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OKUNI AND GOHEI
By

Jun-ichiro Tanizaki

(A PLAY IN ONE ACD,

Translated by

Eric S. Bell & Yoshinobu Tada.



For a short biography and a portrait of Jun-ichiro
Tanizaki the reader will kindly refer to Book I,



“Okuni and Gohei”

Characters
OKUNI. The widow of a samurai.
GOHEI. A retainer of Ofcuni’s husband.
IKEDA TOMONOJO. A samurai of the same clan as 

Ofctmi’s husband.

Time

The Tokugawa-shogunate age.

Place

The wilderness of Nasuno, Shimodzuke Province.

A lonely Autumn evening on the ivild wide plain 
and wilderness of Nasuno.

A pine-tree avenue from ri^ to left across the stage.
Ohmi and, her retainer in traveling-dress, are resting 

at the foot of a pine-tree. The mistress, Okuni, is the 
widow of a samurai of one of the Western dasis. The 
relainsr, a follower called Gohei.
GoheL—My lady, how do you feel? .... Can’t you 

start again by and by?
Okuni.—Yes, but I still feel very tired.
Gohei.—It will soon be evening .... and it will be 

very hard for you if we are benighted in this 
wilderness, so I beg you to keep up your courage 
for a while until we reach the next village. I know
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that it is very hard for you, and ....
OkunL—Women are weak .... it must be a burden 

for you to have a weak woman with you now ?
Gohei.—No, mistress, you must not say that. It is 

only two days since you set out after your long 
illness, so very naturally you will get easily ex­
hausted. If I had had any consideration, I should 
have pressed you to stay two or three days longer 
at Utsunomiya.

Okuni.—No, that would not have been right, for though
1 am a little weak, we cannot afford to waste any 
mote time .... for I have been ill these two 
months at Utsunomiya, and ....

Goh.i. You are right, but though you are very cou­
rageous at heart, you cannot help extreme weakness 
after such a long illness. Moreover we have walked 
some fifteen or sixteen miles to-day.

Okuni. Yes, we have walked and walked, yet we never 
seem to come to any village, . . . you say this is 
the wilderness of Nasuno, .... ah, what a lonely 
place it is!

Gohei.—I am told that beyond this wilderness there is 
a district called Oshu. If we go on for two or 
three days more across this wilderness, we shall 
come to the barrier of Shirakawa.

Okum.—Oh, the barrier of Shirakawa! I often heard 
that name when I was very young .... when I 
was seven or eight years old. My grandmother used 
to talk about it.

Gohei,—Yes, we are going to that distant barrier, nay.
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beyond that; even to the end of Oshu. It may be 
necessary for us to go such a distance.

Okuni.—My Grandmother was a skilful writer of 
‘ waka ’ poems, and she told me many things about 
it, ... . the barrier of Shirakawa became a very 
famous place as a subject of that art, the distance 

s is some hundreds of miles from Hiroshima, my 
i native castle. Beyond Osaka, beyond Kyoto, beyond 
I Yedo which is at the end of the great Tokaido 
I road; hundreds of miles away even from that 

distant city of Yedo, .... and beyond that barrier, 
! my grandmother used to tell me, there is a wide, 

wide country’, where once a very barbarous race of 
people lived.

Gohei.—Perhaps we shall be obliged even to roam 
through that wide, wide country, madam.

Okuni.—Three years have already passed since we left 
our native castle, and the third Autumn is wearing 
away, yet we cannot find even a trace of my bitter 
enemy. What a misfortune it is for us!

Gohei.—All your home folks must be impatient now. 
Your boy will be six years old this year, if I 
remember aright; how lovely he must have grown 
by now!

Okuni.—Ah, you must not mention my boy to me. 
When you speak of him I feel I must fly back im­
mediately to my home. It makes my heart ache 
for those I have left behind.

Gohei.—Pray pardon me, madam; I am too often 
forgetful and thoughtless .... I hope that we can
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accomplish our wish very soon.
OkunL—No labour or trouble is too great for me to 

accomplish my end, for it is for my dear husband’s 
sake .... but . . Gohei, I am deeply sorry for 
you.

Gohei.—Madam, when you speak such words, it 
wounds my feelings very deeply. Am I not your 
retainer ?

Okiini.—Indeed, that is true, but you have not been 
our retainer from my father’s time, for only two 
or three years you have been our follower . . . . 
While my husband was alive, he looked upon you 
as a retainer, and you considered yourself as such, 
but now I do not deem you my retainer.

Gohei.—Your words are generous, madam, and as I was 
your husband’s retainer, I must do everything I 
can for you when you are in need of so much help. 
Though it was only for two or three years, I 
received too many gracious favours from you and 
your husband ever to forget. . . .

Okuni.—It is loyal of you to say that. There are 
indeed very few such loyal retainers in the world 
nowadays. My husband would be deeply thankful 
if he were alive now, and I am sure that your 
kind words will reach him now in the shadowy 
region of rneido, where his spirit is living.

Gohet—Until we meet our enemy, I will be your 
faithful follower, even if I have to serve you for 
five, ten, or even twenty years. I believe our enemy 

- has fled to Oshu, but if he is not in Oshu, we 
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must go back again to Yedo, and perhaps to Kyoto 
and Osaka. Perhaps we must go to the out-of-the- 
way comers of Shikoku or Kyushu, nay. to the 
end of the world. I will go with you, even though 
it takes a lifetime.

Okuni. But if this bad luck of ours continues, and 
we have to roam through the land for years,—over 
the mountains, and across the wilderness, as time 
passes, one day we shall find ourselves a gray­
headed man and woman .... what a strange 
karma it is that binds us so closely! That I, who 
have left my home in order to avenge my husband 
fall into such a long illness on the way, and should 
add trouble to our already heavy burden! It is 
indeed making a very miserable woman of me!

Gohei.—Madam, it is also my duty to avenge my 
master, and to take care of you. That your 
sickness should have recovered so soon must be 

I through the divine help of the great and merciful 
Buddha. Our enemy Ikeda is a coward, and I fear

* should meet him while your health is
still weak, there is no knowing what he might do. 
I have been greatly troubled lately thinking about 
it, and I hope that no evil will befall us.

(.From the distance, faint music of a shakuhachi-flute 
is heard, and Okum listens to it intently.)

Okuni. Listen, Gohei, do you hear someone playing 
a shakuhachi-?ex\& in the distance?

Gdiei.—Indeed, madam, I can hear it, but the music 
sounds very far away .... surely that fewiMso-priest
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is near.
Okuni.—Yes, I am sure it is he that is playing, for 

while I was so ill at Utsunomiya, I heard that 
music always stealing up to my window. Yes, 
there is no doubt about it. It must be he!

Gohei.—That fewiMio-priest seems to be roaming from 
one village to another, never hurrying, and it seems 
very strange indeed that he should always follow 
our tracks. He is a strange person!

Okuni.—We met this priest, I remember, at Kumagaya, 
on the Nakasendo road. Sometimes he passed us, 
and sometimes we overtook him, but we all arrived 
at Utsunomiya on the same day.

Gohei.- Yes, and at Utsunomiya, while you were lying 
so ill, he went each day and played his shakuhachi 
under your window. For two whole months he 
did this, and even on rainy days was there as 
usual.

Okuni.—Do you know that at times I almost fancied 
that he was our enemy Tomonojo ....

Gohei.—I also thought this, my lady, but I never said 
so before. You looked at his face, didn’t you?

Okuni.—Yes, for when I threw him money, he often 
looked up at me from under his overhanging hat.

Gohei.—I also noticed his face at such times, but it 
never seemed to me to have any resemblance to 
Ikeda.

Okuni.—Perhaps what you say is true, but I hope that 
I may be able to look more closely at him when 
we meet him again, if we ever do.
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Gohei.—He is a strange man! But he cannot be our 
enemy, madam, for a man who is being hunted 
as a bitter enemy, and who is believed by all the 
clansmen to be a coward, would never come so 
near to us without fear.

Okuni.—But the character of a man who tried to force 
his immoral affections upon me, and who killed 
my husband so shamefully under the cover of 
darkness, is capable of anything, and may still be 
following me.

Gohei.—Such a thing may be probable, if he is brave 
enough to give up his life to follow you. If you 
were alone, I could perhaps credit such a thing, 
but so long as I am escorting you, madam, such 
a weak coward would never dare to come so close. 
I cannot believe that the fewittso-priest is he. Ikeda 
is an unskilled fencer. He is a man of graceful 
appearance, and as fair as a woman, but the priest 
was a man with a dark brown face, and with 
protruding cheek-bones.

Okuni.—Yes, I know it, Gohei, but Ikeda is a great 
coward, and we must be on our guard, for he may 
suddenly attack us; you never know where he may 
be hiding.

GoheL—I am always watchful, so have no fear; more­
over, our enemy is a weak samurai. As soon as we 
find him, we will at once kill him. But he seems 
to be able to keep out of our path always, and it is 
curious that he is able to keep in hiding from us.

Okuni.—It will be exactly four years next month. 
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since my husband was killed. Tomonojo is a very 
wicked man! Oh, that I could have revenge soon!

Gohei—The time will come I hope very soon, my 
lady. Be patient and try to bear up a little longer. 
Look .... the twilight has come!

OkunL- The evening breeze feels chilly, and because 
I have heard that we are so near Oshu, I feel the 
cold more intensely. Though I have grown accus­
tomed to these long journeys, to-night I feel a 
strange loneliness creeping upon me, I know not 
why.

Gohei.—No one ever passes by this road, and it will 
become more lonely to you when it gets dark.
. . How do you feel, madam- ? Are your feet very 
tired?

Okuni.—I feel much refreshed. {Rubbing her toes) But 
the blister on my big toe has broken, and it hurts 
me very much indeed.

Gohei—Please let me look at it, madam .... I had 
no idea .... (JJe goes dose to Ohuni, unties the 
strapof her sandal. She takes off iter tabi-sock. The 
music of the shakniu/ciu ceases for a brief time, then 
starts again, coming gradually nearer.)

Gohei—{SOI examining OkunHs foof) Oh, this must 
hurt you; your toe is quite inflamed and swollen. 
What shall we do? Ah, let me wrap a sheet of 
thin pjqier round it carefully, so that the strap of 
your sandal will not touch it {He takes some Japor 
nese paper from his dress, and tearing it into long 
strips, binds it carefully round her loounded foot.) 
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Is that easier now, madam ? I think that will help 
you a little.

Okuni.—Yes, it feels much easier now. You know, I 
have not put sandals on my feet for such a long 
time, and so my feet are tender, and my toes 
blister very easily.

Gohei.—In two or three days you will grow accustom­
ed to them again. Please raise your foot a little.

(He helps her to put on her tabi, and then ties the 
strap of her sandals for her.}

Okuni.—Gohei, it seems to me that the fewzzzso-priest 
is coming this way ....

Gohei,—(Listening as he finishes tying her sanded) Who­
ever he is, he is a suspicious character. Whatever 
can be his reason for walking at dusk through 
this lonely wilderness ? His movements mystify me 
greatly, madam ....

Okuni.—He is sure to pass here, and if he does, please 
look carefully at his face.

Gohei.—Yes, madam. So I think it will be better to 
remain here, for as you say he will surely pass by 
very soon, and I will watch for a chance of ex­
amining him closely this time.

Okuni.—Please do so, but Gohei, please take care and 
be on your guard.

GoheL—You must also be careful not to show your 
face. I will remain just where I am, keeping my 
sedge-hat well over my face, and will be smoking 
indifferently. (Puttingon his hat) Look! He already 
approaches!
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{The sound of the flute conies nearer. Okuni puts 
a Japanese towel on her tread, and Gohei hangs his 
head, and continues to snujike. A komuso-pnest enters 
from the left. He wears an overhanging sedge-1tat, 
of peculiar shape, as worn only by a homuso-priest. 
He passes by, piping away on his shakuhachi-flute, 
and is passing off to the right.)

Gohei.—Pray, stop, your reverence! . . . . Holy priest, 
stop!

{After hearing the second call from Gohei, the 
priest stops playing his flute, pauses, and without 
turning round he stops, with the flute still to his lips.)

Holy priest, .... may I ask you .... {The 
priest remonves the flute from his lips, and slowly 
turns toward the place where Okuni and Gohet are 
seatedi)

Are you not the one who came with us from 
Kumagaya in the Nakasendo road as far as Utsu- 
nomiya the other day? Sometimes you were in 
front of us, and sometimes we overtook you. Do 
you remember?

Koinuso. {In a faint voice) Yes, I remember, indeed 
it was I.

Gohei.—I was not mistaken then, .... I have really 
nothing very important to ask you, but as chance 
has caused us to meet so often, and so strangely, 
I could not help but speak to you. May I ask 
where you are going?

Komuso.—I have no particular destination ....
Gohei.—But, since you pass this way, you must surely
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be going to some place in Oshu?

Komuso.—{After a pause} .... to the next village!
Gohei.—If that is so, let us all go together, for as the 

old proverb tells us, ‘‘ It is pleasant to have frieds 
in travelling,” as far as the next village.

Komuso.—{Listens, but does not answer.) . . . .
Gohei.—O, holy man, what ails you? Why do you 

not answer a friendly question?
Komuso.—A moment ago, you said that you had 

nothing of importance to say, .... yet .... oh, 
do not hide what you have to say, for you wish 
to look at my face!

{Gohei and Okuni look up with great surprise at 
the priest, but do not speaki)

Komuso.—If you wish to see me, I will let you look 
. ... {So saying, he calmly takes off his hat, and 
under it appears a very handsome young samurai 
with a clean-shaved face and exceedingly fair skin.}

Gohei.—Oh! Oh!
Okuni.—{Rising You are Ikeda Tomonojo! . . . .
Komuso.—Yes, I am Ikeda Tomonojo .... It is indeed 

a very long time since I last spoke to you!
Okuni.—It must have been the will of my dear hus­

band’s spirit that we should meet in such a place 
.... Your time has come, Ikeda Tomonojo . . . . 
Be prepared!

Gohei.—I have been hunting for you for the past three 
years, escorting my lady from place to place, so 
that when we found you I might at last avenge my 
master. Ikeda Tomonojo, your star has fallen at 
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last! Arm yourself at once as a brave man should! 
Korausa—Oh, hold a moment. There is no need to

be in such a hurry to kill me. I have always been 
a coward, and I am still one. I am poor in the 
art of fencing, and my strength is very weak; 
therefore, if you wish to kill me, you can do it at 
any time .... lori had a very good and noble 
wife, such as you. Madam Okuni, and a good 
retainer, Gohei. lori is a far happier man than I 
am, for I live a shameful life.

{He unconcernedly seats himself on the stump of 
a pinetree, and Okuni and Gohei stand on guard on 
each side of himi)

Gohei.—What! Dare you say that my master, whom 
you so shamefully killed and assaulted unawares, 
is a happier man than you? What nonsense are 
you talking?

Okuni.—Oh, Tomonojo, if you do not want to live a 
shameful life, why did you not give yourself up as 
a guilty man? You who were bom the son of 
the principal retainer What a miserable 
figure you cut now!

Tomo.—I know well that I cut a miserable figure. But 
life is still so dear to me.

Gohei.—Though you have become so degraded, 
remember you were once a samurai. How dare 
you say that life is so dear to you?

Tomo.—Yes, yes, you may laugh and jibe at my cow­
ardice. But it matters not to me how much people 
laugh, I do not wish to die!
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OkunL—Then, if you desire to live, why have you 

crossed our path? But now that it is impossible 
to escape from us, are you prepared to die ?

Tomo.—No, no, I am not prepared .... I wished so 
much to see you once again, even to glance at your 
face for only a brief moment!

Okuni.—What! What did you say ?
Tomo.—{With a sad smile) Oh, madam, do not be so 

hard and cruel to me. I must now tell you the 
truth .... For the past four years ever since you 
left Hiroshima, I have followed you like a shadow, 
day and night. A coward in love, you know, 
sometimes forgets the dangers of life!

Gohei.—Followed us for four years! You must be 
lying to us, for it was only a little while ago that 
we met you for the first time at Kumagaya!

Tomo.—It is no lie, I speak the truth. It was on the 
tenth of December the year before last—I cannot 
forget it —that you started from Hiroshima. From 

' there you went to Osaka by the Chugoku road, 
you then visited Kyoto, and at the end of that year 

' you came down to Yedo, following the Tokaido.
Am I mistaken ? Oh, Madam Okuni, it was only 
lately that I disguised myself as a fcwiKSO-priest, 
but it is now the fourth year since I commenced 
to follow you.

Okuni.—Why have you done such a thing ? What are 
your intentions?

Tomo.—That I cannot tell you, for I do not know 
myself. You know well that I loved you, and 
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loved you madly, even killing my rival under the 
cover of darkness. Of course you will call me a 
coward!

GoheL—What are you but a coward!
Tomo.—If you will listen to me, I will explain. Please 

bear with me a little. On the night that I assaulted 
and killed lori I manged to escape from Hiroshima 
under cover of darkness. When I had found a 
safe place to rest, I sat down and thought over 
my deed, and I realised that my fate forever after­
wards would be full of hopeless uncertainty, that 
I must wander about for years trying to escape 
detection. And then the wish came to my mind 
that I might surrender myself after I had had one 
more short glance at you, madam. I knew that 
you would avenge your husband, and that you 
would follow me. I even guessed that you would 
journey through the villages and ports of this 
empire until you would meet me face to face. This 
decision to see you once more made me cunning, 
so I resolved to follow you secretly until I had 
seen you again. The day after I had committed 
the murder of your husband, I disguised myself, 
and again entered the city of Hiroshima, and there 
I remained in hiding until you started on your 
journey.

Oknni.—You killed my husband, and now admit that 
you committed such a treacherous and cunning 
deed as to follow me, when you knew that I was 
hunting for you .... Oh, I hate you!
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Tomo. But will you not give me a little of your pity.
for though you say that you hate me so strongly, 
I love you even still more. Why, the other day 
while you were lying so ill at Utsunomiya, it was 
I played the shakuhachi under the window of your 
sick room. I even went there on rainy and windy 
days. I wished that you might hear, through the 
throbbing of the notes that I played, all that was
in my heart.

Okuni. But, that Koffjwso-priest was not you, I think

Tomo. Indeed it was I, madam. I smeared my face
with “sumi” paint that it might appear black, so 
that you would not dream who I was. Okuni, do 
you remember that one day you put your head 
through the window, and threw me a gift of money. 
Oh, dear lady, it was then that I was able to see 
your face for the first time in four whole years. 
But even then, I felt that it was not sufficient, and
that I must see you again.

Gohei. You are an obstinate criminal! But now.
since your wish is again fulfilled, perhaps, you have 
nothing more to hope for. Enough! I wish to 
hear no more. Rise and fight with me now as a
manly samurai should!

Tomo. No, no, I say ! I do not want to cross swords
with you. You have always been admired as a 
most skilled fencer, even from the time when you 
were only a lackey, and you yourself know your 
great skill. I have no skill to fight with such a 
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man as you, for I am but a cowardly and spiritless 
samurai. What use would there be in such a fight ? 
I should be beaten without a doubt. So do not let 
us fight

Gohei.—Is life so dear to you still, even at this juncture? 
Okuni.—Do you wish to evade fighting by a quibble ? 
Torn©.—Yes, if it is possible. I want to escape death, 

even if it is for ever such a little time. Call me 
names. Laugh at me if you like; but I must speak 
as my heart directs me, madam. You will perhaps 
take what I am going to say as an idle compliment, 
but your late husband, and Gohei, also are happy, 
for they have the true samurai spirit, and are skilled 
swordsmen. I cannot but envy them . . ; .

Okuni.—If you envy them, then why do you not try 
to become like them, and show that you are brave 
and courageous, and not a coward!

Tom©.—I have always wished that I might become a 
man, but I was born with an effeminate spirit, and 
though I fought hard to conquer myself and become 
manly, I have somehow failed. As I was bom a 
son of a samurai family, I wished that I might be 
a great and good samurai like your husband. I 
wanted to be skilled with the sword, for then. 
Madam Okuni, you would perhaps have admired 
me instead of despising me. If I had conquered 
myself, perhaps now you might have been my dear 
and good wife, and my life would now be a happy 
one. All my unhappiness and my miseries come 
from my weakness of character. I am indeed a
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veiy unfcHtunate man.
(Miani.—No, it was my husband that was the unfor­

tunate one. When you were in our castle you 
gave yourself airs, influenced by your family. More 
than that, you tried to bring shame upon me even 
in my husband’s home. Now you defend yourself 
by your weakness, and you pour forth all your sweet 
compliments to me, but I cannot, and will not, 
believe what you say. It is entirely your own fault 
that you are despised and disliked. It is your 
wicked deeds, that have made me hate you now!

Tomo.—Yes, madam, I admit that what you say is 
true. I was a wicked man, and unworthy of the 
name of a samurai. I have bean an idler, liar, and 
I have the weak mind of a girl. I am a good-for- 
nothing fellow. By these things, I have been 
disliked, not only by you, but by everyone. But I 
do not think that I am responsible for all these 
bad qualities. I was bom into the world weak and 
cowardly, just as you were bom to be a beautiful 
woman. From the very beginning I was bad, and 
it was in my very nature. Do you not feel that 
what I say is true, and is it not unreasonable to 
accuse me so cruelly when you know my inborn 
weakness ?

Okuni.—Tell me why you were so jealous of my hus­
band’s love for me.

Toma—How could I be otherwise? I was a young 
man like your husband then, and was I not your 
betrothed? But because of my weak nature you 
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•viete. disappointed in me, and leamt to dislike me. 
I was even denied by your father, and more than 
that, people admired you, because you were clever 
enough to cast aside a good-for-nothing fellow, 
selecting lori as your husband. No one pitied me. 
I was intolerably lonely, and realising my weakness 
and unhappiness, I could not bear him to share 
your happiness, so I killed him.

GoheL—And did you think that by such a deed you 
should be any happier or that you would gain 
anything by such a foul act ?

Tomo.—No, madam disliked me not because she gained 
the love of lori, but because I was bad. I knew 
it very well. But I hated lori, and I hated all the 
people of our castle who admired and loved lori. 
He was a great and good samurai in every way, 
and I was an unfortunate man hated by all. It 
was not only because of my wrath at my rival, but 
I killed him out of indignation with the people who 
admired him and hated me. You say that I was 
treacherous to have killed him under cover of 
darkness, but what could such a weak fellow do? 
Such a coward as I had to stoop to such a mean 
and cowardly act!

GoheL—It wastes our time to hear such foolish excuses. 
We wish to listen to you no longer----- see, the day
is wearing away. Ikeda, you must now prepare 
yourself, for you cannot escape this time. Fight 
as bravely as you can, so that we may tell our 
people that Tomonojo did his best, and died nobly. 
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contrary to our expectations. We will speak thus 
of you afterwards if you will do as we ask.

Okuni.—Tomonojo, let me tell you that I dislike you 
no longer, for though you have been a bad man, 
you have indeed loved me truly. After you are 
dead, I promise to have masses said for the repose 
of your soul,Therefore, for my sake, if you still 
love me, be prepared to die now like a brave man.

Toma—Oh, I am so happy, and yet so sad, to hear 
you speak to me with such tender words. I cannot 
but weep. It is seven years since I heard you speak 
so kindly. Now, I have nothing to live for any 
longer, therefore if you wish it, I will die for you. 
It is impossible to live in this wilderness with you 
for ever. Oh, how I envy Gohei! If I might only 
be spared so that I might travel with you for years 
through this great empire, I would follow you and 
Ibe your slave for ever .... Gohei, surely you, 
who are a great and true samttrai, must have a 
little sympathy for me ?

Gohei.—I have great sympathy for you; therefore, I 
have asked you to prepare yourself for death!

Okuni. And what joy can you receive by living ? It 
was a long, long time ago that I was your betrothed, 
and all the love that I ever had for you is dead. 
Even should you kill Gohei, I should never become 
your wife. I would rather die with Gohei.

Tonto. {.Lowing coldly) Ha, ha, ha! Why should I 
kill him ? If I wished to do so, you know, madam, 
that I could not. I have net the strength to match
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against his.
Ohtmi.—Well, then, will you not die bravely for my 

sake, and to help me ?
Gohei.—Ikeda, again I ask you, you must prepare 

yourself, for I can see that you hate us both. I 
may be a bad man to take your life now, but as I 
have said it, you must prepare to die!

Toaio.—What use is it to kill me? I shall never in­
terfere with your love.

Oknni.—You know well, Ikeda, that should I fail in 
carrying out my revenge for my husband’s death, 
I can never return home again. I wish to marry 
publicly, and could never do so if I spared your 
life.

Toma—If you have any pity, Okuni, you will think a 
little deeply. If you take my life, you know well 
that you will never forget the past, and the memory 
of your cruel revenge on a weak ’tnan will always 
haunt you. If you spare me, I shall be content to 
pass the rest of my life as a komuso-pfiesi. I will 
wander from place to place making my shakuhachi- 
flute my means of livelihood. You need never 
return to your home. It is far better that you live 
a happy life without worrying about what is going 
on in the world around you. Why not settle down 
in some strange town and find a home there where 
you will be free and happy ? I do not know the 
ways and duties of a samurai, but I am sure iJlht 
is what all people should do.

Okuni.—No, no, I would never be happy then; I wish 
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to return to my own home, for I would make 
Gohei an honorable samurai .... Oh, you forget 
that my dear child is waiting at home for me.

Toma -Then for pity’s sake spare my life now. I 
cannot die! I want to live 1 I entreat you, Okuni, 
have pity on me, for I am a miserable man!

Okuni.—(Looks at Gohei, and then grips the handle of 
a smell dagger.)

Gohei.—Enough! Cease saying such things.
Toma—Are you not going to kill me? Well, what 

is the use in hiding anything from me now, for I 
shall never be able to speak after I am dead. I have 
followed my dear one for four long years, therefore 
do you think that I have been blind ? I do not 
doubt that when you first started out you were both

- but mistress and retainer, but I know well that 
your loyalty has grown into deep love, and un­
knowingly you both feel it. Are you aware that I 
was a guest in the next room to yours when you 
passed a night in that hotel at Kumagaya?

Okuni.—What? Then, that night you
Toma—Yes, that night I heard what you said in the 

next room. But Okuni, do not let it trouble you, 
for there will be no one in this world who knows 
your secret after you have killed me here. When 
you go back to your castle, after having had your 
long-sought-for revenge, you will be able to marry 
publicly. I shall be the only fool then!

fJohei.—I am very ashamed that you know our secret. 
Believe me when I tell you that my intentions were 
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most honourable from the first, but we have grown 
to love each other very dearly indeed. I hope that 
you will forget it.

Toma—It is not my business, but it only makes me 
angry with the world. I destroyed my life because 
I loved another man’s wife, but you are really doing 
just the same thing, and the world calls you loyal. 
You have the means to love while you are doing 
this wrong, but I have none. You who know the 
duty of a good samurai, and who, to all appearances, 
are living the life of a good man, are really bad 
and weak-minded. This just proves how unjust 
the world is in its summing-up of mankind. I was 
bad and I took the life of another fellow creature, 
yet I have been tormented by the memory of my 
deed ever since. You are about to kill me, but it 
will be the means of raising you in the esteem of 
the world. Do you think the world is fair? Do 
you think that you are just and good?

Gohci.—Forgive me, Ikeda, I now see that I was wrong, 
I am also a wicked man.!

Toma—Then, will you let me have my life?
Gohei.—Oh .... No,
Toma—Neither you nor Okuni have the right to kill 

me. You have wronged your master’s wife too. 
If I were a strong man, I would make Okuni my 
wife even now, and would call you my enemy !

Okoni.—Oh, Tomonojo .... I can see that perhaps you 
are right but if you still love me so madly, 
will you not give up your life for me ?
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Toma—No, no. I do not wish to die, for although I 
have to live the life of a miserable outcast, life is 
very dear to me still. If you decide to hill me, I 
must die like a dog at your hands, for I cannot 
defend myself, .... but .... I don’t wish to die 
yet.

Toma Remember, Gohei, that you were not so special­
ly favoured by lori. You only served him for two 
or three years, but after his death you proposed to 
escort your lady, and have travelled far with her in 
order that in the end you might avenge your master. 
No one will ever say that you have not been a 
loyal retainer, and your name will go down to 
posterity with admiration and honour. But if I 
were such a skilled fencer as you, I also would be 
as brave as you, and would even be willing to do 
much more for such a great and beautiful lady as 
your mistress Okuni. It must be a very happy 
thing for you to travel the world with such a 
spendid woman, and it is also true that you feel 
the thrill of adventure and courage to meet with 
your enemy, and to be able to kill him easily to 
gain the love and praise of your lady. Is it not 
true what I say, Gohei ? Further, if you succeed 
in your wish, by avenging your good master, you 
will return home, and will be admired by the lord 
of your clan, and will even be knighted for your 
brave deed. Even more than that, you may be the 
heir to lori, and may in the end marry yo-ar lady 
Okuni. Such is the advantage of being loyal. It
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is quite natural that the clever and wise are loyal. 
Gohei. What are you saying? Do you dare to in­

sinuate that I play such a part as a lady’s escort 
with such an idea in my mind?

Twno.—I do not mean that at first you had such an 
idea. I do not doubt for a moment that your offer 
to help and accompany Madam Okuni was done 
from your sense of duty towards your late master 
.... I mean only that it is not very hard to be 
loyal under such circumstances. To have such a 
sweet duty, to such a man as I, would indeed make 
me a happy man.

Gohes.—You have brought misery to many through 
your wicked act, so how can you understand our 
affections, or the miseries we have been through?

Toma—But, Gohei, though you have suffered many 
hardships, you have had much to compensate you. 
When your lady was ill at Utsunomiya, you played 
the part of a nurse, you were always at her side, 
and you tenderly waited on all her needs.

Gohei.—What are you saying now ? What do you 
mean?

Toma—You both seemed to me a very friendly mistress 
and retainer, and secretly I was most envious of 
your position ....

Gohei.—Your words are insinuating! Why do you 
talk such nonsense ? Do you wish to put me to 
shame?

Toma—Madam, it was very fortunate for you to fall 
ill during your long journey which you started to 
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avenge your husband. This is what I thought 
when I played my shahihachi each day under your 
window for two months. I thought that ever you 
might be happy in spite of your misfortune. I even 
hoped that you might forget your revenge, though 
I knew that when you were well you would start 
to hunt me again. Life, after all, is only a short 
dream, and happiness does not remain long with 
us. Gohei, I do not mean to insinuate, but I can 
envy you!

(.Okuni turns sli^dy pale, and looks significantly 
at Gohei.)

Gohei.—Ikeda, it is decided, and you must abide by 
my mistress’s wish. Again I say, and finally . . . 
prepare yourself . . . and ....

(Gohei rushes at him with his drawn sword. 
Tcmoruyo d fends himself with his shakuhachi flute, 
moving back step by step, and rails at them in a sad 
voice).

Tomo.—You are wicked and unmerciful people! You 
have no conscience .... You committed adultery 

*- .... You are a false lord and retainer! (A blow 
*•' of the sword wounds him in the shoulder and he falls.

He continues to cry louder) Oh, how dare you try
to kill me! .... Wait, I tell you, wait! I have 
one thing to tell you before you finish me . . . . 
that lady there .... that .... Okuni ....

Gohei—Quick, finish quickly, what have you to say ?
Tomo.—(weakly) That Okuni .... to me, to this

Tomonojo that you are trying to kill .... she . . 
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she once gave herself to me .... and submitted 
herself to my passions !

(Gohei turns suddenly upon Okum, with a ^ance 
of suspiciion^

aOkuni hangs her head, ashamed.)
Toma—Madam Okuni, this is my last entreaty to you 

.... Please strike the final blow, and finish me 
with your own hand !

GoheL—No, that shall never be! I shall finish what 
I have started, for you are the rival of my love, 
and you were my master’s enemy.

{Gohei strikes the final blow, and Okuni falls in 
grief by the roadside, and covering her face with 

, her sleeves, she weeps!)
{There is a long pause, during which it is gradually 

becoming darker^
GoheL—abending over Okuni) My Lady,. . • do not weep 

so bitterly. All is over, and what is done is done.
Okuni.—Ob, but my shame is more than I can bear. 

What must you think of me now that you have 
heard the truth from Ikeda.

GoheL—Nothing matters now. You and I have realised 
the desire of our hearts. Now that Ikeda is dead, 
we have no one to fear in all the world. Let us 
forget the past, and start with the future only.

Okuni.—Then, Gohei, will you promise to love me for 
ever?

GoheL—I cannot but love you, my lady; for although 
I do not deserve it you are my dear wife.

Okuni.—Now, I am anxious to return home very soon.
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If your love is what you say it is for me, then let 
us go at once .... but let us take the head of 
Tomonojo with us.

GoheL—How anxious they will all be at home. After 
these three long years, I wish to see the pleased 
face of your old father, and the smile of your little 
son when they see you.

Okuni.—Ah, yes, what great joy is now before me . . 
. . but, look .... it has been growing dark, and 
we have not noticed it. Now, let us sever the head 
from Ikeda’s body.

GoheL—(Goes up to the corpse accompanied by Okuni 
both with drawn daggers^ {Speaking to the corpse) 
Ikeda, our deed has been a cruel one, a disgraceful 
one; but we had no alternative. What we have 
done was done for the honour of our family, and 
for the sake of our clan, our love. Your body 
must r&ign itself to its sad fate!

Okuni.—{bending over the body) What we do may be 
selfish, and what we have done may be cruel . . . 
Oh, Tomonojo, forgive us both !

Gohei.—Namu Amida-Butsu !
(Skma.—Namu, Amida-Butsu!

{Okuni and Gohei repeat the words of the prayer 
faintly again, kneeling down near the body with 
folded hands).

THE END
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KOKUSHI KISHIDA

Kokushi Kishida, the author of the following 
drama, was born in Tokyo, in the 23 rd year of Meiji 
(1830). His father was from Kishu Province and was 
the Commander of an artillery regiment.

Kishidi’s younger life was pass?d in Tokyo, and 
after graduating from the military schools at Nagoya 
and at Tokyo, he joined the colours at Kyushu. But 
for reasons of his own, the young officer gave up his 
army life, and again studied French literature at the 
Tokyo Imperial University. In 1919 he went over to 
Erance, where he experinced a wanderer’s life for some 
four years, and with his father’s death ha returned 
home to be a writer and a lecturer at some colleges.

Besides a number of translations he has already 
published many one-act plays of his own vivacity. His 
description of a young woman’s psychology is unique, 
and with the naivete and smartness of his style, his 
writings never fail to make the reader (or audience) 
grasp something fresh and memorable. He is one of 
the most promising writers of the younger generation.

His works of fame are:—
“ The Autumn in Tyroll,” “ Old Playthings,” “ A 

Paper Baloon,” “ The Oldest Chestnut Tree in the 
Village,” ‘*A Virtuous Woman,” etc., etc.

Very recently he wrote a novel. “ Miss Yuri Hatae,” 
and is much expected in this direction too.

E. Ukai





It Will be Fine Tomorrow

Characters
Tbe husband.
rhe wif&
rhe maidservant of an inn.
A manservant.

Time

A rainy day in summer.

Place

A room in a seaside inn overlooking the sea.

PART ONE

WZicM the curtain rises, the husband is seen lying face 
dowmtiards on the floor matting of a room in a Japanese 
inn. He is imitating the gestures of a swimmer, and is 
practising various swimming-strokes. The wife is holding 
a bundle of picture post-cards in her hand, and is wonder­
ing whom she shall address them to.

A tnaidservant enters.
The husband suddenly stops his antics, and pretends 

to be reading a newspaper.
Maidservant.—This rainy weather is awful day after 

day! You must feel very miserable. I am ex­
tremely sorry for you, Madam.

Wife. — Yes, but if we really wanted to bathe, we could. 
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you know. Listening to the quiet pattering of die 
rain is not so uninteresting, and as it is summer­
time, we are quite glad to get such cool weather.

Maidservant—Yes, Madam. The rainy weather is the 
best because it brings coolness, but if it were fine 
and bright you would feel less inclined to remain 
indoors.

Wife.—Yes, that is true. But in such cool weather 
you are not so troubled with guests, are you?

Maidservant—No, Madam, even now a few of our 
guests are leaving here. I’m told it is quite cool 
in Tokyo too, lately ....

Wife.—I don’t think so. It was very sultry there when 
we left In fact it was so oppressive that we thought 
by coming here we should get away from the heat, 
and right away from our daily routine.

Maidservant—Yes, Madam. But last night one of 
our clerks went up to Tokyo on business, and he 
telephoned this morning from there to say that, 
owing to the heavy rain which had been falling 
since the previous night, it is so cool that he felt 
quite cold in his summer-suit.

Husband.—All right, that is enough about Tokyo, if 
you don’t mind. We came here to forget about it, 
to get away from things and to give our minds a 
complete rest.

Maidservant.—I beg your pardon. Sir Have you 
anything for me to do ?

Husband.—If we want you we shall call, so you may 
go.
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Wife.—You needn’t be so sharp, my dear. But . . . .?
Maii—Certainly, Sir. {She gpes outi)
Wife.—For heaven’s sake stop snapping at the poor 

maid just because you don’t like the bad weather.
I know it is unpleasant, but if you want to swim 
so badly, why don’t you go out and do so?

Husband.—Swim in the rain? If anyone saw me, 
they’d say I was crazy!

Wife.—It’s far more idiotic to swim on the matting!
Husband.—Then shall we go back to Tokyo ?
Wife.—No, let us stay for another day. Look! The 

sky over there seems much brighter. Perhaps it 
will be fine tomorrow.

Husband.—By all accounts it seems to be very cool in 
Tokyo. In the post-cards you are sending, you had 
better mention that it is hot here, and that so far 
we have not bathed yet, will you?

Wife.—This is what I have written to Miss Yuri; ‘ Is 
it very hot in Tokyo? It is so cool here that when 
we go out in the morning or evening we can’t do 
without haori . . . .’

Husband.—When we go out in the morning or evening? 
Wife.—Well, let me finish, my dear !....* and in the 

■ daytime we are not feeling the heat at all, as we 
have such lots of bathes! . . . .’

Husband.—Good gracious!
Wife.—{continuing reading * We have got so sunburnt 

during the last few days that we are almost 
ashamed for any one to see us . . .

Husband.—Oh, I say . . . - !
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Wife.—Be quiet! ‘ We have just been talking of hiring 
a boat for a row . . . . ’

Husband.—Oh, gracious! Have you written the same 
thing on each of your cards?

Wife.—Yes, I have said almost the same thing to 
everyone.

Husband.—Whom have you been writing to anyway ? 
Wife.—Well, this one is for Miss Yuri, and this I am 

sending to mother. This one is going to Miss Ko, 
and this for the wife of our next-door neighbour 
.... and also I have sent one to that poor woman 
who lives behind our house, and ....

Husband.—Well, T m glad I am here, and happy that 
I shan’t be one of the persons who gets your cards. 
I’m rather sorry for the man whose woman friend 
goes away in the summer! But, look! The sky 
is clearing, and it is getting quite bright.

Wife.—Yes, the rain seems to be over. How lucky! 
Husband.—Do you happen to know what the name of 

this swimming-stroke is ? {He imitates some stroke.) 
Wife.—It’s the frog-stroke, isn’t it?
Husband.—Yes, that’s right. And this ?
Wife.—Is it any kind of swimming-stroke at all ?
Husband.-—Of course it is. It is called 'Suifu style,* 

.... and this is the over-arm stroke ....
Wife.—Which one are you going to teach me?
Husband.—Well, the frog-stoke is the easiest .. ». 

What about trying to do it now?
Wife.—Certainly not! Not here!
Husband.—It’s a good chance to practice it here.
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Wife.—I said no!
Husband.—How silly ! You said you had never bathed 

in the sea, didn’t you?
Wife.-Yes.
Husband.—Well, you shouldn’t be afraid of trying 

everything so that you will get used to the water 
when you go in. But even if you can’t swim, it is 
a delightful feeling to float on the waves. The. 
sensation is almost indescribable .... If you want 
to compare it to anything at all, .... well, we 
might compare it to that feeling of dreamy ecstasy 
that lovers experience when exchanging their first 
vows of love!

Wife.—Oh, stop saying such stupid things!
Husband.—Why is it stupid? You always look at 

everything in that way, you are far too prosaic. 
After all, both our lives are rather insipid, I spend 
from morning till night bending over sheets of 
paper, counting and counting, and you only move 
backwards and forwards between the oven and 
your sewing! All the dreams we ever had have 
gone. There is no more talk of the cherished 
future . . . . we are already forgetting ourselves!

Wife.—{does not answer^)
Husband.—The small amount of money and leisure 

we have derived has enabled us to stand up and 
face a hope as great and limitless as that vast sea 
out there .... Just look at it! . * . . Are you 
listening to what I am saying?

Wife.—(remains silentT)
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Husband.—Have you ever longed for the sun as much 
as you do now ? . . . . You are a woman, and you 
do not realise that the fire that was almost ex­
tinguished has suddenly begun to bum again in
my heart .... it has burst into Hames.... can’t 
you realise it?

Wife.—{glances quicHy at her husband.)
Husband.—Why do you look at me like that? .... It

is not the continuous rain of the past few days 
which has made me speak like this? {The bed of 
the telephone on the desk rings I)

Husband.—(becoming calmer) I have no use for that 
wretched telephone, I’m only thinking of your fresh 
and beautiful figure .... {The bed rings again 
violently.)

Husband.—Disgusting! {He takes up the receiver.)
Hello! Hello! Who is it? What? . . . Yes, it is 
. . . From Tokyo ? . . . Who ? . . . Oh, exchange, 
please don’t cut me off ... . please .... Hello! 
Hello! . . . . Yes, it is .... Oh is it you ?

Wife.—Who is it?
Husband.—{aside) Kobayashi.
Wife.—Mr. Kobayashi?
Husband.— {continuing his conversation into the telephone) 

No, no, nothing of the sort! What nonsense! . , 
. . Yes, .... What ? . . . . Yes, very good! . . . . 
Oh, yes, the sea is lovely here .... What? . . . . 
.... Yes, she is ... . But I’m not quite at my 
ease with her.

Wife. -What are you talking about?
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Husband.—(.continuing into the phone} She is here now, 

yes. She is glaring at me.
Wife.—Stop talking such nonsense!
Husband.—She wants to know what we are talking 

about .... Ha, ha! .... Is it hot in Tokyo ? . . 
. . Indeed! ever since yesterday ? .... It is much 
cooler here, but we are not afraid of the sea, we 
are just going out there now.

Wife.—Give my kind regards to Mrs. Kobayashi.
Husband.—(stM talking to his friend) Indeed! That is 

rather unexpected. It must rather worry you . . . 
I’m sorry .... My wife wishes to be remembered 
to Mrs. Kobayashi .... Yes, we’re getting along 
very well. Is the Director there? .... Pshaw! . 
. . . That’s awkward! . . . . Tell him I will return 
as soon as I feel like it ... . Well, good-bye! . . 
. . Yes, yes, all right .... Good-bye!

Wife. -What does he want?
Husband-—Oh, nothing ! . . . See, the rain has stopped. 

Let’s go out now. (He takes off his clothes hurriedly, 
and is seen wearing a bathing-suit underneath.)

Wife.—(riie5 to her feet rather gailyi) Are you going 
out like that?

Husband.—Of course I am. The sea is quite near, just 
across the garden .... Did you expect that we 
should have to take a taxi to get to it?

Wife.—What shall I wear?
Husband.—The same as I’m wearing.
Wife.—But I haven’t got my bathing-suit on yet.
Husband.—Then put it on quickly.
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Wife.—Well, please go out of the room.
Hnsband.—No, carry your bathing-clothes to the dress­

ing-shed on the beach and change there.
Wife.—Won’t people stare?
Husband.—Oh, be quick! It may begin to rain again 

if you don’t hurry.
Crhey both leave the room. Just about as long as 

it would take them to get downstairs, the rain begins 
to fall again. The sound of a phonograph is heard 
in some near by room. Tl.v if stepping to the time of 
the music, they both enter the room again, and without 
speaking a word, they seat themselves and gyre 
vacantly out irOo the sky. Both heave a deep sifji, 
which is followed by a long silence.

The husband then goes to his bag and takes a 
guide-book from it, and commences to turn over its 
leaves. The wife stretches for a pdlcau and prepares 
to take a napi)

Husband.—Oh, for goodness sake don’t go to sleep! 
If you do, what on earth am I going to do to kill 
time?

Wife.—You had better sleep too.
Husband.—Isn’t it rather unreasonable to expect me to 

go to sleep now after sleeping continuously for 
fourteen hours from 7 last night until 9 this 
morning? As if we couldn’t find anything to do 
but sleep! You seem to forget that we are at one 
of the famous summer-resorts in Shonan, and that 
we are paying as much as five yen a day at this 
hotel after taking a long and expensive train-journey 
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from Tokyo. Do you object to trying to find some 
other way of amusing ourselves ?

Wife.—But if we can’t bathe, whatever can we do?
Husband Instead of giving up everything just because 

we are unable to bathe, surely we can still find 
some other kind of amusement or diversion.

Wife.—If you want something to do, why don’t you 
take your umbrella and go for a walk ? I want to 
stay here and rest.

{The wife turns over on her side, and prepares to 
sleep.}

Husband-—Take an umbrella? Why, you know quite 
well that we haven’t got one with us.

Wife.—Go and borrow one then.
Hnsband.—In the meantime do you intend to slee^i?
Wife.—Yes.
Husband.—The husband borrows an umbrella to go 

for a walk by himself in the rain, while his wife 
leisurely takes a nap. It certainly is a joke!

Wife.—That is why I didn’t want to come to such a 
place. I would rather have bought some new 
dresses .... Don’t you remember how I begged 
you ....

Husband.—All right! Don’t repeat it! I quite under­
stand. Anyhow, now I would rather like to make 
a trip to some other place.

Wife.—Good gracious! Wherever to?
Husband.—Oh, anywhere, a trip round the country 

somewhere-
Wife.—{makes no reply.)
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Husband.—ril visit the Beppu Hot Springs.
Wife.—With only that guide-book to assist you ?
Husband.—Of course! Why not? No trip could be 

less expensive. After all, a guide-book is rather 
wonderful! After scanning the time-table, and 
reading of the arrival hours of the different trains, 
you begin to feel just as if you had already begun 
to travel.

Wife—(Does not answer^
Husband.—It’s rather interesting that, after finding the 

name of a station where a box-lunch can be 
purchased, one can almost smell the appetising 
odour of the food in it.

Wife—I am afraid it isn’t very interesting to me.
Husband.—Isn’t it ? You don’t seem to find anything 

very interesting. You are even so careless about 
things as to allow a mosquito to sting you on the 
bottom of your foot. Does it still hurt?

Wife—Oh, I don't know.
Husband.—The famous Onuma Park is mentioned also 

for its fine scenery .... or it wouldn’t be a bad 
idea to visit Hokkaido .... Well, where would be 
the best place to go?

Wife-My dear, if you are going anywhere else, for 
goodness sake do so without talking so much about 
it!

Husband.—Can I arrange a trip in silence? It will 
surely be a dumb sort of a business if I do!

{The music of the phonograph stops}
Husband.—{continuing Wouldn’t you like something
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nice to eat ?

Wife— f-does not ansvoer.)
Husband.—Are you going to sleep?
Wife.—(still remains silent}
Husband.—Surely you can’t be asleep, for you were 

stifling your yawns only a moment ago.
Wife.—(makes no answer.)
Husband.—Are yon determined to pretend you are 

asleep ?
Wife.-
Husband.—Then shall I tell you something that will 

surprise you ? Don’t you mind ?
Wife.-
Husband.—All right! I shall! But promise not to 

shriek!
Wife.-
Husband.—A few days ago I met an old sweetheart 

of mine. I suppose you didn’t know about it, eh? 
I didn’t mention it till now because I didn’t want 
to worry you about it, but I think it is time that 
you were told .... Oh, you needn’t make such an 
effort to hold your breath!

Wife.—.
Husband.—It seems that she is still unmarried . . . . 

She has such innocent eyes, and she has remained 
as unchanged and pure as the expression of her 
eyes. She asked me if I ever thought about her 
now, and I answered .... well, do you know 
what I told her?

Wife.-. ...........
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Hnsdaand.—Oh, look here! Does all I have been saying 
cause you no concern?

Wife.—{moves a litlle, and scratches under her arm.) 
Husband.—It’s not the time to scratch! Listen to what

I'm saying! . . . . What do you suppose I told 
her ? .... I said, ‘ I’m tremendously glad you have 
thought about me so much, but I am hardly worthy 

your thoughts and affection, because I am not 
free/ and this is what she answered, 'I’m quite 
aware of it. Only yesterday I saw you and your 
wife together, looking very happy. I saw you as 
you passed along the corridor.’ She looks gentle but 
very intelligent. I didn’t know what to say to her, 
so I merely remarked that such women as you 
could be found everywhere.

Wife.—{Gives a long si^.)
Husband.—Thinking afterwards that my answer had 

been rather vague, I continued, ‘Such a dull kind 
of woman is rather rare.’ And what I said was 
quite true, even though you may be angry with 
me for saying it.

Wife.—{adjusts her pillow a little.)
Husband.—Then she said rather gently, ‘The happier 

it must be for a woman who lives with a man like 
you, I should think.’ When I asked her why, she 
laughed but would not answer the question.

Wife.—{be^ns to snore a littlei)
Husband.—Your suspicious snoring shows that what I 

have told you has sunk in! Now, answer whatever 
you like, I’d like to hear what you have to say! 
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Wife-.
Husband.—You won’t answer! Oh, well then. I’ll go 

on ... . We became very int mate again, and after 
quite a long story, which I’ll skip, she begged me 
to visit her house after I got back to Tokyo. She 
told me her life was very lonely, for she had only 
an old housekeeper for company .... I told her 
that instead of waiting until our return to the 
capital, I would very much like to talk with her 
. . . in. her room .... as I was sick and tired of 
having nothing to do every day. I also told her 
that I was tired of my wife, and that it would be 
a relief for me to get away from her for an hour 
or so. She told me not to do that as it would be 
quite impossible for her to talk freely with me in 
a place where you were near us both. She said, ‘ I 
have no heart to talk to you here .... My house 
in Tokyo is in rather a lonely part of the city .... 
it would take a stranger quite a long time to find 
it . . . .’ She suddenly broke off with what she was 
saying, and clutched wildly at the verandah railing. 
She was weirdly white, for she had just come from 
her bath! . . . . She seemed to be waiting for 
something .... her lips were deliciously red, and 
as she tried not to speak, they quivered intensely. 
Her eyes gazed far away as if they were recalling 
past memories and associations.

Wife.—(turns over on her side, facing her husband. Her 
mouth is slightly opened as is natural sometimes to 
aie in deep. Her upturned nostrils enable you to
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peep into their inner recesses.}
Husband.—(seeing her facing him, turns away.) How 

brazen you are to turn over on your side like that! 
(A sJiarp cry of “ O-kin San ” is heard from a 
maidservant in the corridor outsidei)

Wife.—(suddenly wakes up, and after yawning, rises to 
her feet.} Is the bath prepared yet ?

Husband.—(still very suspicious as to whether his wife 
has really been asleep or not, but nevertheless rather 
surprised by her natural manner of waking Have 
you been asleep?

Wife.—(without answering, takes up a towel and a piece 
of soap, and after moving across the room for her 
toilet-case, she goes out.}

Husband.—(dumbfounded and amazed gazes at her as 
she leaves}

PART TWO

Time, rather late the following afternoon.

(The Husband, in his shirt-sleeves, is packing his 
trunk, making preparations to leave.

The Wife is drying her towel over a charcoal 
brazier.}

Maid.—You meedn’t hurry; there’s plenty of time to 
catch your train.

Husband.—(taking the Ihll from her} We shall come 
here again before long, and
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Maid.—Yes, Sir; we hope you will come here often 
.... but couldn’t you stay here for another day? 
It looks as if it were going to be fine tomorrow.

Husband.—Yes, I’d like to very much, but I have some 
business to attend to in Tokyo .... we have had 
a thorough rest here, and after all, that was the 
main reason we came . , . . Please take this. (.He 
hemds her the money for payment of the hotel bill.

The maid takes it, and after paying some polite 
compliment, she goes outi)

Wife.—How much did the account come to ? 
Husband.—Oh, it was rather cheap, my dear. 
Wife.—As we expected?
Husband.—Well, yes .... Shall we give rather a 

generous tip?
Wife.—Nonsense! I don’t think that’s at all necessary. 

It would be better to spend the money on an extra 
day here.

Husband.—You say it as if it were a very easy matter 
.... But, look! It’s getting quite fine again.

Wife.—But, couldn’t you manage to take just one more 
day from your office?

Husband.—If I hadn’t received that telephone message 
a little while ago, I might have been able to ... . 
1 feel as if I were tied to the office by a rope. At 
any rate my absence has evidently convinced them 
that I am indispensable. When I get to the office 
tomorrow morning I’ll let them see I am not too 
pleased to have been called back. I can see the 
manager coming to me with all kinds of flattering 
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remarks, trying to smooth things over, but I’ve 
determined to be rather blunt with him.

Wife.—I suppose that will give you a feeling of sat­
isfaction. Can I tell our friends about this summer 
trip? But if they come across my bathing-suit 
which has never been in the water. I’ll feel rather 
foolish!

Husband.—How silly! If you are afraid of such a 
thing, why not hold it over the steam of the kettle ? 
You can soon make it look as if it had been used. 
Do you think it sounds like boasting to say that 
you have bathed ?

Wife.—But, we have been very unlucky, haven’t we?
Husband.—Yes, rather. But for goodness sake don’t 

look at the dismal side of our holiday only. After 
all it hasn’t been so terri’jly unpleasant loafing 
about indoors during the continuous rain, and even 
if we haven’t been able to bathe, it is not such a 
very distressing story to tell anyone!

Wife.—But think of the good spirits you were in when 
we started!

Husband.—Naturally; but that is the case with others 
as well. No one would think much of us if we 
had started out for a holiday with glum faces as 
if we were expecting something unlucky to happen 
to us. You and your family take things too seri­
ously altogether.... your mother, your elder sister 
and Miss Ko

{Hearing steps approaching daum the corridor, they 
stop talking.
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A maidservant appears with some changi from 

the bill.}
Maid.—I’m sorry to have kept you so long. Here is 

your change. Sir.
Husband.—(picks out coins from the change and hands 

them to the maid) Will you give this tip to your 
clerk, but I am sorry it is rather small.

Maid.—It is very kind of you. Sir. but it’s our rule 
never to accept tips from our patrons.

Husband.—Oh, really! I’m sorry .... what shall I 
do about it then? .... Oh, well .... you had 
better keep it yourself.

Maid.—It is really very kind of you. Sir.
Husband.—By the way, what is the name of that other 

girl who waited upon us several times? I mean 
the one who walks rather heavily ?

Wife.—Oh, how rude you are!
Hus’tand.—It isn’t rude. She does walk heavily, 

doesn’t she? .... Anyhow, please call her . . . . 
and also that young man in charge of the bath . . 
.. and, by the way, is he dumb ?

Maid.—No, Sir. he is only rather silent. He never 
talks to anyone unless it is absolutely necessary. 
Sir.

Husband.—Such a fellow will never find it necessary!
Maid.—Please tell me when your bags are ready. Sir. 

and I will help you with them. (She goes outl)
Wife.—How much did you give her?
Husband.—Don’t worry about that, my dear. Anyone 

would think you were wife of the manager of some 
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big company since you have been away from 
Tokyo.

Wife.—Oh, I wish I could feel that such a thing was 
true when we got back there.

Husband.—Perhaps so. Anyway don’t behave, when 
you get back, as if you were the wife of a poor 
clerk!

Wife,—But I can’t help feeling that I am, all the same. 
Husband.—What do you mean by ‘ all the same ’ ?

Are you trying to make me mad ? If you talk 
like that I will start to lecture you again!

Wife.—No more lectures, please, dear! No, thank you. 
I’ve had quite enough of your lectures!

Husband.—Well then, listen to me; .... tell me 
plainly .... have you begun to understand my 
disposition yet ? I want to feel that you understand 
me thoroughly, my dear .... After all ... . you 
are an unusually good-natured woman .... Why 
do you make faces?

Wife.—(remains silent.)
Husband.—Oh, well. I’ll not flatter you .... but really 

you are just the kind of woman for me.
Wife.—I’m glad!
Husband.—You have beauty! .... I consider myself 

a very fortunate man.
(Just then the maid with the heavy foot-steps enters 

the room followed by the round-shouldered bath: 
attendant^)

Husband.—Ah, you have both been very kind to us. 
Here is something for each of you.
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Maid.—You are very kind. Sir. {She takes the tip. The 
bath-attendant takes his tip, and bows silently.)

Maid.—Can I do anything for you. Sir ?
Husband.—Thanks, but there is nothing more I want.

(The maid murmurs a few polite words and goes 
J out. The bath-attendant also begins to leave.}
i Husband.—Oh, will you wait a moment, please ? Were 

you born near here?
(The bath-attendant stares vaguely at the husband.}

(continuing) Were you born in this village?
(The bath-attendant bows slightly.}

Husband.—Is there no news of interest around here?
(The bath-attendant grins.} They speak very 

highly of you here.
f (The bath-attendant looks at him suspiciously.)
I Well, can’t you answer me ? (The bath-attendant
I remains silenti}
I What are you thinking about ? (The bath-attend­

ant still remains silenti)
Wife.—(interrupting Isn’t it time to start, my dear?

(The husband gazes hard at the bath-attendantl}
Wife.—Oh, you have said enough, let him go.

(The bath atteiidant bows and goes outi)
Wife.—(indignantly} He is as close as an oyster!

(A long silence.)
(continuing But don’t you think you were rather 

rude? (The husband suddenly bursts into laughter. 
She looks at him!)

Husband.—What impression did my remarks make 
upon him, do you think ?
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Wife.—He probably thinks you are rather an extra­
ordinary sort of person !

Husband.—We often get what we don’t expect.
Wife.—Take care, my dear; if you treat people as if 

you considered them fools, they will scorn you!
Husband.—That was not my intention at all at first 

To tell the truth, I thought that perhaps such a 
silent man might give some rather bright answer 
to my questions. Even now I can’t help thinking 
that he is hiding something by his silence. He may 
even have invented something great which no one 
knows about. He might have some deep insight 
into human nature, and may guess at some hidden 
secret of our married life .... something which 
we ourselves may not be aware of.

Wife.—Again you are allowing your imagination to 
overstretch itself!

Husband.—Well, let us get ready to go now. Are you 
sure you have left nothing?

{At this moment the clerk of the ism appearsi)
Clerk.—Are you leaving now ? . . . . We are extremely 

sorry the weather has been so bad while you have 
been here.

Husband.—But we are very glad that it has cleared up 
just when we are starting back.

Clerk.—Yes, I’m sure that it will soon be quite fine, 
Sir.

Husband.—I sincerely hope so ... . Will you be so 
kind as to carry this bag, this basket, and these 
small things downstairs for us?
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Clerk.—Certainly, Sir. Have you got your railway 
tickets ?

Husband.—(taking out a bank-note} No, not yet, but 
will you be so good as to get them for us?

Clerk.—Certainly,Sir.- - . - two, second-class to Tokyo?
Husband.—No, two third !
Clerk.—(Jxnvs, and goes outi)
Wife.—Our return journey seems as if it were going 

to be rather miserable.
Husband.—Nonsense! If you think of all that are 

waiting for us in Tokyo you wouln’t talk in that 
way. Think of that fruit-shop, Sembikiya, .... 
of the ‘Overland,’ .... and think of that nice 
summer scarf!

Wife.—What scarf ?
Husband.—And lots of other nice things.
Wife.—Yes, many things quite beyond our reach!
Husband.—Oh, rubbish! No harm if they are beyond 

our reach. Take sea-bathing, for instance. Until 
recently it was one of the things we considered 
beyond our reach, and yet it has been realised!

Wife.—Do you think it has ?
Husband. Yes .... well .... it would have been if 

it hadn’t rained!
Wife. It would be much better if we would stay here 

a little longer.
Husband. Perhaps so. But you are never satisfied. 

It has been quite as profitable gazing out at the 
sea as bathing in it. It is quite easy to imagine 
that you have bathed every day since you have
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been here, my dear.
Wife.—(.makes no reply
Husband.—After all, the sea is nothing more than a- 

huge salt-water bath, and by sitting in a bath-tub 
of cold water you can get just about the same 
sensation.

Wife.—But there must be a very different feeling when 
bathing in the sea .... a feeling of expanse!

Husband.—Just exactly the same as in a tub. You 
can expand your limbs in a tub as well as in the 
sea. If you shut your eyes tight, and imagine the 
glorious blue sky above you, there is no difference!

Wife.—But how could I possibly feel the waves that 
roll in one after the other and break on the beach 
after they have passed?

Husband.—Oh, as far as that goes, you can get the 
swaying movement of the waves, if you rock you 
body to and fro. After all, it is rather adventurous 
to swim in the sea. Every year two or three cases 
of drowning are reported from each seaside resort, 
and also when you are learning to dive, it is very 
easy to lose your gold-rimmed glasses like Mr. 
Kawakami did .... And wasn’t it Mrs. Kaneda 
who lost her pearl ring while bathing ?

Wife.—I heard that it was only an imitation.
Husband.—It doesn’t matter whether it was imitation 

or not! Anyhow, lots of people get their toes cut 
badly by shells or broken glass . . . . and saltwater 
gets into your ears and damages the eardrums!

Wife.—Again, it is merely a case of sour grapes with 
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you. Before we came you couldn’t say enough to 
me about the wonders of the seaside during 
summer, and now, listen to you! It is an extraor 
dinary contradiction!

Husband.—I only say it to comfort you.
Wife.—I would feel better pleased if you were a little 

disappointed! Such pretence does neither of us 
much good. It would be far better if we both 
showed a little regret.

Husband.—All right! Now that you feel like that, 
the problem is solved. Let us therefore put the 
excursion behind us as a failure, and instead, let 
us live in hopes of making up for it in some other 
way before long! Do you agree to that, my dear ?

Wife.—(does not answer.)
Husband.—Aren’t you anxious to hear what I mean ?
Wife.—I know it.
Husband.—Then, what is it ?
Wife.—There is no need to say!
Husband.—You’ve misunderstood me, or do you mean 

this .... you remember the other day our neigh­
bour asked us to take care of his phonograph for 
him while he was away from home? .... Now 
he has asked us to keep it in order for him so that 
it will not get rusty.

Wife.—Yes.
Husband.—Do you remember how we used to set it 

going night after night, playing each record one
. by one ? And how we learnt the “ Song of the 

Volga Boatman” from memory?
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Wife.—And ‘ Souvenir ’!
Husband.—Yes, and that takes me back to my hatred 

of getting up early.
Wife.—Yes, I know, for you got angry with me every 

morning and grumbled at me when I woke you.
Husband.—Well, it is most annoying to be wakened 

up in that way every morning! I have always 
wished to experience the happiness of being 
wakened unconsciously and naturally by the strains 
of some beautiful song near my bed-side .... the 
song of a girl. I knew that you would never help 
me, so I determined to use that phonograph for 
the purpose.

Wife.—Yes, I remember
Husband.—Don’t interrupt! Let me finish what I was 

saying. I remember one night I asked you to wake 
me up the next morning by playing some melody 
on the phonograph close to my pillow, instead of 
thundering in my ear as you usually do, ' It’s time 
to get up! ’ I promised you that as soon as the 
record finished I would jump out of bed. That 
night I tumbled quickly into bed, and prayed to 
God to send an early dawn with a clear sky. I 
remember going to sleep, still feeling the pleasant 
effects of a bottle of beer I had drunk for my 
supper.

Wife.—Yes, and the next morning I did just as you 
had asked me.

Husband.—Yes, for once you did keep your word, and 
put on ‘ Souvenir ’ to wake me up.
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Wife.^And as soon as it was finished, you asked me 

to play it all over again.
Husband.—Yes, I admit it, but I assure you that it 

was not an excuse to lie in bed any longer. It 
was the fascinating melody of the violin breaking 
into my dreams so gently which filled me with 
intense happiness .... even more than I had an­
ticipated. But I am sorry to say that the impression 
only lasted for a few moments, for as I came to 
my senses, it gradually dawned on me that it was 
only my wife playing a phonograph near my bed. 
The idea of it was an utter disappointment, and I 
at once buried my head under the blankets.

Wife.—You were crying a little then, weren’t you ?
Husband.—You thought so, did you ? ... . Well, as a 

matter of fact, while you played the melody again 
I began to think about our happiness, our dreams, 
and about life.

Wife.—You were very bright and happy during break­
fast that morning.

Husband.—Was I? . . . . And you promised to put a 
record on for me every morning if it showed such 
good results .... but I told you not to do so.

Wife. But it is funny that ever since that very morning 
you have learned to get up without having to be 
called twice .... though quite recently you have 
got back into your old habit again.

Husband. Although you may not believe it, while I 
was hiding my head under the blankets, I was 
thinking profoundly .... I realised how disgusting 
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it was of me to lie there in bed like that! I 
almost made up my mind to kick the wretched 
phonograph off the chair, to spring up, and to run 
away with you to some lonely mountain, and to 
hide there away from everyone. A great tumult 
was going on in my mind, just as anyone feels 
deep self-reproach after committing some great sin. 
I experienced a feeling of deep repentance, and a 
kind of self-hatred. But I didn’t want you to know 
how I felt at the time, and tried to calm myself 
by appearing undisturbed.

Wife.—I really don’t know if you are talking seriously 
or not, my dear.

Husband.—Neither do I! (A long silence)
Wife.—I often used to feel very lonely, but somehow 

I got so used to it that I don’t worry about it so 
much nowadays.

Husband.—What’s the use of worrying ? Later on you 
will learn what I am intending to do. I am 
thinking only of how to make you happy.

Wife.—You are talking nonsense again!
Husband.—Don’t you believe what I say ? Well, I shall 

tell you what I am expecting to do. You remember 
that when we went to Ogikubo some time ago, 
you saw a pretty house there surrounded with lawn. 
Do you remember saying how much you would 
love to live in such a home?

Wife.—What kind of a house was it?
Husband.—Have you forgotten it ? Don’t you re­

member . . , . only last spring .... . how you 
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noticed a dog jumping up and being caressed by a 
young woman ?

Wife.—Ob, yes, when we were searching for our 
present house ?

Husband. Yes, yes. I fancy that house we saw then 
had about four rooms. How much do you suppose 
one would have to pay for such a house?

Wife.—{does not reply.)
Husband.—We would need about ¥ 2,000 if we wanted 

to buy It. {At this moment the first maidservant 
appears.)

Maid.—Excuse me, but it is time for you to go.
Husband.—Oh, very well. {He rises mechanically. The 

wife remains where she is sitting, and gazes absent­
mindedly tofwards the sea upon which the dusk and 
haze of evening are creeping.)

THE END
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RYUNOSUKE AKUTAGAWA

Ryunosuke Akutagawa, the author of the following 
stories, was born in the twenty-fifth year of Meiji 
(1892', in the city of Tokyo. After finishing the course 
of the Tokyo First High School, he entered the 

College of Literature of the Tokyo Imperial Uni­
versity, and after a few years he graduated from that 
institution with high literary honours.

In his writings he showed a deep penetration into 
human nature, but at the same time he was gifted with 
a clear and reasonable outlook on life. This saved his 
writings from becoming decadent in character. He 
can be termed as a ‘ modernist ’ in the true sense of 
the word.

With the e.xception of a few mythical stories, such 
as 1 u Zuchun,’ most of his works have been chosen 
from historical facts. His method of writing is straight­
forward, yet veiled with a subtle and satirical humour. 
His style has been frequently likened to that of the 
Russian novelist, Anton Tchekhov. But while the latter 
embodies his stories with warmth, humour and tragedy, 
Akutagawa is cold, and lacks the warmth of the former 
writer.

His e.xpression is as clear and transparent as a cool 
mountain stream which glitters under the autumn 
sunlight.

Although quite young, Akutagawa was one of 
Japan’s most learned writers, and was a fine scholar 
or Japanese, Chinese and Western literatures.

Some of his most famous stories are as follows:—



‘ Rashomon ’ (The Raju Gate); .Hana ’ (The nose); 
* Yabu no Naka ’ (In the Bamboo); ‘ Kirishitohoro 
Shonin Den’ (A Legend from the Life of Cheist)! 
‘Torokko’ (The Truck); and ‘ Niwa ’ (The Garden).

It was a great regret to the Japanese nation that 
this young writer took his own life on the 24 th of July, 
1027. His suicide came as a great loss to Japanese 
literature.



The Spider’s Web

Once upon a time Shakya Buddha was walking 
alone by the Lotus Pond in Paradise.

The lotus flowers were all of a pearly whiteness 
and in full bloom, and there floated from their golden 
pistils an indescribably delicious fragrance. It was 
morning in Paradise.

Suddenly Buddha paused, and walking to the edge 
of the Pond, he happened to peep into the water which 
sparkled between the green leaves which covered the 
surface.

Beneath the Lotus Pond of Paradise lay the depths 
of Hell, and through the crystal water he could plainly 
see the River Styx and the Hill of Needles.

At the bottom of Hell he saw a man writhing 
and struggling amidst numberless other sinners. His 
name was Kandatta.

Kandatta had been a notorious robber during his 
life, and had committed murder, incendiarism, and many 
other shameful crimes, but once during his life on 
earth he had performed one good act. Once, when he 
had been passing through a dense forest, he noticed a 
small spider crawling along the ground. Immediately 
a feeling of cruelty awoke in him, and he wanted to 
crish it to death with his foot. But something held 
him back, and after a moment’s hesitation he decided 
to spare its small life. He murmured to himself:
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“ O, no. It is a living creature, even though it is 
so tiny. To deprive it suddenly of its life is a very 
heartless act indeed.” He passed on, and the little 
creature’s life was spared.

Buddha, looking down into the awfulness of Hell, 
recollected that once this Kandatta had spared a small 
spider’s life, and he determined that if it were possible 
he would now rescue him from his terrible sufferings. 
He wanted to do this as a reward for his one good 
deed during life.

As Buddha looked about him, he saw a spider of 
Paradise resting on an emerald-green leaf of the Lotus 
Pond. The small creature was just in the act of 
spinning its silken, silver web. Buddha stretched out 
his hands, and gently took the web from the leaf, and 
carefully lowered it between the pearly lotus-flowers so 
that it sank deeper and deeper into the depths of Hell 
below.

Deep in the dreadful Pond of Blood of Hell; 
Kandatta was struggling in agony, and crowded about 
him were innumerable other sinners. Around him utter 
darkness prevailed, and if ever by chance he happened 
to spy some pale object floating in that utter darkness, 
it always proved to be nothing but the ghostly reflection 
of light from the bristling spikes which grew on the 
Hill of Needles, and in indescribable loneliness he 
would again abandon himself to even more hopeless 
despair than before.

On every side there was profound silence of Death, 
and the only sounds which at rare intervals reached his 
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ears were the faint sighs of the other tortured sinners. 
Those who had been condemned to Hell were all so 
completely exhausted with its nameless sufferings and 
tortures that they had long since lost all power of 
crying. So even this great robber, Kandatta, choked 
and struggled in this awful Pond of Blood, and all his 
struggles were quite hopeless.

But one morning he feebly raised his poor head, 
and looking upward towards the darkened sky which 
spread itself like a pall over the Bloody Pond, his eyes 
discerned the silvery line of a fine cobweb shining in 
the silent darkness. As he watched, it gradually got 
lower and lower, as if it were ashamed of being no­
ticed by anyone, for it came from the far, far Paradise 
in the skies. He noticed that it ceased moving, and 
suspended itself just above his head.

Kandatta clapped his hands for joy. If he clung to 
it, and if he could climb to the top of it, he might 
perhaps be able to free himself from the agonies of 
Hell, he thought. If luck favoured him he might even 
be able to reach Paradise. Then he would never have 
to be driven again over the Hill of Needles, nor have 
to struggle in the depths of the Pond of Blood.

With these thoughts surging in his agonised brain, 
he quickly seized the web firmly with both his hands, 
and carefully began to climb upwards. This was not 
such a difficult feat for him because he had once been 
a great robber.

But the distance between Hell and Paradise was 
hundreds of thousands of miles, and however hard he 
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struggled on, it would not be so easy for him to reach 
the upper world. At last he became exhausted with 
climbing, and found no more strength to ascend any 
higher, so he decided to rest for a little while. Hang­
ing firmly to where he had climbed, which was about 
half way up the web, he looked back far down into 
Hell. And lol thanks to the headway he had made, 
he was aware that the Bloody Pond, in which he had 
been struggling only a few minutes before, was already 
hidden, far below in deepest darkness. He noticed also 
that the terrible Hill of Needles, which had before 
shone palely, was now far beneath him. If he continued 
climbing in this way, it might not be so very difficult 
for him to escape from Hell altogether.

Kandatta found himself laughing, and after all the 
fearful years he had passed in Hell he found a new 
voice born in his throat, and he cried, “ I have 
succeeded! ”

At that moment, however, he became aware that 
numberless sinners had started climbing up the lower 
part of the web, and they appeared to him like a pro­
cession of ants following his way of escape. With 
surprise and terror he knew not what to do, and for a 
while he hung there, gazing below him, with his mouth 
wide open and blinking his stupefied eyes.

Was it possible that such a fine cobweb, which had 
threatened to break even with his own weight, would 
bear the stupendous weight of such a great number of 
people ? If it should snap in the middle, his poor body 
would again be hurled headlong into the abyss of
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Hell. The thought of such a thing happening was 
terrible to him after the awful anxiety of his laborious 
and painstaking climb. While he was thus meditating, 
he looked below him again, and he beheld thousands of 
other sinners climbing up behind him in a long line. 
They were crawling up the fine, silken thread, gradually 
getting nearer and nearer. He realised that unless he 
did something at once to get rid of them, the web 
would certainly snap, and he would fall.

So he cried out as loudly as he could:
“ Listen, all of you ! This cobweb is mine ! Who 

gave you permission to climb it ? Go down again, you 
scoundrels ! Go down!”

Till then the cobweb had seemed quite strong, but 
suddenly, with a sharp sound, it snapped just at th^ 
place where he was desperately clutching to it, and lo! 
poor Kandatta was hurled head foremost into the abyss 
below, tumbling and tumbling with the lightning pace 
of a sp uining top.

Behind him hung the remainder of the web leading 
to Paradise, delicately glittering midway in the dark9 
starless sky.

Buddha stood on the Lotus Pond, and gazed at 
the scene below. He had seen all that had happened. 
He saw Kandatta falling, and when at last he saw the 
poor man sink like a stone in the Bloody Pond, he 
raised his sorrowful face, and moved slowly away from 
the Lotus Pond and resumed his wal^ What sorrow 
it must have brought to his kindly heart to have beheld 
the egotistical cruelty of Kandatta in his attempts to 
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save only himself, and to realise that his shameful 
malice had been rewarded only by his falling headlong 
back again into Hell!

But the beautiful lotuses in the Pond of Paradise 
did not seem to heed these things at all. The pearly- 
white flowers waved their calyces gracefully at Buddha’s 
feet, and as they quivered, an indescribably exquisite 
fragrance rose perpetually from their golden pistils.

It was already noon in Paradise.

THE END

s*.
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Autumn

Nobu-ko was a very beautiful and talented young 
woman. She had received an excellent schooling, and 
at quite an early age had entered a woman’s university. 
Even before her graduation she had completed over a 
two-hundred-page autobiographical novel, which was 
much talked about and praised by her friends and 
admirers. Everyone therefore predicted a very brilliant 
future for her as a successful authoress and novelist.

But when Nobu-ko graduated from her university, 
she found that her family affairs did not give her the 
freedom she would have liked to follow and develop 
her talents in this direction, for her poor mother who 
was a widow with small means, was the only supporter 
of her and her younger sister.

The younger girl, Teru-ko, was still attending a 
girl’s high school. It was therefore necessary for 
Nobu-ko to decide upon the question of marriage before 
she began novel writing.

She had a cousin named Shunkichi, who was then 
a student of some literary college, and his future hopes 
also lay in becoming a writer. Being related, they had 
known each other since they were children, and as 
they happened both to be interested in the same subject, 
and were able to discuss literature together, naturally 
their intimacy had much increased after they had grown 
up. But their tastes differed. Nobu-ko rather admired 
the new school of literature, but the young man showed 
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little toleration for what he termed “ the new literature ” 
such as the problem plays of Ibsen and others which 
were quite in vogue then. He was rather inclined to 
talk satirically of this class of literature,—perhaps his 
criticisms were influenced by his study of French litera­
ture. This satirical attitude of Shunkichi’s often irritated 
Nobu-ko, for she took everything rather seriously. But 
even though at times her irritation became almost un­
bearable when listending to him, she could not help 
finding something in his cynicisms and aphorisms which 
stirred her deeply.

During her school life she often went to concerts 
and exhibitions with Shunkichi, and nearly always she 
took her younger sister Teru-ko with her. Going or 
coming back from these entertainments the young people 
would talk and laugh together with the utmost freedom. 
But it was seldom that the younger girl was included 
in their conversation, and happily she showed quite a 
childish and innocent contentment in gazing at the 
various window-displays of bright parasols, shawls, and 
other pretty articles of wearing-apparel which she saw 
on the way. When, however, Nobu-ko became aware 
that she was excluding her sister too much from their 
conversation, she would quickly turn her talk into 
other channels, and would strive to draw the younger 
girl into their chattering again. But even though at 
times she endeavoured to be considerate in these 
matters, she was usually the very one who forgot all 
about her when she got interested in some particular 
topic.
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^unkichi, who was rather indifferent in his 

manner, would stride nonchalantly along the crowded 
streets, talking rather wittily, and would delight in 
flavouring his conversation with smart jokes and 
aphorisms.

The intimacy which existed between Nobu-ko and 
her cousin was of course apparent enough to their 
friends to cause everyone to anticipate their early 
marriage. Many of Nobu-ko’s school chums even 
became envious and jealous of her coming happiness. 
This was especially the case with a few of her friends 
who did not even know anything of the true personal­
ity of the young man, and they seemed to delight in 
inventing unkind and disastrous predictions for Nobu- 
ko. As for her younger sister, she tried hard not to 
bring herself to listen to all this idle talking, yet at the 
same time she often hinted in her remarks to her sister 
that there was a possibility of some of their supposi­
tions coming true. So Nobu-ko’s school-mates had 
become quite reconciled to the fact that she and Shun- 
kichi would soon be wedded, and they always had in 
their young minds rather a clear picture of the young 
bride and bridegroom.

But quite to the surprise of all her friends, no 
sooner had Nobu-ko finished her school course, than 
she suddenly married a young fellow who was a 
graduate of a higher commercial school, and who had 
just been appointed as clerk in a certain firm in Osaka.

A few days after their marriage the young couple 
started for their new home. According to those who 
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saw them off at Tokyo Station, Nobu-ko seemed very 
cheerful indeed. Her face beamed with smiles, and 
she was kindly trying to console her younger sister who 
would be left alone in Tokyo. The younger girl 
seemed to be feeling the parting very much, and her 
eyes brimmed with tears.

Nobu-ko’s friends all wondered. A mixture of 
relief and spiteful jealousy took the place of their former 
feelings. A few of them still had faith in Nobu-ko, 
and attributed her sudden change of mind to the in­
fluence of her mother. There were some, however, 
who doubted her and talked in an unkind way about 
her fickleness. But they all realised that their opinions 
were nothing but mere supposition.

Why didn’t she marry Shunkichi ? This was the 
chief topic of conversation between all her friends for 
a long time afterwards. Whenever they met they 
discussed it over and over again as if it were quite a 
serious and important matter to them. After two or 
three months, however, they gradually began to forget 
all about it, and they even forgot to mention about the 
novel their friend had written.

In the meanwhile Nobu-ko settled in her new home 
which was in one of the suburbs of Osaka, and she 
rather anticipated a blissful married life. The house 
was built right in the centre of a grove of high pine- 
trees, and she enjoyed their fragrance as it was wafted 
into the open windows with the bright sunlight which 
flooded the rooms of her newly-built, two-storied house.

When she had nothing to do during the absence
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of her husband, she enjoyed her new life immensely. 
But there were afternoons when she found it terribly 
lonely all by herself. Whenever this mood came upon 
her, she would take out her workbox, and from the 
bottom of it she would take out some pink sheets of 
letter-paper, and would pore over them for a long time- 
One of the letters she read contained the following 
passage:-----

“. . . . Realising that today is the last day that I 
can sit close to you, my dearest sister, I cannot stop 
the tears from falling down my cheeks as I write this 
letter. Oh, my dearest, I entreat you to forgive me. I 
entreat you with all my heart. Your poor little sister 
does not know what to say, or how to express her love 
for your most noble act of self-sacrifice.

“ I know quite well that you decided this hurried 
marriage only for the sake of your poor sister. Even 
though you may deny it from your kindness of heart, 
I know that it is true. Do you remember asking me, 
while we were at the Imperial Theatre together a few 
nights ago, if I liked Mr. Shunkichi ? And when I told 
you that I did, you kindly advised me to marry him, 
promising that you would do all in your power to help 
me in every way that was possible.

“That evening you must have already read the 
letter which I had ready to post to him. When I lost 
that letter, I bone you a terrible resentment. But now 
I understand, and I beg you to forgive me, my dearest, 
for now I realise how I wronged you.

“ I must tell you now that even your gentlest and 
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kindest words sounded cruel and cynical to my ears 
that evening. I remember that I was unable to find 
words then to answer you as I wanted to* But a few 
days afterwards when I heard of your decision to be 
married to another man, I was so ashamed that I 
wished to die. I wanted to die in the depths of hell, 
and to ask your forgiveness as I passed away.

" I know well that you love Mr. Shunkichi. I am 
sure of it, so do not conceal it, my dear. I am sure 
you would have married him if it had not been for 
your great love for me. But you told me that you did 
not love him, and now you have married someone whom 
you do not love.

“ O my dearest sister, do you remember that when 
I went to see you off at the station I carried my pet 
hen in my arms, and I whispered to her to ask your 
forgiveness. I wanted to feel that even the fowl which 
I loved most of all would join me in entreating your 
forgiveness. Then our mother, who knew nothing erf 
the matter, wept!

“ Tomorrow you will have reached Osaka. But, 
my dearest sister, never desert your poor little Teru-ko. 
Every morning, as I go about my work, I will weep 
when I think of you...........”

The tears fell as Nobu-ko read her sister’s letter, 
for it was brimming over with true and tender girlish 
feeling. She recalled to mind her pretty figure as she 
stood on the station platform, and she remembered how 
she had secretly handed her the mysterous letter. She 
had felt very sorry for the younger girl. Yet, had her 
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marriage been such a sacrifice? She did not like to 
doubt the sincerity of her younger sister’s sympathy, 
and yet a rather gloomy feeling took hold of her. But 
she tried to shake it off, and to think of pleasanter 
things by looking up into the bright sunshine which 
was tinging the tops of the pine-trees with the golden 
hue of the coming twilight.

For about three months Nobu-ko and her husband 
were as happy as most newly-married people are. He 
had rather an effeminate character, yet at the same 
time his manner was somewhat taciturn.

He always made it a rule to spend a few hours 
after supper with his wife. Nobu-ko, with her knitting 
in her hands, would discuss the latest novels and 
dramas which were attracting notice at the time in the 
literary and dramatic world. Sometimes she discussed 
Christian philosophy, and sometimes she would drift 
on to the subject of the tastes of university girl-students. 
Her husband, whose cheeks were slightly flushed after 
his dinner wine, would listen with a kindly curiosity. 
He would sit, with his half-read evening paper on his 
knees, listening to all she said, but he never by any 
chance ventured his opinion about anything she dis­
cussed.

Almost every Sunday the young couple visited some 
of the pleasure resorts in the suburbs of Osaka, and 
would enjoy themselves thoroughly. Nobu-ko thought 
the people of Osaka and the vicinity a little vulgar. 
They took their meals at very odd times, and something 
about all these people and their manner of living dis­
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pleased her. She felt that her own husband had far 
better manners than any of the other people she saw. 
He dressed very neatly, and always looked respectable, 
and everything about him seemed to give out a fresh 
and fragrant atmosphere of good health and breeding. 
When she was with him on these excursions she had 
the feeling of one who is basking in the sunshine of 
an early spring morning. His hat, the cut of his coat, 
his polished brown shoes, in fact everything about him, 
easily distinguished him from the vulgar people she 
met with.

One day during the summer holidays, when they 
were on a trip to Maiko Beach, she felt especially 
proud of her husband. Many of the other members of 
his office staff happened to be there, and she could not 
help contrasting him with them all. He was so dif- 
erent, so much more refined. But she was rather 
surprised to notice the intimacy with which he treated 
those unrefined people.

Before long, Nobu-ko again began to think about 
the literary career which she had intended to follow 
before her marriage. She made up her mind to start 
it anew by writing regularly for one or two hours each 
day, and only when her husband was at his office. 
But he soon got to know how she was occupying her 
time, and one day he said to her with gentle smile:

“You are going to become an authoress at last, 
aren’t you ? ”

But somehow or other, whenever she sat down to 
write, her pen would not run freely at all, and often 
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she found herself with her chin resting on her hands, 
listening to the chirping of the cicadas in the pine-grove 
outside the window.

One morning, very early in Autumn, her husband, 
before leaving the house for his office, was looking for 
a clean collar to wear, but unfortunately he found that 
all his collars had been sent to the laundry, and he 
had only one soiled one to put on. Being rather 
particular about his appearance, he hated having to 
wear soiled linen, and he became rather annoyed. As 
he finished dressing he turned to his wife and said 
rather cynically, “ You had better not be always writing 
novels ! ” Without answering, she bowed and continued 
brushing his coat.

One night a few days later, her husband, after 
having read something in the evening paper about the 
food shortage, asked her if she could not curtail their 
monthly expenses a little. “ You are not a mere school­
girl any longer now, you know 1 ” This last remark was 
made rather unkindly. At the moment she was busy 
embroidering a new neck-tie for him, and she answered 
in rather an absent-minded way. He therefore continued 
with some persistence, “ As for that neck-tie, wouldn’t 
it be less expensive to buy a new one?” Again she 
hesitated to answer. After a while, getting no response, 
he ill-naturedb" picked up a commercial magazine which 
lay near him, and began to read it

His wife then switched off the light in their bed­
room, which adjoined where they had been sitting. She 
remained in that room for a while, and then she spoke 
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very quietly and decidedly, but almost in a whisper, “ I 
shall never again write novels! ” As her husband made 
no reply, she again repeated the remark. Then tears 
came to her eyes, and she began to weep. Her husband 
reproved her a little for her childishness, but still her 
sobs came from the stillness of the further room. At 
last he went to her, and soon she found herself clinging 
to him.

The next day they were again the same happy and 
contented couple as before.

There were some evenings when her husband did 
not come home from his office until shortly after 
midnight. When he eventually did return, he was so 
drunk that he could not take off his overcoat without 
some assistance from his wife. Naturally she was 
annoyed with him, but she endeavoured to be as kind 
as possible, and would help him to remove his clothes. 
Often when he was fuddled with drink he would say 
very unkind things to her, such as, “ If I had not come 
home at all this evening you would have made better 
progress with your novel! ” He often made this 
remark, and there was something quite feminine in his 
tone of voice when he spoke. When she got into bed 
after these unhappy episodes, the tears would roil down 
her cheeks. She often thought how sorry her sister 
would have felt to witness such scenes, and she knew 
how she would sympathise with her at such times. She 
often felt the need of talking to her younger sister, and 
her heart would often utter these silent words, “Oh, 
Teru-ko! Teru-ko! You are the only woman in the 
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whole world whom I can depend upon! ” When her 
husband came home in this condition, his breath smelt 
terribly of drink, and the poor young wife, turning over 
and over in her bed, would scarcely get any sleep at all.

But these little incidents were soon forgotten, and 
the following day the couple were quite reconciled again.

As the autumn advanced, these little troubles 
repeated themselves more often. It was seldom she sat 
down to write now, and she seldom took up her pen. 
Her husband showed very little interest in her literary 
talk, and they got into a habit of discussing only such 
trifling matters as running the house more economically. 
As they sat beside their oblong brazier, they would talk 
of nothing but these matters, and she gradually began 
to see that it was the only topic that interested her 
husband at all. After taking their supper, the young 
wife often watched her husband with a bitter disap­
pointment in her heart. On the other hand, he never 
for one moment seemed to notice her anxiety. As he 
talked, he would chew the end of his rather long 
moustache.

Then he grew more jolly again after a while, and 
sometimes he would joke with her, saying, “In the 
event of our having a child........... ”

About this time they often saw Shunkichi’s name 
appearing in different literary magazines. Since her 
marriage Nobu-ko had ceased corresponding with him 
altogether, and seemed as if she had quite forgotten 
all about him. Lately she had been told quite a lot 
about his literary work, how he had graduated so
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successfully from his college, how he had started his 
own magazine in co-operation with a few of his 
friends, and many other things about him. As time 
went on, she learnt more and more, for her sister would 
write and give her all the news about her husband. 
But somehow she had no wish to hear so much. Then 
one day she found a story written by Shunkichi in 
some magazine, and again her yearning for him welled 
up in her heart. As she turned over the pages of his 
story, she smiled again and again. In his writing she 
again detected the same jokes and sneers. They were 
as sharp and cutting as the attacks the ancient warrior 
Miyamoto-Musashi made with his wonderful sword. It 
even seemed to her that behind her cousin’s satire there 
lurked something desperate which had never appeared 
in his writing before. But she realised tnat perhaps it 
was her own conscience which made her notice this 
rather changed attitude in his expression.

After this she began to consider her husband more 
and more. When he returned home late during winter, 
he would find her sitting up for him. She always 
welcomed him with a cheery smile. And she always 
had a warm brazier ready for him to warm himself. 
She took infinitely more pains with her toilet and made 
herself look younger and fresher than before. Even 
though the hour was very late, she would take out her 
sewing, and would chat pleasantly, reviving old recol­
lections of their early married life.

The minute way in which she remembered even 
the smallest details was a surprise and a joy to him.
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and he would remark jokingly, “ I wonder that you 
can remember such little details! ” As he teased her, 
she would only smile. But she often wondered why 
she remembered these little details so very plainly.

Not long after this her mother wrote to her, telling 
her that her younger sister’s betrothal had been defi­
nitely settled. The letter also stated that Shunkichi had 
built a nice house in a suburb of Tokyo which was to 
accomodate both Teru-ko and hereself. At once Nobu- 
ko hastened to write a letter of congratulation to them 
both. In it she remarked, “.... As I am very short- 
handed here, I much regret not being able to go to Tokyo 
for dear Teru-ko’s wedding, but . . . . ” As she wrote 
she found it rather hard to collect her thoughts properly. 
As she paused at intervals, she raised her head and 
looked out into the pine plantation. It seemed very 
dense and green in the earh' winter daylight.

That evening she talked to her husband about the 
coming marriage of her sister. As usual he listened 
smilingly to all she said, and was amused and delight­
ed at the way in which she so cleverly imitated her 
sister’s way of talking. But somehow or other Nobu- 
ko always seemed to be talking to herself, for het 
husband seldom ventured any remarks. After listening 
to her for two or three hours he would rise from the 
side of the brazier where they had been sitting, and 
stroking his moustache with the tips of his fingers, he 
would say, “ Now, my dear, let us get to bed.” Nobu- 
ko sat wondering what kind of a wedding-gift would 
be most suitable, and as she was thinking, she poked 
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the ashes in the brazier with the small tongs. Suddenly 
looking up she said, “ How funny to think that I shall 
have a brother-in-law ! ”

“It isn’t funny at all. It’s quite natural as you 
have a sister, “said her husband. She watched him 
rather curiously as he spoke.

At last the long-talked-of wedding took place in 
the middle of December. On that day, just before noon 
it began snowing quite hard in Osaka. After finishing 
her lunch all by hereself as usual, she began to feel 
desperately lonely. The fish she had eaten seemed to 
have left an unpleasant taste in her mouth.

“ I wonder if it is snowing in Tokyo, too ? ” thought 
she. She remained thinking for some considerable time, 
leaning her arms on the edge of the kitchen brazier.

Outside the snow began to fall more heavily, and 
she gazed at it absently. She still had the taste of fish 
in her mouth.

Time passed by. One day, during the following 
autumn Nobu-ko and her husband went up to Tokyo. 
She had not been there since her marriage. He had 
been sent there on some business connected with firm, 
and so the first few days after arriving in that city he 
was so busy with his work that, with the exception of 
one visit paid to his wife’s mother, he had no chance 
of going out anywhere with his wife.

When Nobu-ko went out alone to visit her sister’s 
new home in one of the suburbs she book a rickshaw 
which made its way along a rough road made through 
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newly reclaimed laixl and led to her sister s 
residence from the tram terminus. The new house 
stood next to a large vegetable field at the end of a 
small street, and in the vicinity were rows of new and 
rather pretty houses irregularly huddled together. Most 
of them had gates of simple design, and hedges of 
Chinese-hawthom. On the drying poles of each house 
newly washed clothes were hanging out to dry in the 
warn sunshine. These seemed to be the general features 
of all the residences round about, and the rather 
common-place atmosphere of the neighbourhood some­
what disappointed her.

When she knocked at her sister’s door, she was 
rather surprised to be welcomed by Shunkichi. As she 
had never been to see them since their marriage, he 
welcomed her with unusual hilarity with, “Hello! 
Nobu-ko San! ”

Nobu-ko found that her new brother-in-law had 
quite changed in his appearance. His hair was very 
carefully trimmed and he wore it long instead of 
cropped short.

“ How do youdo, Mr. Shun ?
“ Oh, I’m very well, and how are you ? Come in, 

sister! I’m all alone just now.”
“ Where is Teru-ko ? Is she out ? ’"
“ Yes, she’s out shopping, and so is our maid.”
Feeling strangely bashful, Nobu-ko took off her 

gaily-lined woolen coat in the corner of the entrance­
hall. Then she followed Shunkichi into an eight-matted 
romn, which served as both study and drawing-room. 
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Against the wall, numbers of books were piled up in 
disorder. Round about his red sandal-wood desk, which 
was placed near the sliding-door, and which was lighted 
by the rays of the afternoon sun, she saw newspapers, 
magazines, and sheets of copy-paper strewn everywhere 
in the same untidy confusion. Among all the things 
she saw, the only article which suggested the existence 
of his young wife was a &?Zo-harp. It leaned against 
the wall in the alcove.

Nobu-ko’s inquisitive eyes wandered round the 
room for a minute or so taking in all her surroundings.

“ Though we knew from your letter that you were 
coming, I never expected the pleasure of welcoming 
you today, Nobu-ko San,” he said, as he put a match 
to his cigarette. There was a look of deep affection in 
his eyes, and as he gazed at her, he added, “ And how 
are you enjoying your new life in Osaka!’ Are you 
very happy in your new home ? ” As he chatted to 
her she began to feel conscious of her old love awaken­
ing in her again. During the previous two years she 
had managed to forget her old feelings of affection, 
and she had not corresponded with him all that time. 
As they now sat over the same brazier warming their 
hands, they talked of all kinds of things .... the 
novel she had written, their mutual friends and other 
things which interested them both. They also drew 
comparisons between living in Tokyo and the life of 
Osaka. As they had not seen each other for such a 
very long time, they were at no loss for subjects to 
chat about. But by some natural and instinctive 
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bashiuiness neither of them once touched upon private 
matters concerning their household affairs, and this 
naturally made her feel more at ease, enabling her to 
talk much more freely with her dear cousin.

After a little time, however, their conversation began 
to drag a little, and sometimes they would both become 
silent. Whenever this happened, she would drop her 
smiling eyes, and would gaze at the burning coals in 
the brazier. In the depths of her heart she had a feeling 
of expectation, but it was the merest suggestion of 
expectancy only. Whether it was done purposely or 
not, her cousin always managed to drive this feeling 
from her mind by suddenly finding some other new 
topic to discuss. This caused her a slight feeling of 
misgiving, and she would at once raise a questioning 
face to see if she could detect anything at all which 
betrayed his feelings towards her. But she noticed 
nothing at all. He seemed very calm in his manner 
and continued to puff leisurely at his cigarette. She 
would have rather liked to believe that he was feigning 
a little, yet his manner was quite collected and serene 
as he chatted to her.

Shortly after this Teru-ko came back, and finding 
her elder sister waiting for her, she was beyond herself 
with excitement and joy. Though Nobu-ko smiled, 
there were a few stray tear-drops in her eyes.

For a while the two sisters, forgetting all about 
the presence of Sunkichi, plied each other with eager 
questions concerning their respective lives during the 
past year or so. The younger woman’s cheeks glowed 
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with the healthy colour of youth, and as she talked of 
one thing and another, she did not forget to mention 
such trifling things as her fowls.

Shunkichi, with a cigarette between his lips, sat 
gazing contentedly at the two young women, but there 
was something cynical in his smile.

When the maid-servant came back, she came into 
the room and handed him some post-cards. Taking 
them from her, he went over to his desk, and sitting 
down, he commenced to write letters. Teru-ko had an 
uneasy feeling regarding her maid having been absent 
when her sister arrived, and she quietly remarked:

“Was there no one here to welcome you when you 
arrived today, my dear?

“Only Mr. Shun,” was Nobu-ko’s reply. She had 
a feeling that she was endeavouring to feign indif­
ference. When Shunkichi heard this, he remarked with 
humour, “Thank your husband, my dear. It was he 
who made that tea! ”

Later in the day the three young people sat down 
to supper. Teru-ko told her that the eggs which had 
been prepared for their meal had been laid by her own 
fowls.

“Human life consists only of plundering, doesn’t 
it ? From these eggs to . . . .” said her husband in an 
argumentative tone of voice, as he offered a glass of 
wine to Nobu-ko. He seemed to have forgotten that 
eggs were his favourite kinds of food. Teru-ko was 
very amused at his witty remark, and laughed.

As Nobu-ko sat there she could not help thinking 
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about the lonely evenings she had spent in her own 
kitchen in Osaka, with the dark pine-grove outside, and 
she contrasted it with the jolly atmosphere of this 
supper-table.

They chatted on gaily until after the dessert and 
fruit was finished. Shunkichi, who had drunk a little 
too much wine, lounged on a cushion under the dim 
light of the lamp. He was happy, and fired off quite 
a number of his own witty epigrams, and his ever-ready 
flow of wit quite rejuvenated Nobu-ko as she listened 
to him. After a time she looked up very earnestly and 
said, “I want very much to write novels myself!” 
Shunkichi made no answer, but rambled on again with 
some quotation from Gourmont as follows. The Muses 
being females, men alone were free to capture them.” 
Both the young women disagreed with Gourmont. 
Teru-ko remarked rather seriously, “Then could no 
one expect a woman to be a musician ? Wasn’t Apollo 
a man-God?’"

And thus they chatted on, and as they talked they 
never noticed how the time was passing, and when 
they eventually discovered that it was very late, they 
prevailed upon Nobu-ko to stay for the night.

Before going to bed, Shunkichi opened an aniado 
sliding-door on the outside of the verandah, and stepped 
into the garden. After a little while he called apparent­
ly to no one in particular, “ Just come out here and look 
at the wonderful moon! ” Nobu-ko slipped on a pair 
of garden-clogs which she found on the steps, and alone 
followed him into the garden. The cool night dew 
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felt extremely pleasant to her bare feet. The moon 
hung like a silver boat between the branches of a 
slender cypress-tree which grew in a comer of the 
garden. Under the tree stood Shunkichi, gazing up 
into the moon-lit sky.

"The grass is quite thick, isn’t it?” said Nobu-ko 
as she approached him nervously across the weedy 
garden. But he did not turn his gaze from the sky, 
and merely muttered, “It seems to be almost full 
moon! ”

There was a short silence, and then he looked at 
Nobu-ko and asked, “Will you come with me to look 
at our hen-house ? ” She nodded her consent.

The hen-house was in a comer of the garden just 
opposite the cypress-tree, and the young people strolled 
leisurely over to it. It was lined on two sides with 
straw-matting, and all they could see inside were 
shadows and slanting moon-beams. The place smelled 
rather strongly of fowls.

Peeping into the shed, Shunkichi whispered, “ They 
are all asleep.”

Nobu-ko thought of his remark during supper-time, 
and repeated quietly to herself, “ Yes, man deprives the 
poor creatures of their eggs.” Then they went back 
into the room again, and found Teru-ko gazing absently 
at the electric lamp on which a tiny green-hued rice­
insect was creeping.

Next morning, soon after breafast, Shunkichi, 
dressed in his best lounge-suit, and ready to start for 
his work, came into the front-hall. He said that he was 
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not going at once to his work, but would first visit the 
grave of one of his late friends as it was the first 
anniversary of his death.

" I shall come back before noon for certain. Be 
sure and wait till I return, won’t you, Nobu-ko?” he 
remarked with some emphasis while he was putting on 
his overcoat. As Nobu-ko passed him his hat, she 
smiled.

After seeing her husband off at the porch, Teru-ko 
went back into the sitting-room with her sister. They 
sat down near the brazier, and Teru-ko offered the 
elder one some tea. She seemed to have quite a number 
of things to tell her sister, subjects which women like 
to discuss among themselves, such as the character of 
her neighbour’s wife, who was woman-interviewer of 
some magazine, the foreign opera company whose 
performance she had seen with her husband, and many 
other topics they chatted pleasantly about. But somehow 
or other Nobu-ko felt depressed. She tried hard to 
shake the feeling off, but she found herself answering 
her sister’s questions rather absent-mindedly. At last 
Teru-ko began to notice it. She peeped into her sister’s 
face solicitously and asked, “Why are you so medi­
tative, my dear?” But Nobu-ko herself did not know 
the reason.

When the clock struck ten, Nobu-ko languidly raised 
her eyes and said, “ Your husband will not return soon, 
I suppose ? ”

Teru-ko looked at the clock and answered very 
briefly, “ No, not so soon.”
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Nobu-ko thought that her sister’s short answer 
showed the contentment of a young wife who placed 
the utmost confidence in her husband’s true love. The 
thought of it caused her pensiveness to increase, and 
she said, “ You seem very happy, my dear.” She spoke 
good-humouredly, yet she could not keep back a certain 
veiled tone of jealousy as she talked to her sister. Her 
sister, however, seemed quite unconscious of it, and 
smiling vivaciously, she said, “ Don’t forget that your 
remark applies to yourself too, my dear." and she 
pretended to glare at her sister. Then she added rather 
caressingly, “But aren’t you also happy?’’ These last 
wmrds struck Nobu-ko’s ears rather sharply.

“Do you think I am?’’ answered the elder sister, 
looking up. But as soon as she had made the remark, 
she regretted what she had said. Teru-ko looked at 
her sister curiously for a moment, and noticed her blush 
of repentance. The latter forced a smile and said, 
“ Yes, I suppose I’m happy.”

For a little time there was silence between them, 
and the only sound in the room came from the boiling 
kettle on the brazier, and the ticking of the clock.

“Isn’t your husband very kind?” asked Teru-ko 
rather timidly after a while. There was a tone of 
gentle compassion in her voice. Nobu-ko noticed it, 
and as she did not wish to reply, she took up a news­
paper, and placing it upon her knees, she began to 
read it. In the paper she found some articles dealing 
with the price of rice, and she commenced to read 
them. Suddenly her reading was interrupted by the 
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sound of weeping, which seemed to be coming from 
the next room. She at once put down her paper, and 
rising to her feet, she went to see what was the matter. 
She found her sister sitting beside a brazier, sobbing 
into the sleeves of her kimono.

“ Oh, don’t cry, my dear! ” said Nobu-ko gently, 
but her words had little effect upon Teru-ko, and she 
continued to sob very bitterly. The elder woman then 
began to feel a kind of cruel triumphant joy as she 
watched the quivering shoulders of her younger sister. 
At last she spoke again in a gentler voice, “ Forgive 
me, my dear sister, I was in the wrong. I’ll be quite 
contented if I am sure that your life is perfectly happy 
Please believe what I say. If Mr. Shunkichi loves you 
........... I ”

Then she began to feel in rather a sentimental 
mood. Her sister lifted her face and looked at her. 
In her eyes there was no sign at all of deep sorrow or 
anger, but an expression of envy and jealousy lurked 
in her tearful eyes.

“ Then why .... why did you .... last night. . 
. . ? ” crired Teru-ko, but before she could complete her 
sentence, she buried her face again in her long sleeves 
and burst into another paroxysm of weeping.

In an hour or two Nobu-ko, enclosed in a covered 
rickshaw, was hurrying toward the terminus of the 
tramway. All she was able to see through the small 
square window of the covered vehicle were rows of 
suburban houses mouing backwards one by one as the 
rickshaw raced on its way. Variegated leaves of 
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miscellaneous trees growing by the roadside drifted 
slowly past her. The only immovable thing to be seen 
through that small, murky, celluloid window was the 
clear, cool sky of early autumn, relieved have and there 
by streaks of downy cloud.

Nobu-ko's mind was now tranquil enough, but it 
came from a kind of cool resignation, not from actual 
peace of mind.

After Teru-ko’s fit of crying had subsided, the two 
young woman soon smoothed things over, and were 
again the same loving sisters as they had always been 
before. But the fact that they had quarrelled still 
remained a reality in the mind of the elder woman. 
When she had hurriedly settled herself in her rickshaw, 
without waiting for Shunkichi’s return, a cold, irritated 
feeling of determination came upon her that she would 
henseforth become a stranger to her sister. Her heart 
seemed frozen and cold.

While she was being carried along she happened 
to lift her eyes, and through the window of the vehicle 
she saw Shunkichi, stick in hand, coming along the 
dusty road towards her. Her heart beat violently as 
she watched him coming nearer. Should she stop her 
rickshaw, or should she pass on unnoticed ? She tried 
hard to check the violent throbbing of her heart as she 
sat hidden under the cover of her rickshaw. The 
distance between them had now lessened considerably, 
and she watched him carefully picking his way along 
the road between the numerous puddles. Just as he 
reached the rickshaw she almost cried out, “ Mr. 
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Shun!” But something made her hesitate, and she 
stifled the cry in her throat. While she hesitated he 
passed by, and the distance increased more and more. 
Then Nobu-ko looked behind her, but all she could 
see was a bright autumn sky, a few sparse houses 
dotted here and there, the yellowing branches of some 
tall trees, and the loneliness of the suburban street.

“ It’s autumn! ” she thought, and she felt its 
meaning in the depths of her young heart, and as her 
rickshaw moved swiftly on, she shivered with cold 
and loneliness.

THE END
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The Nose

There was no one at Ikeno-o who was not familiar 
with the nose of Zenchi, the ‘Naigu’ (a high priest 
of a Buddhist temple). Its length was about five or 
SIX ir.caes, and it hung down from above his ypT»'»r ’> 
to beneath his jaw. It was equally thick from the 
bri 'ge down to the tip; in fact, it had the appearance 
of a long sausage hanging untidily from the middle of 
his face.

The Naigu was more than fifty years of age, and 
in his innermost mind he had never ceased worrying 
about his nose through the days and years which had 
passed since he was a Shami (a young man entering 
priesthood), until now, when he had reached the happy 
position of ‘ Naidojo-gubu ’ (an abbot of a Buddhist 
lecture hall attached to the Imperial House). But 
externally one could not discern any trace of worry, 
for he rather gave himself airs, as if he cared little 
about his long nose. This came from the fact that he 
had convinced himself that it would be rather a bad 
thing for a Buddhist priest—who had an intense and 
fervent desire to enter the Buddhist Paradise when his 
time came—to show any anxiety about having a long 
nose. He also hated to feel that people knew he worried 
about it. More than anything else in the world he had 
a horror of hearing the word ‘nose’ mentioned in 
everyday conversation.



100 Eminent Authors of Japan

The Naigu’s disgust with his nose arose from two 
sources; firstly, from a practical point of view it was 
exceedingly inconvenient to have such a long nose. At 
mealtimes he was unahle to take his food hy himself, 
for if he had attempted to do so, his nose would have 
touched the rice in his bowl. He therefore had to 
have the assistance of a disciple, who always sat at 
the opposite side of the small ‘ zen ’ table at which he 
ate, and all the while he was taking his food, the latter, 
with the assistance of a board, one inch wide and 
twenty-four inches long, would lift the Naigu s nose 
carefully, so that it did not fall into his food. To take 
meals in such a way was no easy task for the disciple, 
who had to keep continually raising his board; nor 
was it less unpleasant for the Naigu, whose nose had 
to be continually raised.

It is said that once a "" chudoji (a priest s page) 
who had taken the place of this disciple during his 
absence—had to give way to a rather acute sneeze, and 
in doing so, his hands shook so violently that he 
allowed the Naigu’s nose to drop into a bowl of 
porridge. This little incident was noised abroad at the 
time, and was even discussed in such a distant place 
as Kyoto.

But these things were not the chief cause of the 
worry he experienced over his nose. To speak truth­
fully, his nose was rather an insult to his personal 
pride.

The townsfolk of Ikeno-o often remarked that it 
was indeed fortunate that the Naigu had not been 
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bred amongst plebeians. They all felt that no woman 
would ever like to become the wife of a man with 
such a nose. Some of them even ventured to say that 
his nose was the cause of his becoming a priest. But 
the Naigu once having gone into the priesthood, did 
not feel that his worries were reduced in the least. His 
mind was too delicately subtle to weigh the conse­
quences of marriage under such circustances. He tried 
very hard to overcome his pride.

First of all he tried to think of some way of 
making his nose appear shorter than it really was. He 
enthusiastically attempted all manner of means. Look­
ing carefully at himself in a mirror when he was alone, 
he viewed himself at many angles, but he became 
moody and dissatisfied when he found that there was 
no way to change his face. Sometimes he would sit 
before his mirror for a long time, supporting his cheeks 
with his hands, and pressing them together; and 
sometimes he would press his finger firmly under his 
chin, but none of these attempts seemed to alter or 
shorten his nose in the least. On the contrary, he 
often imagined that his nose became even longer than 
before. At such times the Naigu would put his mirror 
back into its case, and would sigh heavily as if some 
new trouble were arising. He would then return to 
the small alter at which he liked to sit to read the 
Buddhist sutras.

Besides the things I have mentioned, the Naigu 
always took great care to examine the noses of 
others. At the Temple of Ikeno-o memorial services 
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were frequently performed for priests who had died. 
The dormitories were built in the precincts of the 
temple, and were very simple indeed, leaving little room 
to walk about. In the bath-room, the priests who be­
longed to the temple took their daily baths, and there 
were many classes of clergy and laity always coming 
and going between the dormitories and the bathroom, 
and the Naigu made it his duty to examine the faces 
of everyone of them, for he felt that it would greatly 
relieve his mind if he could find even one person who 
had a nose like his.

He never seemed to notice whether they were 
attired in deep-blue “ suikan ” (old-fashioned Japanese 
dress) or in summer garments of hemp. Furthermore, 
accustomed as he was to see the caps and gray hoods 
of the other priests, they never seemed visible to his 
eyes at all. He never looked at the man himself, but 
always at his nose. But even though he searched care­
fully among all these people that came and went, he 
never found another like himself. As his failure to 
discover another nose such as his went on continuously 
without any result, his moodiness increased more than 
ever. Despite his age, he blushed very easily, and when 
he was talking with others, he frequently found himself 
supporting his nose with his hand. Sheer nervousness 
caused him to act in this way.

Again, at one time the Naigu felt that if he were 
able to find any mention of a man with a nose like 
his in the “ Naiten ” (the Buddhist Scriptures) or the 
“ (jeten ” (Scriptures of other religions outside the field 
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of Buddhism), it would have consoled him a little. In 
the Scriptures it was not written that the nose of 
Shaributsu was long. “ Ryuju ” and “ Mamei ” (Budd­
hist Saints) of course had ordinary noses like anyone 
else. In addition to that he searched in all the tales of 
“ Shintan ” (the Hindoo word for China, used in the 
Buddhist scriptures). The ears of Ryu Gen Toku (a 
Chinese hero) of Shokukan, were long, and he thought 
sadly that, if it had only been his nose that was long 
instead of his ears, he would have perhaps been greatly 
pleased to read of it.

I should not mention it perhaps, but though he 
worried himself in a negative way, he also felt it im­
perative at other times that he should find some way 
to have his nose shortened. At such times he tried to 
discover any possible way to have it done. He had 
tried drinking “Karasuuri” (a fruit used for medicial 
purposes), and he had even rubbed his noses with an 
acid taken from the bodies of rats, but though he ex­
perimented in many kinds of ways and put forth every 
effort that was possible to reduce the size of his nose, 
it still hung its five or six unsightly inches from above 
his lips.

Unexpectedly, in the autumn of a certain year, a 
disciple priest of his, who had gone to Kyoto on some 
business, and also to attend to some private matters of 
the Naigu, happened to meet a certain doctor with 
whom he was acquainted. This doctor had once emi­
grated from China, and was now in the position of 
" Guso ” (someone giving his services to a temple where 
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an important Idol is kept) at the Chorakuji Temple, 
and he explained to the disciple a method of shortening 
the nose of the Naigu.

When told of this, the Naigu, as usual pretended 
that he was not at all concerned about his nose, and 
he obstinately appeared to show little interest in what 
he was told, nor would he make any promise that he 
would even consider giving the idea a test. But at 
mealtimes he would remark pleasantly that he was 
sorry he needed the disciple’s help. Deep in his heart 
he was really waiting for the time when his disciple 
would persuade him to undergo this experiment with 
his nose. As for the latter, it was quite obvious that 
he saw through this trick of the Naigu’s. But it may 
be that he had a deep compassion in his heart for the 
Naigu who was tricking him so carefully, so he treated 
his obstinacy with patience and good-will.

However, in accordance with the Naigu’s expecta­
tion, the disciple at last commenced to advise him 
earnestly to give this experiment a trial. The Naigu 
too, as was to be expected, began to take heed of the 
advice given him.

The experiment was a very simple one indeed. It 
had to be done with very hot water. In fact the nose 
had to be boiled, and after it had boiled long enough, 
it required pressing very firmly between someone’s feet.

There was always quantities of hot water everyday 
in the bath-room of the temple, so one day the disciple 
poured some of it into a “hisage” (a wooden vessel 
for holding wine) and took it to the Naigu’s room. The 
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water was so hot that it was painful even to dip one’s 
finger into it. The disciple knew well that if the Naigu 
put his nose directly into such hot water, the heat of 
the steam might cause some severe burns to his face. 
They therefore decided to make a hole in the lid of 

- this vessel, and through it the Naigu would put his 
nose gradually into the boiling water. So the experi­
ment began, and strange to say, as the nose was only 
partly dipped at first into the water, he felt no pain at 
all.

After he had been holding it there for a short time 
the disciple asked:

1
“ Surely your nose must be already boiled ? ”

The Naigu smiled bitterly, for he thought that if 
anyone should overhear such a remark, he would never 
comprehend its strange meaning. After his nose had 

s been boiled for a time, it began to itch terribly, and 
felt as if insects were biting it all over.

As soon as the Naigu removed his nose from the 
water, the disciple began to press it with his feet. As 
he did so, a great deal of steam rose from it. The 
Naigu lay flat on the floor, his nose stretched out before 
him, and he patiently watched the disciple’s feet as 
they moved up and down. Sometimes the latter, with 
a deep look of sympathy, glanced down at the Naigu’s 
bald head, and remarked.

‘ Do you feel no aching ?—The doctor told me to 
Continue pressing until it was entirely reduced in size. 
—But, doesn’t it ache ?

But while his nose was being pounded in such a 
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manner, even though he tried, he was unable to move 
at all, and without answering he glanced up sideways 
at the disciple. After a while he found his tongue, and 
assuming rather a tone of irritation he said,

“ It doesn’t ache at all! ”
Really the operation of pressing, especially when 

his nose became rather ticklish, almost had a soothing 
effect on the Naigu, and he felt very little signs of 
ache. After the pressing had been going on for some 
time, little pimples, like millet seeds began to appear on 
it. It began to look like the body of some small 
plucked bird after it had been well roasted. When the 
disciple noticed its odd appearance, he ceased working 
his feet, and softly murmured to himself,

“ —I am told that these spots should be removed 
with ‘ Kenuki ’ (a kind of minute pincers).”

The Naigu, puffing out his cheeks, was not at ease, 
but he kept silent, for he realised that he had entrusted 
himself to his disciple. There was not unkind meaning 
in his look of discontent. It was not that he was 
ungrateful to his disciple, but it was merely because 
he didn’t like the way the disciple treated his nose as 
if it were some dead article.

Then the Naigu, with an expression on his face 
like someone who had been undergoing an operation* 
continued to watch his disciple putting the finishing 
touches to his nose by removing all traces of grease.

When this was quite finished, and when the disciple 
seemed to have completed his task on the Naigu’s nose, 
the former gave a deep sigh of satisfaction, and an 
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expression of intense relief showed itself in his face. 
But looking at the Naigu he remarked,

“Once it is boiled again, it will be perfectly satis­
factory.” The Naigu’s expression was anything but 
pleasing, and he contracted his eyebrows into a frown. 
But he again did as his disciple had bidden him, and 
put his nose back into the boiling water.

Now, when it had been boiled well a second time, 
he removed it from the vessel, and certainly it was 
much shorter than it had been before, but its shape 
was not so very different from that of any ordinary 
nose. Stroking it gently, the Naigu looked shyly and 
hesitatingly into the mirror which his disciple passed 
to him. His nose, which once had hung down beneath 
his jaw as if it had been something unreal, now had 
the appearance of a mere “ skeleton ” of a nose grow­
ing from above his upper lip. As to its red appearance 
and the motley dots and spots which decorated it, he 
thought perhaps that they were only the traces left of 
the recent hard pressing it had undergone.

After all, having such a nose as this would never 
cause laughter from others. The Naigu thought this 
as he viewed his face again in the mirror, and he 
blinked his eyes contentedly.

That day, however, he experienced the anxiety that 
perhaps his nose might grow long again. As he read 
his sutras, or when taking his meals, he would very 
often touch the end of his nose with his hands. The 
nose, however, still sat neatly above his upper lip, and 
there was no indication so far that it would grow 
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downward again.
That night the Naigu slept well, and as soon as 

he woke next morning, he felt his nose. It was still 
short. So from that time onward the Naigu felt in a 
placid and calm state of mind. Such a feeling had 
been absent from his heart for a very long time indeed. 
He now had the feeling of one who had been putting 
all his efforts into copying "Hokekyo” (the Book of 
Hokke, in the Buddhist Scriptures) neatly into hand­
writing, and had come to the end of his task satisfac­
torily.

After two or three days had elapsed, however, the 
Naigu had an unexpected experience. A certain samu­
rai happened to pay a visit to the Temple of Ikeno-o, 
and while talking with him, he noticed that the former 
was pulling a funny face as he looked at him. Some­
thing seemed to be diverting the samurais attention 
from their conversation. Something seemed to be 
amusing him very much, and instead of listening to 
what was being said, he only stared hard at the Naigu’s 
nose.

Not only did this worry him, but outside the 
lecture-hall of the temple, when he met the same chu- 
dpji who had once so carelessly let the Naigu’s nose fall 
into his porridge-bowl, he dropped his head as he 
passed, as if he was trying to suppress some amuse­
ment, and, being unable to control his feelings prop­
erly, burst loudly into laughter. Also the “ gehoshi ” (a 
lower priests), when they were in the presence of the 
Naigu, listened meekly to his orders, but would giggle 
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to themselves as soon as he turned his head away for 
one moment.

At first the Naigu put it down to the fact that his 
face had somewhat changed in appearance; yet even 
this did not thoroughly convince him, but,—of course 
this must be the reason for the laughter of the chudoji 
and the gghoshi. Though their laughter was the 
ordinary kind of laughter, he observed something dif­
ferent in their mirth, something which was never there 
before when his nose was long. We may even say 
that the shortened nose looked more of a caricature 
than the long nose to which they were accustomed. 
If he could feel satisfied with such an explanation of 
their mirth, it would have been all right, but there was 
still something in their laughter which he could not 
explain.

“They certainly never laughed at me in this way 
before!” The Naigu used to stop in the middle of 
reading the sutras, and inclining his bald head on one 
side, he would murmur this to himself. The loving- 
hearted Naigu, when he was thus meditating, absent­
mindedly allowed his gaze to wander to the portrait 
of “Fugen” (a Buddhist Saint), and he thought about 
the length of his nose as it had been a few days before, 
and somehow he felt distressed at heart like one in 
humble circumstances who recollects his prosperoue 
past. The Naigu was clever enough to find soms 
answer to this worrying problems: From the human 
heart there springs two different kinds of feelings. Of 
course there are people who sympathise with the mis­
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fortunes others, but when others fight against great 
odds and merely escape misforture by a hair’s breadth, 
somehow we feel unsatisfied, as if their escape had in 
some slight degree caused us disappointment. If we 
exaggerate these feelings, it seems that there is some 
dosire in all of us to push such people right back into 
the midst of misfortune again. At the same time, deep 
in our hearts, we feel some sympathy for their escape.

The Naigu, though he did not know the reason, 
felt somewhat troubled at the perception which enabled 
him vaguely to see ‘ the egoism of the observers, 
which showed itself amongst the clergy and laity of 
Ikeno-o. As time went by, he became still more dis­
tressed. When anyone asked him a question a second 
time, he got angry and scolded them severely. Even­
tually he became so unkind and irritable that the dis­
ciple who had operated on his nose began to talk about 
him rather harshly behind his back. He even remarked 
that the Naigu would soon be committing “ hokendon ” 
(a self-inflicted punishment to one who has suffered an 
indignity).

The person who offended the Naigu most of all 
was that young and mischievous chudoji. One day, 
hearing the loud barking of a dog, the Naigu wandered 
out of the temple. There he found the boy rushing 
about and cutting the air rapidly with a two-foot 
wooden board. He was chasing a longehaired dog, and 
as he did so, he shouted at the top of his voice, “ Look 
out for your precious nose, or I might beat it flat! 
'The Naigu was very angry, and snatching the piece of
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board from the boy, he hit him rather violently across 
the face with it. He noticed that the piece of wood 
was the same one which his disciple had used before 
jO lift his nose while he was taking his meal.

Somehow, now, the Naigu began to regret that his 
nose had been shortened.

One night, after the sun had set, a brisk wind rose, 
and while he lay on his bed there came to his cars 
the sound of the “ futaku ” (windbells) which hung 
outside the temple. They were linking very loudly. 
Moreover, the cold was growing intense, and in spite 
of his wish to sleep, this noise prevented him from 
even getting a wink of slumber. While he was lying 
wide awake, he became aware that his nose felt more 
ticklish than usual. Feeling it with his hands, he felt 
sure that it was slightly swollen like any nose that is 
suffering from a severe cold. The likelihood of such 
a thing happening seemed quite probable to him in 
such cold weather. He felt that he might even be 
suffering from a slight fever.

"As I shortened my nose unnaturally, perhaps I 
am suffering from some kind of sickness!” the Naigu 
whispered to himself, as he pressed his nose with his 
hands in a gesture as pious as if he were placing 
incense or flowers before the shrine of Buddha.

The next morning, rising early as usual, he found 
that a fig-tree and a horse-chesnut tree in the temple­
grounds had shed all their leaves during the night, and 
the garden was strewn with them, giving it the ap­
pearance of having been sprinkled with gold. He also 



112 Eminent Authors of Japan

noticed that at the top of the pagoda-tower, the "kurin" 
(a decoration of spiral rings attached to the top of the 
tower of a pagada) was glittering and shining under 
the still weak rays of the early morning sun. He 
thought perhaps it might be frost.

The Naigu stood on the balcony of the temple, the 
shutters of which had already been opened, and as his 
eyes rested on the beauty of the morning and all that 
he saw before him, he breathed deeply with content­
ment.

But somehow while he stood there, the old feeling 
of worry came to him again, and after some hesitation 
he put up one of his hand to feel the condition of his 
nose. What he felt was not the short nose of yester­
day, but he became aware that his old nose, with its 
five to six inches of length, hung again from above 
his upper lip to beneath his jaw. The Naigu suddenly 
realised that his nose must have grown again to its 
former length during the previous night. At once a 
strange feeling of happiness came into his heart, the 
very same feeling he had experienced when he first 
found that his nose had been successfully shortened.

“ Surely no one will ever laugh at me now that 
my nose has grown long again, murmured the Naigu 
to himself as his long nose hung in the gray of an 
autumn dawn.

THE END
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The Patron Saint of a Shop-boy

Senkkhi was a little fellow aj^ienticed to a dealer 
in weights and measures.

It was a fine Autumn day. The mild sunshine was 
Boating serenely into the front of the shop from beneath 
the norcn-curtain, once indigo in colour, but now faded 
and old. There was no customer in the shop. Seated 
behind the counter was an elderly clerk, who was 
languidly smoking a cigarette. He was talking to 
another clerk, who was reading a newspaper beside a 
charcoal brazier.

"I say, Koh-san, the best season of the year for 
tunny-susAr has come. It’s your favourite dish, isn’t it ? ”

“Yes.”
“ How about this evening ? Shall we go and have 

some after the shop is shut ? ”
“ It would be awfully nice! ”
“ It only takes a quarter of an hour by car, round 

the outer moat.”
" After once tasting the food cooked by that res­

taurant, one dislikes any of the cooking that one gets 
round about here.”

“ Yes, indeed.”
Now Senkichi, the little apprentice-boy, who worked 

in the same shop, was sitting a little way behind the 
younger clerk. He had his hands folded under his 
apron, and listening to their conversation, he tfiought
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to himself, “ They are talking about the sMsAi-restaa- 
rant.’" Senkichi had often been sent on an errand to a 
certain dealer in weights and scales, whose name was 
S- His shop was situated in Kyobashi, and was very 
near this famous restaurant. The boy therefore knew 
quite well of its repute.

Senkichi, as he listened, was very envious of the 
clerks who were so free and in the position to visit 
such a place at will. As they continued to talk in this 
manner, making pretentions of their knowledge of 
delicacies, he found himself wishing he were their 
equal. Their conversation continued thus:

“ I’m told that a son of Mr. Yohei has opened a 
tea-house somewhere near the Matsuya Department 
Store. Do you know anything about it, Koh-san ? ”

" No, I’m afraid I don’t. Which Matsuya do you 
mean ? ”

" I’m not quite sure, but I suppose it is their store 
at Imagawa-bashi.”

“ Oh, I see. Do they say the cooking there is very 
nice?”

“Yes, they say so.”
“ Are you sure the restaurant is run by Mr. Yohei? ” 
“No, I’m not quite sure. Let me see .... what 

is the name of the house ? . . . . Oh, I have forgotten 
it.”

Senkichi was listening intently, and casually 
remarked that there were many such noted restaurants 
in the city. Then he thought to himself, “ In what 
way is the cooking so nice ? ” As he thought about
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these things, his mouth began to water, and he managed 
to swallow without making any sound.

A few days later, just before sunset, Senkichi was 
sent on a message to the shop kept by Mr. S. As he 
was leaving, the senior clerk gave him enough money 
for his return fare on the street car. Taking a car 
that followed round the outer moat, he got down at 
Kajibashi, and made his way to the front of the well- 
known 5MsAi-restaurant. As he gazed longingly at the 
curtain hanging in front of the shop, he pictured to 
himself the clerks entering the plac later on, full of 
high spirits. He was very hungry, and as he thought 
of the inviting sushi, with strips of delicious tunny-fish 
upon it, he longed that he might taste it, even though 
it might be the smallest piece.

He had made it a rule for some time to save half 
of the fare that had been handed to him for the tram­
rides. Whenever he was given money enough for a 
return fare, he usually walked one way, and so was 
able to save a few sen each time for himself. On this 
occasion the four sen which he had saved was jingling 
in his pocket.

“I could buy one piece of sushi for four sen,” he 
thought, “ but how embarrassing it would be to ask 
only for one piece! ” So he gave up the idea, and 
walked past the restaurant.

He completed his errand at Mr. S’s shop, and 
came away from there, carrying a small card-board box 
containing a number of little brass weights, and which 
weighed rather heavily.
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Weighed down with his parcel he once more turned 

toward the s««/K-restaurant, and on his way, just at 
the opposite comer of the cross road, he saw a «<sAx- 
stall, and in front of it hung a curtain bearing the same 
name as that of the big restaurant. He walked to it.

Mr. A., a young M.P., once heard his friend Mr. 
B. who was another M. P. talking boastfully of his 
epicurean tastes in this manner, “ Unless you can come 
to appreciate sushi as served in a SMsAi-stall, fresh from 
the maker’s hands, and which you eat with your fingers, 
you can never truly appreciate the flavour of Japanese 
cooking.” Mr. A therefore made up his mind someday 
to try snshi, eating it standing up at some josAx-stall. 
He was told about a noted stall where a very delicious 
kind of sushi was procurable.

One day, soon after sunset, Mr. A., walking leisure­
ly from the direction of the Ginza, passed Kyobashi, 
and made his way towards this noted stall. When he 
arrived there, he found two or three other customers 
standing. At first he hesitated, but after a moment he 
made up his mind to enter. As he was rather shy of 
mixing himself up with the other vulgar customers, he 
remained standing for a little while behind them.

Just then he noticed a small boy of thirteen or 
fourteen years of age pushing his way sideways mto 
the stall. The boy edged Mr. A. aside, walked into 
the little space before him, and looked at the slanding 
counter on which some delicious sushi was invitingly 

displayed.
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"Haven’t you any lavei-sushi?” asked the boy.
"No, we haven’t got today,” answered the bulky 

keefier of the stall, and while shaping a rice ball with 
his hands, he stared at the boy, eyeing him from head 
to foot.

The boy at once made up his mind, and pretending 
that it was not the first time he had been in such a 
place, he stretched out his arm and picked up one of 
the three pieces of sushi which were decorated with 
tunny-fish. But although he seemed quite decided as 
to his wants, he timidly drew his arm back for an 
instant.

“ It is six sen a piece, you know, my boy,” said the 
keeper of the stall.

The boy put the sushi back on the stand, but nearly 
let it fall.

“We don’t like you to touch it with your fingers, 
and then to put it back again.” After saying this, the 
man placed a new piece of sushi on the stand, and 
took the piece that the boy had discarded and placed 
it on the counter near where he was standing.

The boy was silent. He made a disappointed 
grimace, but seemed unable to move away. But after 
a moment he placked up courage and moved from the 
stall.

“At the present time the price of sushi a rather 
high, you know, and I’m sorry that they are rather too 
high for a shop-boy,” said the keeper of the stall 
apologetically. After he had made another ball of sushi , 
he took up the piece which the boy had left, and
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carried it deftly to his own mouth.

“ The other day I visited that s««A«-stall you told 
me about” said Mr. A. to Mr. B.

“ And how did you enjoy the cooking there ? ”
“Oh, it was very delicious indeed! And by the 

way, I noticed that the people who were there were 
picking up the sushi in this manner with the 
tunny-side down, and carrying it to their mouths rather 
rapidly. It seems to be the conventional way of eating 
it.”

“ Well, yes. that seems to be the right way to eat 
tunny-sMs/zf,” answered his friend.

“ Why do you eat it with the fish-side down ? ”
“ Because if the meat should not be very fresh, it 

would at once give your tongue a warning as soon as 
you put it into your mouth.”

“ Ah! Your authority regarding sushi is very 
doubtful!” said Mr. A. laughingly.

Mr. A. then began to relate to his friend about the 
poor shop-boy that he saw there. I could not help 
being sorry for him,” he said. “ I should have been 
pleased if I could have helped the poor youngster.”

" Surely you could have treated him to some. If 
you had given him as much as he could have eaten, 
how delighted he would have been! ”

“Yes, the boy would have been pleased, but I 
should have been in a cold sweat with embarrassment! ”

“ Why a cold sweat ? After all, you had but little 
courage! ”
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“ I don’t know about courage, .... but at any 
rate I could not bring myself to such a thing. If I had 
taken the boy away from there to some other restau­
rant, I perhaps should have been able to treat him to 
what he desired.”

“ Yes, perhaps you were right,” answered Mr. B.
Mr. A. had a little boy of his own, whom he was 

sending to a kindergarten, and wishing to follow day 
by day the physical development of his child, he 
decided to provide his bath-room with a small platform 
scales. One day it happened that he visited the very 
shop in Kinda where the little apprentice Senkichi was 
serving.

When Mr. A. entered the shop, the boy did not 
recognise him, but he at once remembered the boy.

In one inner part of the house stood numerous 
kinds of scales, big and small. They were standing 
there in order of their height. Mr. A. selected the 
smallest among them. It was of the same design as 
is usually found on the railway-station or is seen 
standing in the offices of any forwarding-agents. 
Though it was the smallest size that they had, he 
imagined how this neat little machine would please his 
wife and child at home.

A clerk of the shop, note-book in hand, came and 
asked him, “Excuse me. Sir, but will you kindly give 
me your address?”

“ Well,” said Mr. A. looking hesitatingly at the boy, 
“ Is that boy of yours free now ? ”

“Yes, Sir, he is not specially busy . . . .”
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" Well, then, can he carry it to my house now, for 
I am rather in a hurry ? ”

“ Certainly, sir, he can put it on a cart, and follow 
you to your home.”

Mr. A. now thought that, as he was not able to 
treat the boy as he wanted the other day, he would 
now find an opportunity of treating him to a dinner 
somewhere on the way to his home.

And will you please write down your address 
here ? ” insisted the clerk, offering him another register 
when Mr. A. proceeded to pay for his purchase.

Mr. A. hesitated a little. He was not aware that 
it was a regulation that when buying scales one should 
give one’s address to the seller.

He felt a little ashamed of entertaining such a boy 
after allowing his name to be known. But he could 
see that he must do what was asked of him, so after 
a little more hesitation he wrote down a false address 
and handed it to the clerk.

Mr. A. walked loungingly away, and behind him, 
at some short distance walked the shop-doy, Senkichi, 
pulling his small cart with the scales upon it. When 
they arrived just in front of the house of a rickshaw­
man, Mr. A. stopped and went into it, leaving the boy 
outside. He arranged with the rickshaw-man to transfer 
the scales on to his vehicle.

“Now, be sure,” said Mr. A., “to take it to my 
house. Your fare will be paid on delivery. Present 
this card, and my family will understand.” Saying this, 
he left the house, and said to Senkichi, “ Thank you 
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very much for carrying my scales this far, but before 
you return, I should like to entertain you by giving you 
a small meal. So will you come with me to the res­
taurant over there ? ” He smiled at the lad, and Sen- 
fcichi felt very grateful to him for his kindness, but he 
also felt a little apprehensive over accepting the kind 
offer. But he was nevertheless very happy, and bowed 
his head many times to show his gratefulness.

They passed by a szisAf-house, a sMjAz-stall, and a 
beef-restaurant. “ I wonder where we are going,” 
thought she boy, beginning now to feel a trifle uneasy. 
They passed under the elevated railway at Kanda 
Station, and came to the Matsuya Department Store, 
and crossing over the tram-lines, they stopped in front 
of a small rasZtt’-restaurant in a certain lane.

“ Wait a little while, will you ? ” said Mr. A., and 
he entered the restaurant. The boy placed the shafts 
of his cart upon the ground and waited outside.

Soon Mr. A. came out of the restaurant, followed 
by the mistress of the establishment, who was rather 
young. She said to the boy, “ Come in, young fellow! ” 

Mr. A. turned to the lad and said, “ Now, my boy, 
go in, and eat as much as you want! ” After saying 
this, he hurried towards that tramway and soon dis­
appeared.

Senkichi did ample justice enough for three men. 
He ate his sushi ravenously, just as a hungy dog would 
have done after finding some unexpected food. There 
were no other customers in the restaurant, and as the 
windows had been closed by the woman, Senkichi had 



124 Eminetit Authors of Japan

no need of keeping up appearances. He felt that he 
could eat to his heart’s content.

The mistress came to him, and pouring out a cup 
of tea for him, she said smilingly, “ Won’t you have 
another dish ? ” The boy blushed a little, and said, 
“No, think you,” and hanging his head, he propared 
to leave.

“ Will you please come again another time, and 
have same more ? We have received too much money.”

The boy was silent.
“ Have you been long acquainted with that gentle­

man ? ”
“No.”
“ Well ” said the mistress, and meeting the 

eyes of her husband who came into the shop at that 
moment, she added, “That gentleman is a gallant. 
Now, you must come again, young man, or we shall 
be at a loss what do with the excess money we have 
received from him.”

Parting from the boy, Mr. A. hurried to the traim, 
feeling as if he were being chased, and stopping a taxi 
which happened to be passing, he told the driver to 
take him to the home of Mr. B.

Mr. A. felt strangely lonely. He had heartily 
sympathised with the lad, for he realised his pathetic 
circumstances very well indeed. By chance he had been 
able to accomplish to-day what he had wished to do 
for some time. The boy must have been very happy, 
and he himself should have been satisfied by what he 
had done. To give happiness to others is of course 
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■ot a bad act, and the person who does such an act 
should naturally feel pleased. Now what was the reason 
for this feeling of lonesomeness which stole over Mr. 
A? What on earth was the cause of it? He had the 
feeling of one who had secretly done something wrong.

Was it because he felt some vain pride at having 
done a good act, and that such pride was being 
criticised, betrayed and scorned by his natural con­
science ? He might have felt less concerned if he had 
looked upon his act with less exaggeration and with 
less nerves. Unconsciously he might have been over- 
biassed. At any rate he certainly had done nothing 
shameful. He therefore felt that he should at least 
have no cause to feel so uneasy.

According to a previous appointment, Mr. B. was 
waiting for him that afternoon, and in the evening 
getting into Mr. B’s car, they drove to a concert which 
was being given by Mrs. Y. Late that night Mr. A. 
returned home. After having listened to the music, he 
had quite forgotten his feeling of lonesomeness.

“ Oh, thank you so such for the pretty scales, my 
dear,” said his wife, when he arrived home, and as he 
had supposed, she was very pleased with what he had 
bought for her. His child was already asleep, but his 
wife told him of the rapture of their child after it had 
seen the scales.

“ By the way, you remember the shop-boy who I 
told you about some days ago ? Well, I met him again 
to-day.”

"O, dear! Where did you meet him?"
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"1 found that he was an apprentice in the shop- 
where I bought the scales.”

“ How strenge! ”
Mr. A. then told his wife how he had entertained 

the lad, and of the strange feeling he had after he had 
done it.

” Why, what was the cause ? It was strange to- 
feel in that way! ” his wife answered good-humouredly. 
She seemed to be musing, and then suddenly she 
remarked, “Yes, I can well understand your feelings, 
and once I had such an experience myself, my dear.”

“ Then you can understand how I felt ? ”
'■ Yes, I quite understand. What did Mr. B. say 

about it?”
“ I did not tell him.”
“ Didn’t you ? But the poor lad must have been 

very pleased, I’m sure! Anyone would have been 
happy to receive such unexpected treatment from a 
stranger. I should be happy too. Couldn’t we send 
for some of that sushi by telephone?”

Senkichi went back to his stop, pulling his empty 
cart His stomach was more than full. Up to that 
time it was not a rare thing for him to have eaten 
much, but he could not remember ever being so 
content and satisfied with food as he had been on 
that day. Somehow his mind went back to his awk­
ward situation a few days previous when he visited 
the rusZu-stall, and it gradualy dawned upon him that 
there was some relation between his entertainment of 
to-day and that embarrassing occurrence.
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“ Was the gentleman at that stall on that day ? 

Certainly he must have been! ” thought he. But how 
did he find my address? Very strange! The house, 
however, where I was treated to-day was the very same 
restaurant that the clerks at our shop talked about. 
How in the world did the gentleman hear the talk of 
our clerks ? ”

It seemed a miracle to Senkichi. He did not dream 
that Mr. A. and Mr. B. had been discussing that same 
SMsAi-reataurant too. An idea then took strong hold 
of him. Mr. A. must have somehow heard the discus­
sion of the two clerks, and so had decided to tread him 
to the same restaurant. If that had not been the case, 
then why did Mr. A. pick on that special house that 
day ?

At any rate Senkichi began to think about Mr. A. 
as a most miraculous customer, and one who knew 
how he had been disgraced at the sittAt-stall. He must 
have been aware of the clerks’ conversation, and must 
have been able to read their innermost thought into 
the bargain, and so had decided to treat him so 
splendidly, and in such a kind way. Snch a person 
must surely be above any ordinary man. " He may be 
a patron saint,” thought the boy, “ or he may perhaps 
be a hermit, or a Fox-god.”

His reason for thinking him a Fox-god was because 
he had an aunt who was a strong believer in such a 
God, and who once had almost been beside herself in 
this belief. When possessed by the Fox-god, her body 
would tremble like an aspen-leaf, and at such time she
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worfd prophesy or guess what was happening at great 
distances. He had once seen her in such a state. 
“ But for a Fox-god that gentleman was a little too 
stylish,” he thought. “At any rate he must be some 
kind of supernatural being! ”

After a day or so, that strange feeling of lonesome­
ness passed from Mr. A^s mind. But his conscience 
smote him still rather queerly, and prevented him from 
passing again in front of the scales-shop in Kanda. 
Moreover he did not have any wish to revisit the sushi- 
restaurant

“All the better, my dear,” said his wife laughing. 
“ If you will send for the food, we shall all be able to 
share the delicacy.”

But Mr. A. did not laugh, and answered, “ Being 
such a timid kind of man, I could not do such a thing 
without some reflection.”

To Senkichi, ‘that customer’ became an unforget­
table factor in his mind. Whether ‘ he ’ was a human 
being or a supernatural one was no more a question 
with the lad. He was, however, not inclined to revisit 
the fosAz-restaurant, though he remembered being 
invited so kindly to go again by the master and 
mistress of the establishment. He was not so insolent 
as to take advantage of their kindness.

In sorrow and pain he was sure never to forget 
‘ that customer.’ The mere remembrance was quite 
enough to console him. He believed that some day 
‘ that customer ’ would again appear before his eyes 
with some expected favours.
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The author lays down his psn here.
To tell the truth, he wanted to continue the story, 

with a description of the boy’s wish to ascertain who 
‘that customer’ was, or of visiting him at the address 
which had been given to the senior clerk. The boy 
actually did visit the address that was given, but to 
his great astonishment he found that the number and 
address given was a small shrine dedicated to a Fox­
god .... In this way the author wished to continue 
his story, but thinking that such an ending would be 
rather unkind to the boy, he decided to discontiaue.

THE END
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A Marder Case

A sudden tragedy had happened, in which Fan, a 
young Chinese, who was a member of some juggler’s 
party, had slashed the carotid artery of his wife with a 
jack knife, during one of their juggling performances. 
The young wife died on the spot, and Fan was imme­
diately arrested.

The manager of the party, an assistant Chinese, and 
more than three hundred spectators had been witnesses 
of the tragedy.

In one comer of the pit of the theatre a policeman 
was seated in a high chair watching the performance. 
But no one knew whether the killing had been inten­
tional or not, though the tragedy had taken place before 
the eyes of a number of onlookers.

The performance had begun with a feat of knife­
throwing, which had been performed in the following 
manner:—

The young wife was placed in a standing position 
in front of a thick board of wood of the size of a door. 
The husband, standing twelve feet away, threw big 
knives towards her, one after another, and as they hit 
their mark, they would stick fast in the board, thus 
making an outline of bristling knives round the woman 
just two inches from her body.

At the trial, the judge first of all questioned the 
manager.
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“Was this feat at all difficult to perform?”
" No, your honour, it was not so very difficult for 

a skilful juggler, except that he needed to be in com­
plete command of steady nerve.”

“ Then is it impossible to look upon it as a mere 
accident on the part of Fan ? ”

• “ Of course, your honour, such a performance had
its risks, very possible risks.”

" Then do you think that this accident may have 
been an intentional crime?”

“ No, your honour, I don’t think that at all, because, 
you see, it was a feat in which one must make the 
best of one’s only skill, and also make use of a certain 
intuitive talent in tlirowing knives from a distance of 
twelve feet; and one can’t be certain that it can be 
done as surely as by using some machine for the 
purpose. It is true, your honour, that before it really 
happened. It didn’t enter our heads that such an 
accident might be possible. But now that it has hap­
pened, we don’t care for people to think that we had 
entertained any such fear, and we don’t care to be 
judged accordingly.”

“ What is your opinion of the real truth of the 
occurence ? ”

“ I don’t know at all.”
The judge seemed puzzled. All the facts of the 

rase pointed to murder, yet there was no evidence all 
to decide whether it had been intentional or not. If 
it had been an intentional murder, he felt that no 
subtler crime could be committed.
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The judge then called in the assistant Chinese who 

had been a member of the party even before Fan had 
joined it.

“ Tell me something of Fan’s everyday behaviour,” 
said the judge.

“He is a man of very good behaviour, your 
honour,” answered the assistant. “He never went in 
for gambling, he never indulged in women or drinking 
either. Moreover, ever since last year he has embraced 
the Christian faith. He also spoke English fairly well 
and in his leisure time he often read sermons and such 
things.”

“ How did his wife behave ? ”
“ She also behaved well, your honour. Strolling 

performers are not always people of good behaviour, 
you know. Some of them occasionally elope with 
other men’s wives. But Fan’s wife was never the kind 
of woman who could be seduced by anyone at all, even 
though she was a pretty woman and was sometimes 
made advances to.”

“ What is your opinion of the characters of these 
two young people ? ”

"They were both exceedingly gentle and kind 
towards others, and both of them were gifted with a 
lot of self-restraint when they became angry with 
anyone, but .... (Here the Chinese assistant stopped 
short, and after thinking for an instant, he continued^ 
I fear it may be disadvantageous to him if I say this, 
your honour, but speaking candidly, these two people 
who were so gentle and kind and modest, were cruel 
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to each other.”
“ What was their reason ? ”
“ I don’t know, your honour.”
“ Have they behaved in this way ever since yoa 

first became acquainted with them?
“ Yes, your honour. Two years ago the wife gave 

birth to a premature child, who died three days later, 
and ever since then their lives gradually seemed to 
become discordant. Very trifling matters sometimes 
caused them to quarrel, and he would then suddenly 
become very pale. But in most cases he soon puieten- 
ed down, and became silent, doing nothing violent to 
his wife. His Christian faith seemed to influence him 
from doing anything cruel to her, although quite often 
his face plainly showed that he was endeavouring to 
control some unbearable anger. So one day I said to 
him, 'If there is such discord, don’t you think it 
would be better if you and your wife parted ? ’ ‘ But,* 
he answered, * if she has any reason to want a divorce, 
I have none at all.’ He was very indulgent after all, 
your honour. Once I heard him say that it was quite 
natural that a wife who was not loved by her husband 
should in time lose all her love for him. His motive 
in reading his Bible and all those sermons seems to 
have been an idea of his that by doing so be might 
perhaps be able to calm the disturbance in his heart, 
and thus cure his rather cruel feeling for his wife, for 
apparently there was no real reason for his dislike. 
She was to be pitied, your honour. For the past three 
years, and ever since she married Fan she has been 
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continuously on the travel, going from one place to 
another, living the life of a strolling performer. The 
only one she had belonging to her was her only brother, 
a dissipated youth, who existed in his native village 
without a home. If she was to part from her husband 
and return to her native place, where would she find 
a house to live in, or who would believe in or marry 
a woman who had left there years before to join a 
party of strolling players?

“ She could not help remaining with Fan, your 
honour, even though there was terrible discord in their 
married life.”

“ And what is your opinion of the tragedy ? ” asked 
the judge.

“ Did he do it intentionally or by mistake, do you 
mean ?”

“Yes.”
“ To speak plainly, I have thought and thought 

about it ever since it happened, but the more I think, 
the more puzzling it becomes to me, your honour.”

“ But why ? ”
“I don’t know. At any rate, the whole affair 

seems very mysterious, there’s no denying that, your 
honour. Everybody feels the same about it, you know. 
Our announcer also says he cannot understand it 
either.”

“ What did you think the instant the tragedy 
happened ?”

“ I thought .... yes, I thought he had killed her 
intentionally.”
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“Well . . .
"But I’m told that our announcer thought that 

Fan had missed his aim.”
“ Did he ? But wasn’t it natural for your announc­

er to think such a thing when he was acquainted with 
the uhappy relationship that existed between the 
couples ? ”

“ It may be so, but even though I thought at first 
that Fan’s deed had been intentional, after carefully 
considering about it again, I now fancy that my judg­
ment may have been prejudiced by knowing too much 
about the private life of the couple.”

“ What was Fan’s attitude at that time ? ”
“ As the knife hit, he sprang forward with a shriek. 

After that I saw blood bursting from the woman’s 
neck. She stood still for a minute, and then bending 
her knees suddenly, was suspended a few moments by 
the knives sticking all round her. As they gradually 
began to fall off the board one by one, her body col­
lapsed, face downwards. Nobody dared to move. 
Everyone of the audience stared as if turned stone. I 
can’t speak definitely about Fan’s attitude at the time, 
because for the moment I was too much taken aback, 
but I suppose that for a few moments he also must 
have been rather dazed. After that it dawned upon 
me that he had killed his wife. Then I noticed that 
he had turned deathly pale, and was standing stock 
still with his eyes closed. As the stage curtain came 
d[own, we rushed to the poor woman and raised her 
body, but found that she was dead. Fan at that time 
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seemed horror-sticken, and at last said, ‘Whatever 
made me commit such a fault?’ He then knelt down 
and prayed for some time.”

“ Didn’t he seem to be in a panic ? ”
“Yes, your honour, a little.”
“ All right. If it is necessary I shall summon you 

again.”
The judge dismissed the assistant juggler, and 

asked for Fan to be brought before him. The latter 
was rather a clever-looking man, with a strong and 
well-shaped mouth. As soon as the judge’s eyes rested 
upon him, he saw that the man was suffering from 
nervous strain.

“ We have questioned your manager and the 
assistant,” said the judge, “ and will now question you.”

Fan nodded.
“Up to the present, have you never loved your 

wife ? ”
“ I have loved my wife with all my heart from the 

day of our marriage until her death, sir.”
“ How was it then that you both disagreed ? ”
“ It was, sir, because I knew that her baby was 

not mine.”
“Do you know the man?”
" I can guess, sir. He is her cousin.”
“Are you acquainted with him?”
“ Yes, sir. He is one of my bosom friends. It was 

he who first suggested our marriage. He persuaded 
me into it, sir.”

"Was your relationship with your wife begun 
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before your marriage?”
“ Of course, sir. The baby was born eight months 

after our marriage.”
“Your assistant says that the child’s birth was 

premature........... ”
“I told him so.”
“ I’m told that the child soon died.”
“ Yes sir, it died.”
“ What caused its death ? ”
“It was suffocated by her breasts.”
“ Did your wife do it intentionally ? ”
“She said it was an accident.”
The judge said nothing but looked steadly at Fan’s 

face. Fan’s eyes dropped, and he waited for the judge 
to ask another question.

“Did your wife confess her unlawful relationship 
to you ?”

“No, sir, she didn’t. I didn’t ask. Thinking the 
death of her child had been a kind of atonement for 
her unfaithfulness, I determined to be as kind and 
generous to her as possible.”

“But after that time did you begin to find it hard 
to be generous and kind to her?”

“I had some feeling that even the death of the 
child could not drive from my mind, sir. When I was 
separated from her, to some extent I thought kindly 
of her, but when she was with me and happened to 
be doing anything, a feeling of unbearable displeasure 
took hold of me, especially when I looked upon her 
body.”
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" Didn’t you think of getting a divorce from her ? ”
“I wanted very often to do so, sir, but I never 

said anything to her about it.”
“Why?”
“ Because, sir, I was weak, and she had once said 

to me that she would die if ever I divorced her.”
“ Did your wife love you ? ”
“No, sir.”
“ Then why did she say such a thing ? ”
" I think it was because she realised that she must 

live .... her parent’s home had been ruined by her 
brother, and she knew that no decent man would ever 
marry the former wife of a strolling juggler. Besides, 
she suffered from some extreme weakness of the legs, 
which made it impossible for her to do any hard work.”

“Tell me something of the physical relations that 
existed between you and your wife.”

"Perhaps they were not very different from that 
of any other ordinary man and woman, sir.”

“Wasn’t your wife at all sympathetic towards 
you? ”

“ No, I don’t think she felt any sympathy towards 
me at all. I think that it must have caused her quite 
a lot of pain to have to live with me. But the way 
she endeavoured to bear it was beyond anyone’s im­
agination. She watched my collapsing life with indif­
ferent eyes, and with a cruel alertness she coldly 
watched me struggling to live my life as best as I 
could.”

“Why couldn’t you take some acctive attitude
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against all this sort of thing ? *
“ Because, sir, I had various things to consider,”
“ What were they ? ”
" I wanted to feel that I was acting rightly, yet 

when I tried to think this way, I never found any 
solution at all.”

“ Had you never thought of killing your wife ? ”
Fan did not answer. The judge repeated the ques­

tion again. Fan still hesitated before he answered, but 
at last he said,

“ Before that I often wished that she were dead.”
“Then perhaps if the law had permitted you, you 

might have killed her?”
“It was not that I was afraid of the law. It was 

only because I was weak, and my desire to live a 
decent life was very strong in me, sir.”

“And did you think of killing her after that?”
“ I made no decision to take her life, but I thought 

of it, sir.”
“ Was that before the accident ? ”
“ It was on the previous day.”
“ Did you have any quarrel with her before the 

accident ? ”
“ Yes, sir.”
“ About what ? ”
“About quite a trifling matter, sir.”
“All the same, tell me about it.”
“.... I have a way of being rather irritable when 

fm hungry, you know, and during a meal together I 
became angry with her because she had taken such a 
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long time preparing it.”

“ Were you more angry than usual ? ”
" No, sir, but my excitement lasted unsually long, 

because at the time I was so irritated to think that 
recently I had found it so hard to live in peace. I 
couldn’t lie down to sleep at night without my brain 
being tortured with all kinds of worries. I realised that 
the very unsettled life I was leading all due to my 
disturbed relations with my wife—a life full of anxiety 
and nerve-strain. There were things which I wanted 
to do to rid myself of this anxiety, yet I did not dare. 
There seemed no brightness ahead of me at all, even 
though I had a burning desire to find it. Even though 
this slow-burning fire in me did not burst into flames, 
it seemed to choke me, for it went on smouldering, 
causing me suppressed and intense agony of mind. I 
felt that in the end it would surely kill me—that I 
would die some living death.

“ Living in that way, I strove hard to bear my life. 
' Ob, how I wish my enemy would die 1 ’ This thought 
kept on repeating itself over and over again in my 
mind. Then, why did I not kill her? I knew that if 
I did, I might be put into prison, but I would not feel 
sure that life in prison would be worse than the one 
1 was enduring. Then again I thought of the future, 
and I felt that I must struggle on, even to death, 
however hard it might prove—trying to break down 
this terrible barrier of anxiety, but striving always. 1 
desired to go on living in this way .... With these 
thoughts I gradually forgot about my duty to my wife. 
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Then I got horribly tired, but it was not the fatigue 
that can be refreshed by sleep. I felt dazed, and then 
my strained nerves relaxed, and this feeling of murder­
ous intention gradually faded. I felt very lonely, having 
the feelings of a man who had been awakened from 
a terrible nightmare. At the same time I regretted my 
lack of spirit, which I felt was weakening, even though 
my highly-strung nerves had almost driven me to a 
crime the day before.

“ When I awoke that morning, I was sure that my 
poor wife had passed a sleepless night.”

“ When you got up that morning, how did you 
both feel ? ”

“We spoke no word to one another.”
" Why didn’t you think of running away from your 

wife ? ”
“ Do you mean that if I had done this the result 

would have saved me?”
“Yes.”
“ But with me it was quite different, sir.”
After saying this, Fan stopped short, and gazed 

steadily at the judge. The latter said nothing, but in 
his eyes was an expression of mild compassion, and he 
nodded his head. Then Fan continued,

“But there still lay a wide gulf between such an 
idea and the thought of murder, sir. All that day, 
ever since the morning, I was unconsciously excited. 
Sometimes you know, fatigue of the body causes a dull 
excitement of the nevers. Later I was strolling by 
myself, and a feeling of great loneliness came over me, 
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but it was mixed with an almost unbearable impar- 
tience. I had a desperate feeling that I must do some­
thing. But the idea of murder never entered my head 
as it had done the previous night, nor did I feel any 
anxiety at all over the coming performance of that 
evening. K I had been at all anxious, I should perhaps 
not have selected such kind of turn for that day’s pro­
gramme. We had many kinds of turns besides that 
one. Even until the very moment for us to perform 
our act that evening, I had no murderous intention in 
my mind.

“ I out up a sheet of paper with my knives first of 
all to show the spectators how very sharp they were. 
Soon my wife appeared. She was thickly rouged and 
powdered and was dressed in a gorgeous Chinese 
garment. Her attitude was as usual. Greeting the 
spectators with a pleasant smile, she placed her body 
in a standing position before the thick wooden board. 
Then taking my knives, I stood facing her, at some 
distance away. It was the first time that we had stood 
face to face since the previous night. It was then that 
I first telt the danger of having selected that particular 
performance for that evening. The thought suddenly 
came to me that it would be necessary for me to keep 
my nerves as steady as possible, for fear of making a 
mistake. I must keep control over my giddiness.

But however much I tried to be calm, I was still 
conssious of a great fatigue of heart, body and souk 
Then I began to los confidence. I tried to shut my 
eyes and keep cool, but a giddy feeling stole over me. 
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Then the time came for me to start. First of all I 
threw a knife so that it would stick above her head. 
It flew and stuck to the board two inches higher than 
usual. After that I threw two knives one after the 
other, so that they would stick near her arm-pits, which 
were showing, for her arms were raised on a level with 
her shoulders. When the knives slipped from my hand, 
they felt sticky to the touch. It then came to my 
mind that I was not sure where they would fly. Each 
time after that, as knife after knife flew through the 
air and stuck to the board, I felt greatly relieved. I 
strove to be composed, but the strain caused me a lot 
of worry as I prepared my arm for throwing. Then 
I threw another knife to the left side of her neck. But 
just I was going to throw another to the right side, 
her facial expression suddenly changed. A pitiful ex­
pression of intense terror seemed to take hold of her. 
Perhaps she had some intuition that the next knife 
would strike her. I cannot say. I then began to feel 
strongly the influence of her fear and terror stealing 
into my mind. My giddness increased, nevertheless I 
took aim, and threw my knife with all my might, 
aiming it at a darkness intead of at any target.”

The judge was silent.
“ At last I have killed her! ” I said to myself.
“ Well, do you mean you did it intentionally ? ”
" Yes, sir. At that moment I suddenly felt that I 

had done it intentionally.”
“You knelt beside her and prayed. I’m told?”
" Yes, sir, that was merely a cunning idea which by 
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chance entered my mind. I was aware that everyone 
knew of my Christian faith, so I thought that a pretence 
of prayer would well fit the occasion.”

“ Did it occur to you at all that you had intention­
ally killed her ? ”

“Yes, sir, and so I thought that I must make some 
pretence that it had been involuntary homicide.”

“ But what made you think it was intentional 
Jinurder ? ”

“My frightened state of mind, sir.”
“And you thought you had succeeded in cheating 

your audience, didn’t you ? ”
“ When I thought about it afterwards I shuddered, 

sir. It is true that I had pretended to be amazed, but 
to some extent I lost my head because I was truly 
sorry for what I had done. But if there had been a 
single person of keen perception among the onlookers, 
he would of course have noticed that I was feigning 
a little. But afterwards I shuddered with shame.

“I made up my mind that night that I would use 
every power that was in me to declare myself innocent 
of the charge. The thought that there was no dis­
putable evidence whatever regarding the murder, made 
me feel easier in mind. Of course every member of 
our troupe knew of the discord which existed between 
my wife and me, so it was natural to some extent that 
I should be suspected of having committeed intentional 
homicide. But I felt sure that if I insisted with all 
my power that it had been a mere accident, that’s all 
there would be to it.
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Our relations might make others suspicious, but 
it would never bring forth any evidence. At any rate 
I thought, sir, that I should be aquitted on account of 
insufficient evidence. Whereupon, chewing the matter 
over secretly, I prepared in my mind the statement I 
would make in court, for I wished to appear as inno­
cent as possible of the affair.

“ But soon I began to wonder why I had thought 
I had committed a wilful murder. I began to feel a 
that doubt about my feelings of the previous night, and 
could not quite regard my action as that of homicide.

“ Graduary I became filled with doubt. I became 
very excited—so excited that I began to lose all patience. 
I felt strangely happy—so exhaulted that I could no 
more remain still. I wanted to cry out loudly.”

“ Do you mean that you began to look upon your 
act as an accident pure and simple ? ”

“No, sir. Even now I cannot regard it in that light 
It was because I thought that if I confessed everything 
openly I would not be acquitted. To be absolved of 
the blame meant everything to me, so I thought it 
would be far more effective to be honest, stating that 
I was not able to deside. I felt it was better to do 
this than to declare my innocence. I decided that I 
would never declare it had been an accident, nor should 
I assert that it had been intentional. Finally I felt 
that I could never make any confession either way, 
sir.”

Fan ceased speaking. The judge was silent for a 
little while. Then he spoke very gently.
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“\our confession as a whole seems to have been 

truthful. But have you no regret or sorrow for the 
death of your poor wife ? ”

“ No, none at all, sir. I never imagined it possible 
that I should be able to speak of my wife’s death with 
so light a heart as possesses me now, even though at 
times I have felt a kind of irritated love for her.”

“All right. Now you may retire,” said the judge. 
Fan without answering bowed his head slightly and 
left the courtroom.

The judge felt that some unspeakable excitement 
had taken possession of him. He hastily took up his 
brush and wrote down these words:

“Not guilty”

THE END
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A Moorhen

It was an extremely peaceful afternoon, with a 
feeling of autumn in the keen air. Arranging his 
folding-chair on the outer edge of the verandah, Ryudo, 
the painter, gazed at the swampy ground in front of his 
house. Along a small track which edged a paddy-field 
he noticed a sportsman walking, headed by a pointer 
In the far distance sounded two gun-shots. The dog 
stopped suddenly and pircked up his ears.

“ I would like to keep a moorhen,” remarked 
Ryudo, looking back at his younger sister Otane, who 
was busy sewing behind him on the verandah. “ And, 
I would lead fresh water on to my land, and would 
plant green reeds there. I wouldn’t mind having one 
or two of the moorhens, but I would let them roam 
about quite freely.’

“ When you’ve realized your great ambition ? ” said 
Otane rather cynically, without lifting her eyes.

“O no. I could do such a thing anytime!”
“But could you afford to build a house with this 

land of yours?”
Ryudo burst into laughter at his sister’s dry 

remark.
“It is useless for you to have so many luxurious 

ideas, for you could never earn so much money!”

That night, after they had taken their bath, and 
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when they were sipping their tea in their sitting-room, 
Ryudo repeated his wish again to Itnanishi, his pupil.

“ But, don’t you think it would be far more 
picturesque to plant Korean variegated bamboo-grass 
there than reeds?”

“ No, it wouldn’t! ”
“Why?”
“ Because . . . . ”
“But I like Korean hamboo much better.”
“Anyway, its stems are far too thick for a moor­

hen to live among.”
This longing to keep a moorhen was typical of 

Ryudo’s nature. When he caught sight of one, with 
the bright ribbon of scarlet crest on its forehead, 
running here and there among the reeds, with slender 
legs like new-born stems, its shy and almost bashiful 
nature reminded him of a maiden in her teens. But 
he would never tell such thoughts to Otane.

About 15 years before, he had lived in Kyoto, and 
at that time he had a disappointing affair with a girl 
of about the same age, of the merchant class. No one 
knew of it but his sister. At first he had regretted his 
conduct toward the girl, and for a long time his heart 
was troubled, and he suffered terribly, but with the 
passing of the years, time had softened his sorrow, 
and he could now think of her with a very good grace. 
Lately he had seen her in his dreams, and these sweet 
visions gave him extreme pleasure, and somehow the 
sight of a moorhen brought back memories of her.

At such times he did not care to think that by 
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now she had already reached the age of 30.

A week pased by. One morning Ryudo, standing 
in one of his rooms, was designing a rather big picture, 
referring every now and then to his sketch-book in 
which he had lately been taking down some rough 
drawings. From the wicket-gate which led into the 
garden, came Otane, clothed in a morning dress, and 
holding in her hands a small parcel wrapped round 
with a ‘furoshiki.’

“ My dear brother, I have something nice for you 
here .... but you must thank me first! ” She smil­
ingly approached the verandah and sat down.

'* What have you got ? ” He said from his room.
“ A real live moorhen! The old woman a few 

doors away gave it to me.”
Ryudo was silent, but after a moment he carefully 

put down his brushes, and came to where she was 
seated.

" What do you think about it ? Aren’t you glad ? ” 
“ But why on earth did she give you such a thing ? ” 
“The other day I was chatting to her about 

moorhens, and she told me that, if we set some floating 
hooks for eels about the garden, it would be very easy 
to catch one. She did so, and caught this one for us! ”

Ryudo streched out his hands, and gently attempted 
to undo the furoshiki. The bird, which had remained 
quiet until this moment, now began to flutter beneath 
its covering.

“ Please do not touch it, for it might get away.
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Soon Mr. Imanisni will come along with a chichen-pen 
which our neighbour has kindly offered to lend us.”

The bird continued to flutter, but uttered no cry. 
After a while it settled quielty down again.

The moorhen would never become tamed. It not 
only refused to be tame, but it would eat nothing; and, 
when Ryudo was absent from home, it beat its wings 
against the wire of its cage and tried its hardest to get 
free. No sooner did he make his appearance than it 
would run into a comer of its cage, and would stand 
with its tail toward him, remaining absolutely motion­
less.

Ryudo became very anxious about the bird. He 
gave it goby and small silver carp, and he made Ima- 
nishi catch young dragon-flies for it to eat. Sometimes 
he would attach some food to a bamboo-stick and 
would push it through the wire-netting close to the 
bird, but this only made it flutter its wings, or move 
to the other comer of the cage, where it would im­
mediately become immovable as before.

As he watched its antics, he could not help think­
ing that its fear and its motionless attitude as if of 
anger were something like the nature of the girl he 
had once loved. But every time he thought of this it 
made him sad.

■' No bird will become tame, even though such a 
man as you gives it persistent attention. Let it be 
free and it will become tame naturally. If it felt 
hungry then it would surely look for food! ”

“ Yes, I believe you are right,” he answered gently
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and rather unusually for him.

The next morning, soon after getting up, he went 
to look at his moorhen. He found the bird lying on 
its side on the floor of the cage, with its long legs 
stretched out straight in front of it, quite dead. Over 
its cold body insects and dragon-flies crawled about.

As Ryudo gazed, he was filled with horror.
That evening, when they were sitting together, the 

student remarked: Moorhens are very delicious to 
eat When I told our neighbour that we had buried 
our dead moorhen, they were very regretful 1 ”

“ In spite of their regret I would never eat a bird 
I had tried to tame! Even if the day comes when I 
shall realize my great aspiration, I will never again try 
to keep a moorhen! ” he added with a bitter smile.

TUB END
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Ĝ
-JSSj!$=S'

’
 

'52-«EiĴ
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SS :;44X i vfr̂
-4; Q4iGf̂
>
’4lll?J<»SSi:BinU* * K AiŜ
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a*̂
^̂
-«ra'$!G

’
J44»f̂
' 

i>.<344G:4i+.̂
- j

rrci'fÂ
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* 

J

S

S

t

i

C

 V

105



ll'r̂ 

rs.?-' ■(i!-<'
’
,i'!?-«̂
«̂̂
j~:j° 

g
:
-
-
J
»
?
i
i
g
-
<
i
s
v
"
"

-'S'' «SPV"'<3il»'S'!f''.-'2̂
?̂
Ŵ
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'«24̂
?44° ̂
£
i
5
t
«
i
4
)
K

r̂
s-Ji: j G'̂
§3̂
-®-S44 

f



■-)' - «<;=Jt2j3E: 

1 

1 
>
i
S
S
6
S
V

<
’
 44
“ »«.n« I,

4=4̂
4gi4i'?fc?'̂
<,5e442«i&frf 

■
e
G
§
2
"

’n!!l*®aSS*5'!̂
^

-si2i-<EWf>±±-»:̂
-*'<|ij' ̂
-
u

” 

:.
’

®S5;ilg?î
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îj

re*fltt«?'U° 

B̂
V'Hi«-*»' ̂
:̂̂
-̂l'l}̂
■̂
frQ''V̂
1̂

’•-̂
V''<̂
S'î
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iâ
aS'7̂
«

‘
i'i5?SSi4'«!?'t>'«s:î
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nA)t''' g
4
S
!
2
'

!£̂
L!I!̂
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Sĝ
-Q̂
S!̂
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«' B3 Q 4̂
-6̂

4̂K̂
S W
 

4:
’

W
£
£
 I 

^̂
sQ-̂
giiS' 

«
 

USAj+̂
î
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Sĝ
®.̂
<:̂
'̂
>-x̂
g:fi--=
‘‘̂̂3!i
’̂te2T-'5if̂

$̂f'"«B«̂

’
Hiî
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î51*̂
-
’
»S' 

*i V
 $1S Q
 

V"«
 «
 xj V 

-si4i •

iS5$ii"Q̂
3JS-KSrilAj' 

>vi';»'tei 2̂
it a

j
«

62



!
)
V
j

111

S
g
S
H
 <" 
’
'?S' 9
"
i'
I
Z
:
5
2
'
^
^
"
-
^

’X
k
)
*
<
>
'
-
<
J
*

H
>
©
M
 ©
 ?-'
n
^
^
d
 

'

"'PiJ

■='<'SgiV̂
!ac.:r.A<*̂
'

’ !
!
g
S
<
-
«
-
O
'
r
'
^
U
!
H
^
^
<
9
4
^
©
f
>
)
)
b
S
*
<
V
T
'
*



SŜ
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‘
-)'*< 

fef:.I,,

iRS'Ss'S 

i?55''0SSS'a-R>̂
'' ■f'̂
'nx̂
AJtaSAjQ 

1

4Q-='
aj<|h 

B!K!B(K!fl-2tli!Qlia <" *« Q »u «
 t1cd< 2|jB̂
 ̂
-JiH 

*

&i



Si<)SSSfS'S6«'' 
’
W*<Jf'-<n]i
’
2i,«K!S'̂
S3xi
‘
<3 9-'<'2' 
1

44* "
S
5
S
ll̂
'='? 

’
^
V
' 

?-*Jg ft§̂
5̂
£'213aV!wJS-5?-̂
■̂
! iVj 

S9- 

•aS'̂
2S'«

«

?

S

«

<

h

*

i

2

^

-

j

g

9

.

v

O

«

4

i

f

1 
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Ĝai!r£'

.

.

.
•

,,A)v5'.J't̂
.gV"«.XŜ
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?
’V>oaf;«' J»:«i'46Sif)h'' ■̂
'9 

#>«?»<-•«•

«
 
ru'-fri(;>M<;'i;V̂
2K:-<

’

’ îlfĉ
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sŝ
' 

’
«
«
 S -

1
^
®
 

"iP+<'W«̂
-:AjE36*<5-'fe.

.

.
•



5<sn̂
 
.
.
.

’

M
o
n
^
 

.

.

.

•

i!f!<«
 

-u=-r 
s
 
>
,
©
*
4

’

4j< 

c
 i
.
0
<C4i i

S

’;

iS<«
 

C
«
®
S
,
^
o
?

’0)

«
 

«
®
E
R
'

^7



« 

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.
'

U)'('-fl.
.

’

B
g
o
n
f
t
 
(
g
S
?
'
i
^
E
^
^

‘2.<;)

«
 

.

.

*

(
«
!
»
-
-
>
 V̂
 I
K
 ►<})

rfonift

«
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î
nasi

«
 

^

■

<

'

:

;

;

s

-

So..

HjtJDW 
C2S?-29-SK?'(̂
4>o
)

46



4<fr 

®iif|?
’»̂̂f>,*'2i:fS'*<
‘
-̂4̂'-t'' tW"'>V.
.

• (af'4
’
4
’’)

#
 
4
H
f
r
2
 i
v
'
^
•
¥
>
9
■
^
!
-
^
^
^
?
>
i
S
'
<
'
■

X
 

«■)!!( ̂
 a
'
?
'
f
v
O
^
'
-
a
^
p
J
3
4
i
S
X
J

’

i$K 

>'©**•

.

.

.
t̂. 
jf)5iy}iigi!S!>-)4i<;'-«s'« ;
,
•

’aĵ
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' s$-0Bi4̂
-r' 

i'f)

24



A
t
i
h
-
S
'
h
'
 

.

.

A>i#44t
’w-r«M;<wsiV-*'' 

i.* 

.

.

.

1 <;'G«-tU'Q-ili
‘
AJ2' 4i?4!
?
£
£
§
*
?
>
>
!
&
'
 ̂
laxiG'

rtfr 

.

.

•WN«i 

■S4r444x̂
«̂
SU>9-'- 

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.
-

®
5
i

‘
«

’3
’
¥)̂
i'
’
 •?»S'̂
i'H'('-pŜ
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JÎ
I 

H
P
'

’
 

SK̂
©̂
gii-J.H-rAi«««aS'!j.'
‘
 
.
.
.

;)S 

<'2iat4i2°-

•W-N̂
! 

S'S;4'<'Qa);o

. 

iVo

I i5sS'J3̂
1S'5'2Jg'S<'»:J-y;̂
P̂fc«'r-
’
 :?)iii5:;̂»n-j
’
-j>-i'!E 

I

S
^
T
'
S
?
*
'
'
 
W
-
r
>
-
-
>
P
-
)
»
V
^
)
l
a
i
2
S
5
^
.
B
»
<
!
A
l
l
H
.
^
-
e
®
'
^
9
-

’

22



a
^
5
i
*
'
4
2
?
'
&
V
-
»
'
«
*
-
J
i
©
£
£
4
a
®
f
r
U
>
9
-

’-
^
W
i
i
-
<
W
2
«
 

>
v
i
r
'
W
E
:
j
»
^
-
>
V
'
.
v
^
i
'
^
,
a
j
)
(
g
l
r
'
Q
-
A
j
<
2
i
M
i
l
x
i
«
<
J
'

’

S'
’ ,
v
»
f
'
®
?
.
-
r
.
H
e
:
0
-
a
^
5
'
«
<
'
V
^
'

’ c
n
S
®
-
-
5
«
1
2
«
H
:
i
-
^
S
 

S
^
S
'
!
?
-
'
<
'
2
O
S
'
S
S
:
~
-
i
;
^
^
^
3
g
«
S
'
;
:
^
S
*
?
t
r
S
S
I
'
<
i
^
9
-
A
J
"
 
^
S
f
f
S
-
<
5
1
 
I j
e
2
l
K
4

“ 

r
t
f
r
 
«
H
i
K
^
 

s
J
>
9
-
A
j
V
'
^
)
S
»
w
*
<
A
J
E
U
l
i
3
5
<
'
.
^
(
J
-

“ 

l?t'̂
 

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

21



.

.

.
«i1?:tS3|C-«>.»̂
44»*'L'si# A
*
*
*
 V
 *«"'-*̂
iK-4®̂
a:i*»

c 

Ki 
-<J 
,4'<n W
 M X} 
“
)

Kil$ 
o
i
"

^
)
i
a
 

—

p:j'̂
 
.
.

]s:-.fl̂
g-€«-̂
w-r.iHr̂
a'fe<(?<?̂
A) s
m
u
f
'

-
-

^
E
S
S
'
 ^
’
J't'iv 

«-->'r'?-»̂
°̂ .
.
.



^
-
-
j
«<•.■'203
”i;>c-u 1̂
4̂
;iSl;r̂
5.
’

rt'4- 

M
-
n
,
v
G
S
t
1'4314̂
0

.

.

■W'NtS! 

'-
’♦

^

'

■

«

}

t

4

1

^

'

'

^

^

<

>

 
.
.

-r'U' 

—

.

.

.

i*J'(''̂
$;S'5-t'®S'{5Î
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Ê
if)'r'°

>
V
'
-
3
'
H
:
i
!
!
i
I
®
S
V
'
S

l;il̂
 
E*:feV'2<rf-̂
a
’
V
®
 1 <m
’-

£«'VS'?-'r'i:#ia?»«'?V'''

18



iiO-" «
B

‘
-
j©?»SSI
f4>«V<41*''

$:.S'A)S
’
fe45«;'>iOUi9-'

’
 $î
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i-ia2«H'!? "̂
'n* 

QJC'

♦iSEU'?-'
’

Ŝ
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ŜV'-Q'i'' -e-t'lI2®;2-J>̂
«̂J'4f'9-!i£l*J2'' .
.

5
 «

Is •? BS-0 

*
 i:? ♦t'2
 
i 

■« ̂1'<'
’

■?>a 

1 E-<E)st'«-̂
 S.-»S"®i!!>?'t̂
2«' .
.

—
■*< 

‘
©SZ
ajiK'̂
-̂-

’

i
©
'

^
S
I
S
S
'
^
£
£
9
-
?
i
i
-
'
i
5
(
^
i
^
9
-
A
J
S
S
V
'
l
f
l
S
'
=
'

’
*
<
>
*
-

;
g
S
l
E
S
*
?
!
f
i'S:<4*<f''̂
''

2

’
Jf''' 
•
m
i
E
S
g

iia «
«
 

;
5
a
 

{
n
i
K
S
S
A
;
:
;
4
 

s
b
^
s
S
«
s
P
'
A
'
(
'
S
g
-
J
2
2
K
i
?
®
^
«
'
 

■̂
•

“
'
i
S
S
S
S
'
*



——-»' -

®
 

FF̂ 
!5F 

(1

;4i 

W
 

B
 

1 

@
 

Ifj 

•-■■ ;-\.. 

J® h; * 

.

.

.

.
-o-r.vt<:>VK'' 

.

.

.

«
H
 

.

.
S
O
*





ZH

a
 AJ 

1S
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.

.

.

.

.

.

.

— 
n.:3 

g: m
 

!,<-
-
-
-
-
-
St® S
+
l
"
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.

_
_
_
_
_
 
tri a
 

S
 
<
-
-
-
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
 

-
-
-
-
-
-

—
--
-
-
-
-
-
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
..
.
.
.
..
 

’'

.

.

.

.

.

 

J
J
X
?
 

<
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.

-
-

-.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.

 

•$. 

Q
 
S
 
®

.

.

.

.

.

.

.-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-

.

.

.

.
 

a
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-

.

.

-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
..

-
-
'
O
b
.

_-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
1̂13 Si 

Ŝ-





A REMINDER 
Materials are due 
on the last date 
stamped below
NOV 2 7 ;5'5
0 3 1335__
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