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nature inn OSEKAN

Where the Cape Glows Softly
A Night Where Breath Returns

A tale about a forgotten breath drifting back in
quietly, softening the dry places inside you.

Prologue

Led by a Gentle Glow

Forty-five minutes from Tokyo on the bullet
train, Chisa Yamaoka stepped onto the platform

at Mishima Station.

The winter light felt softer than she
remembered. She had begun to feel something
like a small desert forming deep in her chest.

She loved her work, trusted her colleagues, and
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kept showing up. But somewhere inside,

quietly and slowly, she felt herself drying out.

Then one day, scrolling through social media, a
photograph stopped her breath— the sea of
Osezaki and Mount Fuji breathing as one. A
blue so calm she felt 1t press lightly on her
heart.

I need to touch this blue. Before she could

analyze the impulse, she clicked “Reserve.”

“Ms. Yamaoka? Welcome,” said Watanabe, the
driver of nature inn Osekan’s shuttle van. She
slid into the right-hand seat. Minutes later, the

view burst open.

“This 1s Route 17,” he said. “Here, the road and

the sea sit at the same level.
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Suruga Bay 1s incredibly calm.” Before he
finished speaking, the landscape shifted— the
sea hugging the road, and beyond it, Mount

Fuj1 rising without warning.

Sea and mountain, sharing one deep breath.
This 1s still the same Izu—>but nothing like
Atami or Ito... The van traced the coastline,
turned off at a small sign for Osezaki, and
slipped 1nto a tunnel of dense forest. Then
suddenly—open sky. The red roof of nature inn
Osekan appeared. A sea breeze brushed her
cheek as she stepped out. A few drops of water
seeped quietly into the dry place inside her

chest.

Ah... yes. I’'m glad I came.
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Inside the entrance, her feet were drawn toward
the large window. Then something else caught

her eye— A framed piece on the central pillar.
Honoakari — “Gentle Glow.”

A dyed-paper artwork holding the ocean’s
stillness and the forest’s depth 1n a single warm
breath. She stood there for a moment. Then a

presence approached from behind.

“A beautiful ocean view, 1sn’t 1t? Would you
like to see 1t again... from a secret bath?”” The
voice belonged to Kumiko Maki, the woman at
the front desk. Her playful whisper felt like a
childhood secret shared between friends. Chisa
couldn’t help laughing. With that laugh,
something tight in her chest melted. Her
suitcase suddenly felt lighter. Her steps, almost

buoyant.
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Chapter 1 — A Small Gallery

The elevator hall opened onto four paintings—
spring, summer, autumn, winter, each carrying
the air of Osezaki. She stopped at winter. A

mother and daughter eating mandarins under a

kotatsu. The warmth seeped into her chest.

Maki appeared beside her. “These are by
Sawako Koyama. The room you’re staying in
tonight features her work too.” She handed
Chisa a small booklet:"Ocean Alps Balcony
Passport". On the back— a single-line drawing:
Fuj1, Suruga Bay, Ashitaka Mountain, the
horizon of Osezaki— all connected in one

breath.
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“Koyama-san recently started diving,” Maki
added. “She made a lampshade using shells she
and her daughter found on the beach. I’ll show
you later, during bar time.” Everything in this
cape — nature, people, stories— seemed
connected by one gentle line. Yes, Chisa

thought. I’'m really glad I came.

Chapter 2 — Patterns of the Sea

She opened her room door and froze. The entire

window was an ocean.

Not blue. Not green. A living color. Mountains
rose 1n pale ink-like layers beyond it. Hakone’s
ridgeline floating like a watercolor. She sat 1n

the outdoor chair and watched the sea surface.
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Was it... moving?

Not wind. Not waves. But patterns, forming,

dissolving, forming again.

As 1f the sea itself was breathing stories without
using words. On the table: three mandarins and
a note. These are Yura mandarins. Try “Jyutaro”
after the New Year. She tasted one. Sweetness

unfurled all the way to the back of her mind.

Then she remembered Maki’s voice: “Sunset

baths are magical.”

Chisa stood, took the key, and stepped back
into the hallway.

Chapter 3 — Bath of Fuji
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At the end of the third-floor corridor was a door
marked “Fuji.” Sliding 1t open released warm
air that smelled faintly of cedar. Two walls
were windows. Beyond them, the sea glowing
gold. The moment her foot touched the water,

her whole body softened.

Golden sea. Mandarin-hued Fuji. A sky fading

into violet.

The deeper she sank, the farther her everyday
noises drifted away. This... this feels like I’'m
returning to myself. A small tear surfaced. She
tilted her head back toward the evening sky. A
voice, not quite real seemed to say: Tonight will
be good to you. When she left the bath, the

mirror reflected a gentler version of her.
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Chapter 4 — Wind on the Shore

Outside, the world had shifted. The beach
glowed with layered colors, indigo, tangerine,
soft lavender. Waves unknotted the tension
inside her with every breath they gave and took.
A lone fishing light flickered offshore. Night

seeped quietly into the sea.

“Evening stroll?” She turned. Chef Kajihara

smiled at her, with silver hair, warm eyes.

“Dinner 1s ready.” He pointed toward the dining
room, light spilling softly from within. “This
raft terrace in daylight, 1t looks as if Fuj1 1s
about to set sail.” He chuckled. “The sea breeze

here 1s perfect.” Chisa followed him inside.
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Chapter 5 —

Tasting the Memory of the Land

A gentle aroma welcomed her. “Tonight, we
serve the brotherhood of sea and mountain,”
Kajihara said. The first dish— sea bream lightly
cured in citrus— was quiet, delicate, like
recovering a long-lost memory. “This land...
the ingredients speak first,” he explained.
Courses flowed— wind, salt, forest air, winter
coolness— folded into each plate. This 1sn’t
just cooking... this 1s the land itself with #Hand
Made . Finally, a dessert of citrus and soft

bitterness. A single tear slipped down her
cheek.
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“Take your time,” Kajihara said. By the time
she left the dining room, her sense of time had

dissolved into warmth.

Chapter 6 —

Melted Into Night

Outside, the air was crisp. She stepped to the
edge of the Raft Terrace. The sea was not dark.
It was deep, breathing indigo. Stars quivered on
its surface. This 1s Earth’s night. It stole her
breath— only to give it back.

“You found the best seat,” Maki said, appearing
quietly. “Still nights like this... you don’t have
to do anything to feel full.” They stood
together, sharing a silence that felt like the last
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line of a long letter. “Shall I take you to the
bar?” Warm light glowed upstairs.

Chapter 7 —

The Story Told by a Plate

The lounge welcomed her with the soft flicker
of a small table hearth. On the table— a vivid
ceramic plate. Orange like local mandarins.
Blue like Suruga Bay. Brown like the forest

floor. Osezaki’s breath, made visible.

“When you turn it, the mood changes,” Maki
said, spinning 1t gently. The patterns shifted like
a tide. Kajihara arrived with a tray— venison,
deep-sea “mehikari,” and Mishima's sweet

potato chips: a trio of the land. And from the
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inn’s sister property in the Goto Islands—
GOTOIJIN “Harbor Poem.” The aroma—citrus
folded into ocean breeze— rose as she opened

the lid. Warmth spread from her chest outward.

[’ve been living nside a real day... not just

moving through one.

“Nature here welcomes you,” Maki said softly.

Chisa felt it.

Chapter 8§ —

Corridor at Night

Leaving the lounge, she walked through a
corridor lit by soft, warm light. A small urge

rose— One more breath of night. Outside the
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window— a full moon, speaking quietly with
the wind and trees. In Tokyo, she had been
living with all her breath on the outside. Here, it
had returned inward— to the place it belonged.
Back 1n her room, she lay on the bed.
Tomorrow... I’ll walk the cape. Her thoughts
dissolved 1nto sleep like sand settling under

gentle waves.

(To be continued)

Character Notes

© Chisa Yamaoka (Protagonist)

A Tokyo professional who has run on responsibility for
years—capable, thoughtful, relied upon. Yet inside, a quiet
dryness has been spreading. When she stumbles upon a

photograph of Osezaki where the sea and Fuji breathe as
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one, something inside whispers: “You can breathe again

here.” Her journey begins with that single intuition.

© Kumiko Maki

Senior manager and nature guide at nature inn Osekan. She
reads both the ocean and people with an unusual gentleness.
She leads nature walks along the cape and holds together a

team of diverse staff— from former geisha to local mothers

and a young man soon arriving from Central Asia.

© Tetsuto Kajihara

Head chef of “Suruga Bay Middle Dining.” A French-
trained chef who fell in love with Osezaki’s sea and moved
here to cook. He works hand-in-hand with fishermen and

farmers, creating dishes that carry the memory of the land.

About Honoakari

Sawako Koyama’s dyed-paper work displayed on the inn’s
central pillar. Created through an intricate katazome
process, each layer reveals itself through light. An

Australian diver once said, “Technique doesn’t make this
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piece—it’s the eye and the heart. It feels like a conversation
with nature.” Standing before it, you sense your own breath
reconnecting with something deeper— a quiet symbol of

the emotional restoration this cape offers.

nature inn OSEKAN
President Kiyohiko Ishii
Contact: info@natureinn-osekan.jp

Official Website: https://www.natureinn-osekan.ip

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/osekan_natureinn
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