alone
being pulsating from them. Moreover the underlying mystery about the reclusive Russian is misplaced amid
the chaotic array of sexual nuances and feeble recovery of the criminal component in the script leaves atrail
of skepticism over the designated plot stuck between erotica and mystery. Assertions of Ogawa being the
latest Marguerite Duras are an utter sham.




Tony says

Recommended for those too self-conscious to be seen with a copy of Fifty Shades of Grey. There'seven a
blurb on the front cover from Hilary Mantel, serving as aliterary beard. And actually, thereis much in the
writing to recommend: a minimalist style that paints mood well, for instance.

Y et, the story, told well, requires some suspension of reality. The images of foreshadowing are not subtle.
Our narrator is a seventeen year-old girl, obsessed with a much, much older sadistic man. Thisis not play-

acting scenes. I'm no BDSM expert, but the infliction of pain in this story seemed moved by anger, a
flipping-out, not control in an exchange. But as | said, what do | know?

Camilla *tactile seeker* says

| had to change the rating of this book. Three stars really weren't enough for this compelling, powerful,
sensual and at times very macabre little story.

God, where have | been while all these incredibly talented new Japanese authors were publishing their
books?! | was stuck with writers of the past (they're amazing) and didn't think | could've found such a beauty
in an author so young!

Ogawa Yoka's writing left me simply mesmerized: simple, yet polished, almost completely free of figures of
speech and so, so far for resembling purple prose, but yet unmerciful, unrelenting, captivating, so dark, so
disturbing but impossible to ignore and not to feel drawn to. Such atalent deserves to be praised over and
over again.

Mari isthe protagonist of the story. She's a seventeen-year-old girl who works at her family's Hotel, the Iris
of thetitle.

She's the teenager with the most defined and determined nature I've ever found in abook. She lost her father
when she was till a child, witnessed the gradual decline of her grandfather's sick body; she's obsessed with
violent death, with its most gruesome aspects, often finding herself imagining how fascinating the decay of
the human body is.

Her only close relative till alive, her mother, isastrict, cold woman who exploits her daughter at the work
place, denying her the fun and the normal, healthy life a girl so young should have.

So maybe thisis a study in human psychology. Mari has no menin her life, all her male relatives are dead.
As areaction against death, against its mysterious power to suddenly manifest itself and steal people from
her life, amechanism that's hard to understand and accept, she turns into this pain-seeking, violence-addicted
young woman, whose most exciting thoughts revolve around provoking and defying death, breath control
and hardcore bondage, all sorts of humiliation and degrading acts, like she doesn't deserve to be alive.

Her "submissive" nature makes her notice a man who is thrown out of the hotel, one night. Referred only as



the "trandator”, because he trand ates works from Russian into Japanese, she feels attracted to him, his
authoritative and aggressive tone, sensing his "dominant” disposition.

It doesn't matter that he's old enough to be her grandfather. They start a disturbing relationship, where she
lusts after every single brutal act he inflicts on her.

However, Mari isfar from being avictim, here. She cravesit, she can only orgasms in those moments, she's
simply made that way. It might be because of her past, or the lack of love from her mother, we don't know
for sure. She'sjust incapable of feeling anything, besides dark and fucked up desires. She also has this
irresistible dark humor. It might sound as an oxymoron, but | laughed a lot while reading this book, even at
times when | should've probably cried or felt shocked. It made the book even more charming to me.

The whole story carries an oppressive atmosphere of approaching tragedy. Y ou can't help but knowing it
since the first pages of the book. That's why the absolutely chilling, non-romantic, anti-climatic ending
leaves you rather full of questions about Mari's future, more than heartbroken over the turn of the events.

Hotel Irisis not for the faint of heart, nor for too sensitive people.

There's heavy BDSM here, graphic descriptions of corpses, death and sex.

But if you have a strong stomach and are looking for beautiful prose, original plot and an interesting,
contemporary author, thisisthe right book for you.

Repellent Boy says

Creo que no termino yo de adaptarme a esta autora. He leido cuatro libros de ellay cada uno se hallevado un
nimero diferente de estrellas. Sus historias son muy regularesy 0 me gustan por lo sorprendente, o me
aburren por lafalta de trama, 0 me encantan por laternura que desprende o, como esta Ultima, me horroriza
por como cuenta lo que cuenta.

Lo primero gque diré es que no os dejéis engafiar por la sinopsis. No es una historia de amor con un tipo de
relacion sexual diferente. Es unarelacion de dominio y maltrato. La protagonista, deprimiday acomplejada,
encuentraen el protagonista, que tiene casi 50 afios més, un imagen paterna. Sintiéndose sola por una madre
opresivay poco afectivay la ausencia desde nifia de su padre, cae en lo que cree un refugio. No lo es.

Y si laideade laautora fuerala de presentarnos una trama desagradable, a modo de critica o con ganas de
impactar. Me pareceria bien. Pero no termino de estar seguro de si lo ve asi, o realmente |o plasma como si
fuera una historia de amor trégica. Si queria hacer una critica, me hafaltado que lo mostrara més.

Aun asi, si tengo que decir algo bueno, es que esta autora esideal parainiciarse en laliteratura japonesa.
Quizés una de las que mas. Tiene una manera de narrar muy sencilla, muy directay sin excesivas
descripciones. Y eso, sobre todo para quien seinicia, es de valorar. Le dejaré las dos estrellas, por su
narracion adictiva.

En definitiva, no me ha gustado. Y a van una gue me gustd, una que me dejé indiferente, otra que me
maravillo y esta que me disgustd. A saber que me deparara el siguiente xD.




Katie says

Well....when people referred to this as " Japanese 50 Shades of Grey"....they were right in some ways. Would
you al want to see areview of this?




