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As soon as the first cicada began to play its typical music on the majestic trees surrounding the “Tokyo International Center,” twenty five persons sneaked out of their beds and started gathering in the lobby of “TIC”, like ghosts. They were still rejoicing over winning the chance of this trip among a great number of participants who were skipped by their own luck. Among the group were a beautiful lady and a young man, their eyes met for the first time and he smiled at her.


Few words were said, either because sleep was still hanging on the eyelashes or because participants were too eager to start their trip to the historic mountain.


No sooner had the clock announced 3:30, than the group sneaked out stealthily from the back door of the “TIC” walking on tiptoes like a group of burglars, reminiscent of the forty burglars of Alibaba in the Arabian Nights.


The bus driver - typical of the Japanese - was quite on time, and in a few moments, everyone was seated except for the beautiful lady. She was still looking around when the young man kindly invited her to sit beside him. Hesitantly, she accepted.


   The Japanese hardworking organizer was very happy, smiling at every one while he was proudly narrating information about his country. The bus, as if it had discovered the emptiness of the road or may be too eager to see the historic mountain, was moving rapidly. Members of the group were from all over the world. They were quite amused by the scenes on both sides of the road; neat buildings, so many times, was passing very quickly, organized and clean streets, nice girls and boys just returning from their late-in-the-night discos and magnificent gardens. The weather was a bit cold; the lady was feeling cold, and the young man offered her his jacket.


At six o’clock, the bus was still heading toward the mountain and as sunshine flashed from behind the eastern mountains, silhouettes of beautiful scenes began to materialize into wonderful trees, lakes, buildings, mist, clouds and motorcycle drivers. In a moment there was the mountain sitting magnificently in the horizon as if it were the God of all Gods of Japan. The snow covering the summit was like the hair of an old man sitting there since the beginning of the history. The trees on both sides of the road were standing in silence like groups of people congregating to greet visitors of the whole world. The view was panoramic. Clouds were gathered humbly below the mount like cotton. The bus stopped at the fifth level. Groups of the tourists were already there.


The sun has shyly appeared from behind the mountains and spread everywhere its yellow strings of sunshine, the colors of the leaves were marvelous, as if in a carnival of colors, or as if rainbow was broken down and dispersed between them. The lady moved by the beautiful scenery and the decency of the young man was deeply affected. She was always expressing her emotions with lovely words. The group started walking in the snake-like narrow path towards the sixth level. Colors of the leaves ​of the trees were even more diversified here. The soil was volcanic ash, pulverized by feet of pilgrims coming here from all over the world. Participants took a lot of pictures, every scene seeming to deserve a picture.


On the sixth level they stopped, for there was not enough time to go to the summit. But it was within their reach. A group picture was taken with the white color of the summit. On the narrow path, there were a boy and a girl riding on horse-backs. The narrow path paved with volcanic black stones echoed the horses’ hoofsteps like music of ancient times and at the same time two bulldozers carrying exhausted and sleepy workers were heading powerfully to the summit. I felt that the two scenes reflected two eras of Japan, Japan of the old times: temples, shrines, gods and horses and Japan of the modern age of technology; combined under the magnificence of mount Fuji.


The scenery around the summit was quite amazing. The mixed colors of dark green and of autumn leaves were covered by the wet mist as if in a dream, sunshine fondling the foliage reflected all kinds of colors, the smooth wind was caressing the lady’s hair marvelously, and the young man felt that he liked her very much.


After some time, the pilgrimage to the mount was coming to an end, and the pilgrims started descending, meanwhile the summit covered herself with a cloud as if unwillingly accepted the visitors to leave her alone. The young man helped the lady go down the slippery path. He felt that he started loving her, and on the way back to “TIC” they were sitting very close to each other and dreaming silently.

