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PREFACE

The plays and short stories which appear in these 
two volumes are all translations from the well-known 
playwrights and authors of contemporary Japan. I com­
menced this work several years ago, and it comprises all 
I have translated since January 1925 till now. Many of 
these stories and all the plays have already been pub­
lished in either “The Japan Times ” of Tokyo, or “The 
Osaka Mainichi.” It is with their kind courtesy and 
permission that I am able to reprint them in book form.

My most grateful thanks are especially due to the 
anthors who so graciously gave me their consent to 
translate their plays and stories into English.

My aim in doing these translations has been to 
enable English readers in Japan to have the opportu­
nity of reading the works of some of Japan’s best-known 
writers, for up till the present time I think none of 
these have been translated into the English language.

it is almost impossible that any translation can 
equal, much less excel the original; so to derive any 
true benefit or thorough enjoyment from any work of 
this kind is by getting into direct touch with the 
original text written in the original form and language. 
1 have therefore decided to include the Japanese texts 
which may add to the interest of the Japanese reader.

The task of a translator becomes doubly hazardous 
when he is translating the Japanese language into 
English, because the very inspiration of the two lan­
guages is so widely different. The habits, traditions, 
and even the thoughts of the Japanese people are 
extremely different from those of Europeans, and there 
is very little kinship in the grammatical constructions 
of the English and Japanese languages. This makes 
the work of the translator all the more difficult.
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In the case of the present translations I have done 
my best to present them in a form that can easily be 
understood from an English reader’s standpoint. There 
is little pretence on my part of presenting them as 
efforts of any literary merit as far as English is concern­
ed, but I have tried to translate simply, yet without 
losing the charm of the original Japanese text.

I am deeply indebted to the following translators 
who did the original translations from Japanese into 
English with my collaboration :

The late Mr. Yoshinobu Tada,
Professor of English at the Matsue High School, in western 

Japan.
Mr. Haruo Endo,

A boy student of the 1th year grade of the Seijo Middle 
School, Tokyo, Japan.
Mr. Eiji Ukai,

Professor of English at the Seijo Middle School, Tokyo, 
Japan.
Mr. Eitaro Sayama,

Prof sser of English at the Seijo Gakuin, Kinuta Mu a, 
near Tokyo.

Any faults that may be found by the reader in the 
interpretation of the contents of this book lies entirely 
with the translators, but should the readers? find in it 
some deserving or praiseworthy merits, the credit is 
entirely due to the original Japanese text.

February 1930.
Eric S. Bell

SUZUNO IS'MU,

Higashi Kaigan, Chigasak', 
Kanagawa-ken, Japzn.
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Jun-ichiro Tanizaki



JUN-ICHIRO TANIZAKI

Jun-ichiro Tanizaki, the author of the following 
drama, was born at Nihonbashi, Tokyo, Japan, in the 
19th year of Meiji (1886). Upon graduating from the 
College of Literature at the Tokyo Imperial University, 
he at once began his career as a writer and a man of 
letters, and has always kept a most prominent position 
ever since in the literary sphere of Japan.

This author shows a unique genius by his clever 
treatment of cases of abnormal sexuality, which was 
first proved when he published the following books: 
“ Osai & Minosuke,” “ The Devil,” and “ On the way.”

Besides the above-mentioned works, “ The conversa­
tion between A and B,” and his very clever “ Man and 
God,” are his most representative books. The latter 
work is especially interesting, being a kind of autobiog­
raphy.

Mr. Tanizaki has always something novel to reveal 
to his reader by his clever method of expression, and 
in his selection of materials. His works are ' always 
very attractive, and have been received throughout Japan 
with much enthusiasm.

Although “ Byakko-no-yu ” is not so well known 
as many of his other plays, it is undoubtedly a fine 
stage-drama. One of his more famous dramas, 
“ Okuni and Gohei ”, appears in the second volume 
of this book.

Eric S. Bell.





The White Fox (“ Byakko-no-yu ”)

Persons in the Play

KAKUTARO (Kaku-chan). A young man enchanted 

by a fox.
OSAYO. His lover.
OSAYO’S MOTHER. An old woman.
THE FOX.
THE FOX’S CHILDREN.
A FOREIGN WOMAN.
AN OLD WOMAN SERVANT. Attendant to foreign 

woman.
A FOREIGN MAN.
A POLICEMAN.

Scene
{Into the middle of the sta^ from aborue runs a deep 

and narroui stream. Many large rocks and boulders in 
the bed of the stream prevent the audienee from seeing 
the water, but the rushing torrent can be heard splashing 
and washing on the rocks below the banks. On each side 
are hi^ cliffs, and a narrow pathway runs up to a 
small bridge which crosses the stream above. The path 
from the stream descends to L.C. to the edge of the river 
near the front of the stage, and there stands an old 
cottag;. This building is the bath-house of a small hot­
spring which is sltddy visible ihroufi the open door.
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The water of the bath is only indicated by a line of 
white.

The cottage has a little window on its left side, but, 
as the entrance faces the river, some large rocks in front 
prevent us from seeing much of the interior which seems 
to be in complete darkness.

It is ni^-time in the early autumn. On the edges 
of the dijfs many Shiro-hagi shrubs are in full bloom. 
Sitting aloTK on a rock near the entrance of the cottage is 
Osayo. She is gazing up the river. Presently, an old 
woman—her mother—comes wandering down the steep 
descent of the diff s edge toward the bridge. She carries 
a bundle of firewood on her shoulders. When she 
reaches the middle of the bridge she looks down and 
notices Osayo. She stops.}
Mother.—Who is that down there ? Is it you,

Osayo ?
'Osayo.—{Remains silent}.
Mother.—Good gracious! Whatever are you doing 

here at this time.?
Osayo.—{Does not answer, but her face shows embar­

rassment, which her mother notices.}
Mother.—Why are you sitting there at midnight? In 

spite of what I have often told you, never to come 
down here ! How long have you been here ? At 
what time did you come?

Osayo.—{Seems about to answer her, but stops.} 
Mother.—What ? what is that you say ?
Osayo.—I didn’t say anything.
Mother.—Oh, didn’t you? Even though you won’t 
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speak, I know your reason quite well—I tell you 
to come home quickly ! Come home with me!

Osayo.—(Makes no answer.)
Mother—Do you hear what I say ? I told you to 

come home! Anyway, what business have you to 
leave our house without anyone to watch it? I 
toH you distinctly this very morning that I must 
go to the neighboring village, and that my return 
would be late at night. Oh, what a stupid girl you 
are! (She pauses} Won’t you come home with me 
me now?

Osayo. Oh, dear Mamma, I will come soon.
Mother. Oh, you worry me! (Looking up into the 

sky) Look! the moon is already hiding among the 
branches of the pine-trees on Mt. Hanno-ki. I 
don t think you can see it, can you ?

Osayo. Of course I can see it! I am waiting for 
the coming of the moon!

Mother.—Waiting for the coming of the moon ?
Osayo.—Yes, I am waiting the coming of a man with 

the moon!
Mother. Pooh! If you are waiting for him, you 

will wait a long time, for you will never see him 
again. Kakutaro is already dead!

Osayo.-But I’ve heard that if he had really died, his 
body would have been found. At the time of the 
death of his brother and sister I was told that their 
dead bodies were seen from the bridge, floating 
face upwards on the surface of the stream.

Mother.—Yes, at that time they were said to be seen.
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but there is some doubt about it, Kakutaro has 
been drowned in the stream or has died on the 
mountains, so I am sure his body will never be 
found.

Osayo.—But it is said by the old people of this village, 
that if men are enchanted by foxes they will all 
fall into the river and will meet their deaths, and 
after a time their bodies will change to the bodies 
of human beings, and will afterwards be seen float­
ing on the surface of this deep river.

Mother.—In spite of what they say, I am sure it will 
be a long time before his body will be seen in the 
stream. Why, it is only five or six days since he 
disappeared!

Osaya—Therefore, if it is only such a short time since 
his disappearance he must still be living.

Mother.—I wonder if he could live on the mountains 
without food if he were enchanted by a fox ?

Osayo.—But the mistress of our school told us that 
if we could get water enough to drink, we could 
manage to live for some twenty days, so I believe 
Kaku-chan is still alive.

Mother.—If he lives, we must never allow a man 
who is enchanted by a fox to enter our home any 
more! {She frowns at her dau^iter, who nods 
her head sadly. The old woman crosses the bridge, 
and coming dawn the path, she seats herself good- 
naturedly near her daughter^) Oh, my dear 
Osayo, why do you think about him so much ’ 
You are still very young, and when you reach a
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marriageable age, you can easily find a good and 
ideal husband.

Osaya—Why, Mamma, I never think about such 
things!

Mother.—Then, why worry so much over Kaku-chan ? 
You had better come home with me now. If such 
a thing had happened to you I would never know 
how to answer to our good Buddha; I’ve given up 
thinking about Kaku-chan long ago!

Osayo.—But, Kaku-chan is your nephew.
Mother.—No, I don’t like to think that a man who 

is enchanted by a fox can possibly be a nephew 
of mine. All his family, and even his ancestors 
were enchanted in this way. Why, it was that 
fox’s trick which caused the deaths of his brother 
and sister!

Osayo.—But our school-mistress declares that now­
adays fox enchantments do not exist at all.

Mother.—If your teacher argues such a thing, why 
can’t we find some logical cause for his disap­
pearance? In Kaku’s childhood this strange en­
chantment showed itself; but afterwards, when he 
had secured a good position, he returned home 
again with the brains and manner of a madman. 
After that I was obliged to look after him in my 
home. He never did a stroke of work, and would 
only wander about the mountains all day long. 
When his mother became mad, she did just the 
same thing.

Osayo.—Oh, dear! I did not know this about my
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aunt; but, as for Kaku-chan, I am certain it was 
not the enchantment of a fox that caused him to 
be so strange, for he was only slightly mad. If we 
thought of him kindly, he might perhaps find his 
resurrection.

Mother.—No, I don’t believe, Osayo, that he was 
any ordinary madman. People say that at midnight 
he was often seen walking with a fox that had 
pure white fur, near this hot-spring of Byakko.

Osaya—Mamma, I tell you that you are too easily 
led to believe all you hear, and it amuses people 
to tell you these strange and imaginative stories. 
You know, they are not necessarily true.

Mother.—But I can’t find any reason for their telling 
me things which are untrue. Do you know, I was 
even told that the night before last, a gentleman 
from the Chitoseya saw him, and again the night 
before that he was seen by Oroku-san, and also 
by the servants of this very bath-house.

Osayo.—Oh, they are all nervous!
Mother.—Even if they are, there must be some truth in 

what they say, because they all have seen the man. 
I tell you, the man I spoke of saw him, and the 
night before that he was seen by others too.

Osayo.—Then, if someone saw him, Kaku-chan is still 
alive!—But why didn’t these people stop him, and 
bring him home?

Mother.—Even though you would like them to do so, 
Osayo, no person would ever venture down to the 
bottom of this gully at midnight. After the sun 
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sets they are afraid of this place, and no one will 
approach this cottage then.

Osayo.—Then, where did they see Kaku-chan?
Mother.—Look! All of them saw him {pointing

toward the upper part of the cliff) when they 
passed that chestnut-tree on the high-road. They 
can get a clear view from there of this cottage. 
Besides, the fox only makes his appearance when 
it is a moonlight night.

Osaya—I wonder if such a thing really does hap­
pen?

Mother.—Oh, of course it happens! You have 
already been told many times that as soon as the 
autumn begins, and when the hagi-flowers are in 
full bloom, the fox is sure to come down to this 
cottage to take his bath. Look there! At the 
hour when the moon makes its appearance over 
the side of Mt. Hanno-ki, and when it becomes as 
bright as daylight in the valley, and when the 
□loonbeams crawl into the interior of the cottage, 
the fox always takes a dip in the waters of the 
bath.

Osaya—Who invented such a story?
Mother.—Who? Why, for many long years people 

have seen him there. As the bath-water is very 
clear, the moonbeams creep into it through the 
door. In the middle of the water, the fox can be 
seen shaking his pure white fur, and throwing the 
water over his neck and under his arm-pits with 
such rapidity that it makes the scene appear as
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ghastly as the vision of the snow-maiden. Should 
anyone attempt to peep into the inside of the 
cottage to see his beautiful body more closely, 
they will afterwards become enchanted by the fox, 
and will end their days as madmen. Kaku-chan’s 
mother, brother and sister all met their ends in 
this way.

Osaya—Then does Kaku-chan always come to watch 
the fox at night-time?

Mother.—" Yes, I assure you that every night he comes 
here and peeps into the cottage, according to the 
story of a man who saw him from that chestnut­
tree up yonder. He said that from there he could 
not see very much, but he saw the pure white fur 
of the fox glittering in the moonlight, and after­
wards watched him gliding silently out of the 
cottage and across the bridge. At such a time 
Kaku-chan follows close behind him.

Osaya—After he crosses the bridge, where does he 
go?

Mother.—Perhaps they go to the upper part of the 
river. They say there is a fox’s den in that place. 
(Osayo looks up at the moon, and then tume her 
gaze to the upper part of the river. A pause.)

Mother.—Oh, Osayo, my dear, how long do you 
intend to remain here? Let us give up talking 
about it now.

Osaya—I will stay here a little longer.
Mother.—Why do you talk in such a foolish way? 

Oh, look! The moon has already come over this
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side of the mountain!
Osayo.—Yes, I see it. I intend to stay here and wait 

for the moon, and will then bring Kaku-chan 
home. Please go home now, and leave me here. 
Mamma dear. {The moon gradually shines full into 
the valley i)

Mother.—You must take your mother’s advice some­
times. You know that, if you stay here, you may 
be also enchanted by the fox!

Osayo.—I don’t care what you say, so don’t worry 
about me any longer.

Mother.—Good gracious! What an obstinate girl you 
are! All right, if you refuse to come with me, I 
shall call the policeman to make you come.

Osayo.—Very well, mother, do as you please.
Mother.—Come, Osayo! {She rises, and pulls at 

Osayo’s hands, endeavouring to make her Gondii 
Stand up, stand up, I say!

Osayo.—But have you no pity for Kaku-chan ? If you 
are so heartless and uncharitable, I know that some 
harm will come to your daughter!

Mother.—Don’t talk such nonsence! Why don’t you 
stand up?

Osayo.—Oh, why can’t you leave me alone? {The 
mother again pulls roughly at her daughter’s hands, 
and fitting her to her feet, drags her tmuard the 
bridged)

Osayo.—Oh, Mother, please let me go! Please!
Mother.—I won’t, I tell you! However much you may 

struggle, I will take you home with me!



14 Eminent Authors of Japan

Osayo.—But, I hate to leave here! Oh, Mother, please 1 
(.Her mother tugs at the grl’s dress, and drags her 
on again until they disappear round the path on the 
right side of the cliff. For a time Osayo's cries 
can be heard.) Let me go! Oh, Mother, let me 
go, I say! (And then her voice dies away in the 
distanced)

(There is a long pause. The moonlit streams 
full into the valley, and shines into the interior of 
the cottage. Many insects can be heard purling, and 
the ripplings of the crickets fill the air with sound. 
The only other sound is the running of the stream 
over the rocks.

Suddenly, Kakutaro makes his appearance among 
the rocks high up in the bed of the river. He seems 
to have climbed down the rocks from above. He 
wears a very worn kimono, with sleeves badly tom. 
Japanese zori, or sandals, worn threadbare are on 
his feet. He jumps from rock to rock, endeavouring 
to reach the bridge. Suddenly he slips on a big rock, 
and tottering, he falls on his face. He remains very 
still, as if he were badly hurt.

There is a long pause. Insects sing noisily in the 
bushes and trees and the rushing of the water are 
the only sounds heard.

Suddenly, Osayo is seen approaching rapidly round 
the cliff-road where she disappeared some time be­
fore. As she hurries on, she keeps turning her head 
to make sure she is not being pursued by her mother. 
After crossing the log-bridge, she reaches the cottage. 
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and seems about to peep into the interior, but fear 
causes her to resist from doing so. She notices the 
moonlight shining into the door, and so she decides to 
come round to the cottage window. At first she 
catches hold of the window ledges, and tries to raise 
herself to look in, but fear again seizes her, and in a 
sudden fit of great terror she steps back to the bridge 
again, and looks around her anxiously. As she gazes 
toward the upper part of the river, she notices Ka- 
kutaro lying on the rocks above. She jumps down 
quickly, and runs to him.)

Osayo.—Kaku-chan, my dear Kaku-chan! Whatever 
is the matter? Why are you lying there? What 
are you doing?—Oh, Kaku-chan! What is it? 
(.Saying this, she tries to lift him on to a rock, and 
sets him down. His clothes are soaking wet.) All 
your clothes are wet! (She then takes his kimono 
in her hands and wrings the water out of it. 
Kakutaro seems absent-minded and looks around him 
as if he were dazed.)

Osayo.—Kaku-chan, where have you been for the past 
few days? I have been so worried about you! 
(She gazes at him in fear I) Oh, Kaku-chan! My 
Kaku-chan! Try and listen to what I am saying. 
You must be very hungry!—Can’t you walk? If 
you can’t, I will carry you on my back.—Will you 
go home with me?—Oh, let us go, Kaku-chan!

Kakutaro.—(Pushes her hands away.) No, I dare not! 
I will never go home any more! (As he speaks he 
looks about him all the time as if he were expecting
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to see somebody^)
Osayo.—But why won’t you go ? Tell me why!
Kakutaro.—I hate your mother, and she treats me 

unkindly!
Osayo—I assure you, dear Kaku-chan, my mother has 

no such ideas about you. She has worried very 
greatly about you, and her heart has been very 
troubled. Do you know that not so long ago, this 
very night, she came down here, and said to me, 
that if you were enchanted by the fox as your 
relations were  {The moon becomes brighter, 
and Kakutaro, as if not hearing her words, becomes 
alert, his eyes sparhLing brightly, and begins to walk 
toward the cottage.)

Osaya—{Frozen to the marrow by sudden fear) Kaku- 
chan ! What are you what are you gazing 
at?

Kakutaro.—Oh, Oh! Look how the moon shines! 
Can’t you see how it has crept into the cottage ? 
{Saying this he begins to go nearer to the cottage, as 
if being drawn by some unseen power I)

Osayo.—{Begins to run, overtaking him. She tries to 
take his hands to hold him back. Oh, don’t go there! 
Don’t look! Kaku-chan!

Kakutaro.—I tell you I will go. She is in the bath! 
already!

Osaya—Oh, Kaku-chan, can’t you believe me? I tell 
you that at this hour no one will come to such a 
place !

Kakutaro.—No, she is there! She is there! Look
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{Peeping toward the cottage door) There is a white 
thing moving about in there. Look! She is there! 
(Hi? moves closer to the cottagel)

Osayo.—{Looks in the direction in which he points, terribly 
fri^itenedi) No, there’s nothing, Kaku-chan. 
There is nothing in there. I have been near this 
cottage for several hours, but I have never seen 
anything or anyone approach this place.

Kakutaro.—But I have been seeing her every night. 
Yes, every night, when the moonbeams creep into 
the cottage door and into the bath, that is usually 
the time she comes here. Last night, and the night 
before, at this very hour, I saw her.

Osaya—You lie to me, Kaku-chan. Such a thing is 
not possible! Nobody can be there at this time of 
night.

Kakutaro.—I am telling you the truth. If you think 
that I am lying to you, come with me and look. 
{Again he peeps into the door-way^ Oh, look! She 
is already there; look, I say! She has already 
taken off her clothes, and I can see her naked 
body I can see her in the bath, and the moon 
is shining upon her pure white naked body, and 
.... oh, oh, Osayo, do look at her!

Osaya—Is afraid, and will not look.) I beg you, I pray 
you not to look in there, for it must be the fox!

Kakutaro.—What nonsense are you talking! I 
assure you it is no fox  It is a woman! I 
know her well, for when I was in Kobe I saw her 
there.
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Osaya—It must be the fox!
Kakutaro.—Who has been telling you such foolish 

things ?
Osayo.—My mother told me, and not only she, but 

also everyone of the villagers says the same thing; 
and when the light shines in there, the fox is always 
within, and anyone who peeps there will surely be 
enchanted by him. We must never look upon him 
while he is there, they say.

Kakutaro.—(Zxzwgfe) Ha, ha, ha! The villagers know 
nothing about it. She is no fox! Osayo-chan, I 
will tell you a secret about this woman. Don’t 
you know that a foreign woman is now staying at 
that villa on the cliffs avobe the abyss of Chigo- 
ga-fuchi ?

Osayo.—(Looking sadly at him) But, Kaku-chan, you 
lie to me, because no foreign woman would come 
here at this time. I think you must be out of your 
senses to believe it!

Kakutaro.—I tell you that all European women hate 
entering the bath in the presence of others, so that 
is the reason she comes here at this time, so that 
she can be alone.

Osaya—But where she is staying they have a bath­
room where quantities of hot water enter by a pipe 
from this same spring.

Kakutaro.—But, she is afflicted with some awful disease, 
and it cannot be cured except by the spring water, 
so she comes here secretly. I am sure that none 
of the villagers know about it
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€)sa.y<i.—{Half believing him) But, how do you know 
of this?

Kakutaro.—When she was in Kobe she dwelt in a 
very old and large foreign-style house very near 
the office of the company I worked for. Ah, I 
know her very well! .... In that house there 
were several foreign women living with her. As 
soon as it was evening, they would always put on 
pretty red or white clothes, and would paint their 
faces in a very charming way  But, after a 
little time, this woman became indisposed, then 
some disease developed.

Osayo.—Even though you may believe that, none of 
the villagars believe she has any disease. In the 
evening, she always is seen walking up the valleys 
or near the stream, and she seems very happy, and 
is a very pleasant woman, they say. All the 
villagers admire her greatly, and for a woman they 
think she is an excellent walker.

Kakutaro.—Yes, because she is gradually recovering 
from her sickness, owing to these baths that she 
takes each night. You can be sure that, if she 
were in good health, she would never stay here for 
such a long time. You know very well that it is 
getting much colder every day, and that no one 
stays in the village at this time of the year.

{While Osayo is thinking over what he says, he 
gets a chanee to escape from her. He suddenly 
jumps off the bridge, and goes down toward the 
cottage again))
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Osayo.—(Follows him, running across the bridge, and 

when she reaches the cottage she tries to pull him 
away from the doori) Kaku-chan! Oh, Kaku- 
chan!

Kakutaro.—have some business with her I tell you f 
If you don’t wish to stay here, please go away. 
Oh, please, Osayo-chan, go away and leave me 
here! (.He peeps again into the cottag;, through the 
window, by catching hold of the window-ledges.} 
Why will you interrupt me?

Osayo—But what would you do if it were a fox?
Kakutara—agam the cottage!) Miss Rosa, 

Miss Rosa! Dont’ you know me? I am the 
messenger from that tailor’s shop in Kobe!

Osayo.—Oh, Kaku-chan, please don’t call out like that! 
(Saying this, she takes hold of him, and with all her 
strength tries to pull him away toward the riot­
hand side of the stage!)

Kakutaro.—There she is! There she is!. - Miss

Rosa!
Osayo.—Don’t, Kaku-chan! (This time she goes to the 

window to look, but shrinks back in terror!) No one 
answers your call, Kakuchan. ... I assure you 
that there is no one there at all!

Kakutaro.—(Paying no attention to Osayo) Miss Rosa! 

Miss Rosa!
Osaya—Oh, let us go home quickly, Kaku-chan! You 

must be crazy!
Kakutaro.-Look. I tell you. She is there! I can see 

her washing her body in the water . . . look! (He 
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holds on to the window-ledges with all his might I 
can see the moon shining into the bath so clearly 
now, that the water looks as transparent as crystal 
.... Miss Rosa’s body is all shining with some­
thing like white snow. . . . It’s not snow, no, it 
shines like new silver .... oh, now she is combing 
her hair and .... oh, just look now! Miss Rosa’s 
hair is like gold. Through the steam I can see it 
floating on the surface of the clear water. Her hair 
is very beautiful, and I tell you it is the hair of a 
woman!

Osayo.—(Goes near the window again as if to look, but 
stops.} You are mad! It seems like that to you, 
but there is no sense in what you say!

Eakutaro.—Oh, she has already undone her hair, and 
it is hanging down over her shoulders. Now she 
is washing her arm. Oh, look how Miss Rosa 
touches the sore on her arm. Rosa, Rosa, when 
you put your arm in such hot water, doesn’t it hint 
you ? . . . . what a beautiful colour that sore is! It 
is reflected in the water like a glittering ruby on a 
surface of white velvet. But, see! She has other 
ones too, .... one on her leg, and there is another 
on her shoulder! Perhaps after all they are not 
sores, perhaps they are rubies. They glitter like 
.... Oh, Osayo-chan, look and see how wonder­
fully white her neck is! I tell you it is the skin 
of a human being! (Osayo, after a little heitation, 
at last takes hold of the zoindow-ledge. She seems 
very frightened, but Kakutaro keeps tempting her
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look. She peers through the window, then suddenly 
draws back terrified at the apparition she has seen. 
She utters a scream as she steps away.) Oh!

Ogayo.—(.Pale and trembling, goes quickly past the cottage, 
as if to run away. As she does so, she half turns 
and cries to Kakutaroi) Oh! The .... that.... 
that is the Fox! It is the fox, Kaku-chan .... I 
saw the fox!

Kahutaro.—Oh, she has finished washing and bathing 
now, and is drying her body with a towel. Rosa, 
Rosa, are you coming out in a minute ? If you 
are, I shall meet you in front of the cottage.

Osayo.—Kakutaro, I tell you it is no human-being. . . 
it is a white fox! All that Mamma told me is 
true, absolutely true ! I am going at once for the 
policeman. (After finishing these words, she rushes 
off in great fear, and, upon crossing the bridge, she 
disappears along the mountain-road on the right sidei)

Kakutaro.—Now she has quite dried her body, and is 
beginning to dress. Her gown is made from white 
towelling. Both her body and her dress are white 

she almost deceives me into thinking she is 
a snow-maiden .... Again she is crouching near 
the edge of the tank! . . . . Oh, I can see her 
shadow reflected in the hot-spring water. It is not 
a clear reflection, but it is like some figure on the 
moon appearing through a pearly mist. Ah, I 
know it—did you forget to bring your mirror with 
you, Rosa? That is why you are bending over 
the water, so that you can see your beautiful body
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as in a looking-glass! Now she is dressing her 
hair, and drops of water are falling from it ... . 
the golden drops are falling in showers as she binds 
it up ... . She has finished at last! She is squeez­
ing her towel, and commences to dry her feet . . . 
and now she is putting on her white linen shoes! 
.... Are you ready now, Rosa? .... Are you 
coming out ? . . . . I am here. {He hurriedly gpes 
to the entrance of the cottage.) At last she is coming, 
and .... Rosa?

(As he says the last word, a fox disguised in the 
dress and body of a woman appears in the door­
way. The figure looks like that of some Occidental 
woman. A robe made of white towelling covers her 
body, and on her bare feet are white linen shoes. 
She carries a basket in which can be discerned a 
soap-case, sponge and towel. As she mmes from the 
door, the pale opalescent moon-beams that were 
previously streaming into the door when she was 
bathing, now follow her as she leaves. The cottage 
becomes dark again, and the beam of light enshrouds 
her body and bathes her in a milky light. Upon 
seeing her closely, Kakutaro steps back a little, as if 
attracted by her great beauty. The fox Rances once 
at him, then ^ides with a quiet step past him, and 
is about to cross the bridge.)

Kakutaro.—(With some hesitation) Excume me, Rosa- 
san, Rosa-san! Please tell me if you are Rosa- 
San?

'The Fox. {Stops half way across the bridge and looks
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down at him. She speaks in rather broken Japanese, 
imitating the accent of a foreigner:) Yes, I am Rosa 
.... I am Rosa. Who are you ?

Kakutaro.—I? .... Of course I am the messenger­
boy who was once employed by Nakamura, the 

tailor, in Kobe. ,
The Fox.—Oh, yes. You worked once in Nakamura s 

shop?
Kakutaro.—Yes, I once served there .... for abou 

three years. I remember very well often coming 
up to your place with messages and parcels. You 
had a great variety of dressing-gowns, hadn’t you ? 
Do you remember when I used to go up to your 
room which was at the comer of the second storey ? 
It was there that I saw your chest of drawers with 
a great looking-glass on it .... it was next to your 
bed, and I remember it was full of dresses, wasn t 
it? ... . Oh, Rosa-san, I remember everything, 

quite well.
The Fox.-Oh, do you? ... . And your name, what 

is it?
Kakutaro.—I’m named Kakutaro.
The Fox.—Oh, yes, Kakutaro .... I know you now. 

I remember you as the messenger-boy at that tine. 
(Saying this, she comes back again across the Irridge, 
and standing close to him, looks into his face:)

Kakutaro.-You were very kind to me then. When­
ever you saw me you used to stroke my head, and 
call me Kakutaro-san, Kakutaro-san. Then you 
used to give me lovely chocolates wrapped in silver
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paper.
The Fox.—Yes, I remember well. I gave you choco­

lates, I always thought you were a very smart 
messenger-boy. I never forgot you, you see. (.The 
fox sits down on a rock.} Why do you stand there ? 
Come and sit here near me!

Kakutaro.—Oh, thank you, it is very kind of you. (He 
takes a seat near her, with great delight.}

The Fox.—Kakutaro-san, why are you here?
Kakutaro.—Oh, I will tell you about myself. I once 

was employed there, but unfortunately it was reputed 
that I was mad. It was untrue .... but I had to 
leave, and retruned again to this part of the country, 
which is my native place.

The Fox.—Do your father and mother live here?
Kakutaro.—No. Both of them are dead, so I was 

compelled to live with my aunt.
The Fox.—I see. So you stay here with your aunt, do 

you?
Kakutaro.—No, not now. I’ve already fled from her 

house, for I hate her very much .... she treats 
me very badly, and is always scolding me.

The Fox.—Then, where are you staying now ?
Kakutaro.—I have no home at all. By day, I always 

hide myself in the woods and on the mountains, 
and at night I aways come down here to this valley 
.... Rosa-san, I know that you visit this bath 
every night, and so every evening I come here and 
peep at you from this spot.

The Fox.—What! Have you been here every night?
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Were you here last night, and other nights before 
that?

KakutaroYes. Last night, and the night before, and 
each night before that, and I have watched you 
taking your bath. I have spoken to you each time, 
saying: ‘ Rosa-san, Rosa-san! ’ but although I have 
called your name many times, you have never once 
replied to me.

The Fox.—Is what you tell me true ? I’ve never known 
you were here, and I am very sorry for you, Kaku- 
taro-san. Will you forgive me?

Kakutaro.—I have been very troubled because you 
would never answer me. But never mind about it 
now. I am very happy to-night, because I am abl® 
to talk to you alone. It makes me think again of 
the days I spent in Kobe. Don’t you remember, 
Rosa-san, the many times I came to your room 
with messages ?

The Fox.—I remember very well indeed. And now I 
remember giving you those chocolates.

Kakutaro.—There were many decorations and pictures 
in your room, weren’t there ? Pictures, photos, and 
clothes, and other things.... I remember that you 
had a cage hanging by the window, in which you 
kept a canary.

The Fox.—Yes, you have a very good memory.
Kakutaro.—How I envied that little bird!
The Fox.—Why? .... Why did you envy it?
Kakutaro.—Because that canary was able to live near 

you night and day .... all the time, and it could
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take it’s food from your soft hand.

The Fox.—Did you love me so much, Kakutaro?
Eakutaro.—Yes, I did love you very much! The 

happiest thing in my life was to be able to visit 
your room. You often played the piano and sang, 
didn’t you? And I remember once when I called, 
and walked into your rooms suddenly, you were 
sitting close to a fat foreigner, who was dressed in 
a sailor’s uniform. You scolded me severely, and 
said: ‘Don’t walk into this room without knock­
ing ! ’ And you frowned at me so much that I 
was very unhappy!

The Fox.—Did I? I never meant to be angry with 
you!

Kakutaro.—Yes, .... the same thing happened twice 
after that. The second time the man was not a 
sailor, but was the manager of Kelly & Co., and 
you were both drinking whiskey. You scolded me 
very severely that time, and said sharply: ‘Don’t 
come here, I’ve a visitor! Come again when I ask 
you to! ’ I shall never forget it. I felt very humil­
iated, and my heart became very sad indeed.

The Fox.—Forgive me, Kakutaro-san, please forgive 
me. I am very sorry for you; but, if you knew how 
I was living, you would understand. I was just 
like the canary in that cage, and, though I liked 
you very much, I was compelled to be friendly with 
that sailor, and the manager from Kelly’s. If I 
refused their advances, that wicked old woman 
would have scolded me severely. I was not pay
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own mistress then, can’t you understand?
Kakutara—Oh, do you mean that you loved me then?
The Fox.—Yes, I was devoted to you only. I hated 

both those men, but I was obliged to drink to please 
them, and had to amuse them, or I would have got 
into trouble.

Kakutaro.—Rosa-san, I still have the handkerchief that 
you gave me. (He tches a rose-cdored handkerchief 
made of silk from his dress.) Look at this, the very 
handkerchief that you gave me, and as you handed 
it to me you said: ‘ I will give you this, Kakutaro- 
san!

The Fox.—Yes, that is the same one. Just fancy your 
keeping it till now!

Kakutaro.—On the comer of it is written two letters.
‘K’ and ‘R.’

The Fox.—Yes. {The fox takes it and examines iti) Do 
you understand what those letters mean? R is 
for Rosa, and ‘K’ stands for Kakutaro.

Kakutaro.—But do you know that when I showed it 
to the boys who were working with me at the 
tailor’s, they said that the ‘ K ’ stood for Kelly.

Osayo.—Oh, no, it’s you. I stitched it on specially for 
you because I loved you.

Kakutaro.—Yes, I know. I told them that, but they 
laughed at me, saying I had made a mistake, and 
it made me madder and madder, and the whole time 
I worked there after that they made all kinds of 
fun of me, and played jokes upon me.

The Fox.—Oh, did thev laugh at you ?
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Kakutaro —Yes, they did. They still say that I am 
enchanted by a fox, and as the villagers don’t know 
that you come down here to take your bath, they 
cannot believe that it is a real person who comes 
at night, and think it is a fox.

The Fox.—Ha! Ha! Ha! {She lau^ very loudly.) And 
do they say I am a fox?

Kahutaro.—Yes, they do. Your skin is so white that 
they believe that such a person as you could not 
possibly dwell upon this earth, and so they declare 
you are a fox.

The Fox.—Ho! Ho! Ho! It is funny, very funny!. . 
. . . I’m no fox, I am Rosa, and you know that I 
am and believe me, don’t you?

Kakutaro.—Of course I do, but since you are staying 
at the villa, I have been thinking that perhaps you 
have some disease, and so come here to take the 
hot-spring baths. Oh, Rosa-san, are you not already 
cured ?

The Fox.—Yes, I am quite well now. The hot-spring 
water here is wonderful and would cure any disease. 
Look! {She rolls up her sleeves and shows him her 
wrists.} My body is all as beautiful as this. It is 
very white as you can see.

Kakutaro.—But, on that that elbow you have 
some sore. It is quite a pretty one, just like a ruby!

The Fox.—Oh, do you mean this? {She rolls up her 
sleeve still further, and shows him something.} This 
is not a sore at all. I assure you it is a pure ruby. 
People are apt to think it a sore, but I am deceiving
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them, and it is really a bright ruby that you can 
see. . . . come, touch it gently with your fingers, 

and you will see.
Kakutaro—(ZoMcte it, and finds that it is a pure ruby 

set very skifully into her shin. He also notices dxmmy, 
hair like velvet grrnoing on her pearty white arm.y' 
Oh, it is a ruby ! .... It is truly a ruby! It is just 
as I thought, and no sore at all!

The Fox.-Ha! Ha! Ha! (.She laughs again loudly:)
Kakutara—How it glitters, Rosa-san! If you had a 

real sore on your skin, would it glitter like that 

ruby ?
The Fox.—Ho! Ho! I have had another one set here. 

Please look! (Saying this, she shows him her leg, 
on which soft hair is also growing like white velvet. 
A dark ruby fitters there also.)

'Kakaiscro.—(kneels before her, places her foot on his knee, 
and touches the ruby on her legb Oh, it is true. 
This is a ruby too But what lovely shoes 
you have on!

The Fox.—Ha! Ha! Ha! (She stands upb Now I must 
go home, Kakutaro-san. Will you come with me? 
I will take you to me home if you have no place 
to go. I will show you the lovely avenues and 
streets in my native city.

Kakutaro.-Oh, I suppose the streets where you were 
born must be very beautiful. Oh, please forgive 
me for bothering you, but tell me when you expect 
to leave here, Rosa-san?

The Fox.—To-night .... I will go there, to-night
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Kakutaro.—To-night ? . . . . But isn’t your native place 
in France?

The Fox.—Yes, my country is France. ... I was bom 
in Paris.

Kakutaro.—In Paris? .... To get there, it would 
take me many, many days, and I should have to 
travel by boats and trains, shouldn’t I?

The Fox.—No. It is not necessary to go there by boat 
or train. I will show you an easy way to get to: 
Paris, for I know it quite well. Paris is over 
yonder. (The fox points toward the upper part of 
the riverWe must walk up the river for many 
miles, and soon we shall reach Paris. Won’t you 
come with me, Kakutaro-san ? (She places her hand 
on his shoidderi) Come, I will take you with me. I 
will treat you kindly, so won’t you come?

Kakutaro.—(nods his head, and rises to his feet.) Yes^ 
Rosa-san, I will go anywhere with you, and will 
you always love me deeply ?

The Fox.—Of course I will, dear boy. You are truly 
a very ‘ nice ’ boy, and I promise you that, as soon 
as we reach my home in Paris, you shall have a 
new suit of clothes, and I will give you every kind 
of delicious food. Come, we must hurry! (As the^ 
prepare to leave, a rustling is heard among the ham­
flower bushes on the ri^it bank of the river, and the 
fox’s two children, in the guise of girls, make their 
appearance. They have been crouching there for 
some time listening to the conversation between the 
fox and Kakutaro. Both of them are wearing shin-
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Ung white dresses. They jump on to the bridge, and 

bow many time sb
1st Child.—Rosa-san, Rosa-san.
2nd Child.—Kakutaro-san, Kakutaro-san.
Both Childreib-We have come to meet you.
The Fox.-Oh! (.Looking baek at Kakutaro,) These 

girls are my maids, and they have come to m:et 
us and to welcome you.

1st Child.—Kakutaro-san, Kakutaro-san, I will carry 
you on my back, for as you have had nothing to 
eat, you will be very weak, and will not be able 

to walk. ,
Second Child.—Kakutaro-san you know that the bed 

of the stream is full of rough boulders, and it is 
very hard and dangerous to walk there, so we shall 
both be very proud and happy to carry you. (Both 
children walk up to Kakutaro, who is very exhausted,, 
and gently lift him in their arms. One of thorn holds 
him by the shoulders, and the other holds his legs, 
and Kakutaro remains lying there very stdl. They 
run with him toward the middle part of the bridge, 
and as they reach it Kakutaro collapses in a dead 

faint.) . ,
The Fox.—At last we have succeeded! (rnaking the 

sound of a foxi) Kon, Kon, Kon !
Both Children.—(Swaying his body up and down, they 

answer their mother.) Kon, Kon, Kon! (Then the 
three of them, bearing Kakutaro, jump quickly down 
to the bed of the stream. The Fox keeps in front, 
oral the others follow belind, and they move off 
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toward the upper part of the stream, crossing many 
rocks and boulders on their way, and gradually dis­
appearing from view on the right side.

There is rather a long pause, then a policeman, 
carrying a Japanese paper lantern, Osayo, and her 
mother appear round the comer of the road. They 
are looking in every direction as they walk, and seem 
to be searching. They come to the middle of the 
bridge and pausel)

Qs&yo.—(booking down from the bridge toward the 
cottage) Kaku-chan, Kaku-chan, please answer me, 
dear!

Mother—You see, he has already disappeared. I am 
sure the fox has taken him !

Policeman.—(Peeps into the cottage, and then looks round 
the outside of the building) I wonder where he is. 
I am sure he is not down here.

Osayo.—(Looking toward the upper part of the stream, 
calls) Kaku-chan, Kaku-chan! Where are you? 
Where have you gone ?

Policeman.—(To Osayo.} My girl, are you sure tha 
you saw the Fox here?

Osayo.—Oh, yes, I am certain. While Kaku-chan and 
I were peeping into the cottage from the window, 
we both saw a large white fox in the bath.

Policeman.—It is very curious ! (He stops aud thinks 
deeply for a moment.}

Mother.-Now, my girl, you know that what I told 
you was true. How many times did I advise you! 
You can see plainly that he is not here!
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Qsayo.—(Calling again toward the upper part of the 

river) Kaku-chan! Kaku-chan! My dear Kaku- 

chan!
Mother—Though you may call his name over and 

over again, you will never see him any more, I am 
sure. Come, Osayo, my child, let us return home. 
(To the policeman) Sir, I beg your pardon for 
troubling you. I am very grateful to you for being 
so kind as to come down here with us at this time 
of night.

Policeman.—What do you think about searching for 
him in the upper part of the stream?

Mother.—No, Sir, I am sorry, but I don’t think it is 
worth while. Sir. Please don’t worry about him 
any more. Sir, I have quite given up hope of ever 
seeing him again. (From the left side of the mountain 
there uppers a foreign woman, robed in a light 
walking-dress. She is holding, the arm of a foreign 
man. Following behind them is an old woman 
servant. Noting Osayo and the others wandering 
abont there, they are about to pass the other way. 
After a little hesitation, the policeman calls to the 
old woman)

Policeman.—Excure me. Madam! (The three of them 
stop on the bridge) Excuse my radeness, but tell 
me where you have been at such a late hour.

The Old Woman Servant—(looks very annoyed) My 
mistress and this gentleman went out for a stroll 
this evening, and as it got very late and they did 
not return, I came to meet them. (The two foreign­
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ers look very disgusted at being so closely questioned^) 
Policeman.—Well, Madam, please tell me where they 

have been.
The Old Woman Servant—The lady told me that, as 

the moon was so beautiful, they have been wander­
ing around the lake on the mountain.

Osayo.—(notices the handkerschief still lying upon the 
rock, where Kakutaro left it. She picks it up, and 
shows it to the policeman.') Sir, I found his handker­
chief here. He told me that while he was in Kobe, 
Miss Rosa gave this to him, and he always kept it 
near his heart.

The Foreign Woman.—(Hears the name of' Rosal 
comes toward the policeman, and Rances at the hand­
kerchief:) What! This handkerchief is my property. 
It was stolen from me in Kobe! (angrily') Who 
had this handkerchief?

The Old Woman Servant—Why, Rosa-san, surely it 
is yours, look! There are the marks ‘ R ’ and ‘ K * 
worked upon it! (She turns to the foreign man.:) 
Mr. Kelley, it is your souvenir handkerchief.

The Foreign Man.—Oh, yes, so it is! I am very glad 
that it has been found, for it was a valuable keep­
sake to me. It is surely the same one! How was 
it found in this place?

The Old Woman Servant—(As if suddenly recollecting 
something) Oh, that lout of a boy in Kobe must 
have stolen it... . how disgusting! What a horrid 
fellow he is! (to the Policeman) Do you know 
that idle-looking boy who has been wandering about
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here lately, and who was working for some tuna

Poliw^-Yes, I know him quite well. You know.

he is enchanted by a fox, and wanders about here

at night. , „
The Old Woman Servant—Yes, it must be .

knows that my mistress always comes here to to e 
her bath, and every night he wander?^ about here. 
Last night she told me that she saw him and when 
she returned home, he followed her. When she 
came in she looked very frightened and pa e.

Policeman.—Then you mean that this lady took a bath

here to-night also?
The Old Woman Servant-Oh, no. She got such a 

fright last night that she would not come here this 
evening. Besides, her sickness is almost cured, an 
tomorrow she intends to return to Kobe, ihis 
gentleman came here to take her back, and to see 
the fine scenery of the place at the same toe.

Policeman.—Oh, I see. I can understand fully now. 
and will give this handkerchief back to the la y.

The Foreign Woman.-(tofe5 the hendherchiei rather 
proudly, and turns to the man:) Let us go! {to the 

policeman) Good-bye!
Policeman.—Good-evening, Madam! I am very sorry 

to have detained you. {The two foreigners leave arm 
in arm, and the old woman servant fcAlaws behind 
them. Soon they disappear round the cliff-road m 
the right. The three on the stage watch them as they 
go. There is a short pause. Shortly afterwards the 
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li^ of a lantern can be seen far up in the bed of 
the steam. It is very indistinct, as it is a long way 
off. At the same time a voice can be heard in the 
distance, calling:)

The Voice—Hallo, down there! Come here, every­
body ! Kakutaro’s body has been found!

Osayo— What! Kaku-chan is dead? (She jumps quicldy 
down into the bed of the stream, and is seen climbing 
hurriedly toward the upper part of the river. Then 
the policeman and Osayo's mother follows. The li^ 
of the lantern gradually gets nearer, and the voice 
can be heard clearer than ever I)

The Voice.—Hallo! Come quickly! Kaku-chan’s body 
has been found floating on the stream in the abyss 
of Chigo-ga-fuchi! (The three figures gradually 
pass out of sijfiit as they climb to the upper part of 
the streaml)

(THE END)



I



A CASE OF CHILD MURDER
(“ Eiji-goroshi

(A Play in One AcO

By
Yuzo Yamamoto,

Translated by
Eric S. Bell & Yoshinobu Tada.



’SK
■ !■*

I .!</





Yuzo Yamamoto



YUZO YAMAMOTO

Yuzo Yamamoto, the author of the following drama, 
“ A Case of Child Murder,” was bom in the little town 
of Tochigi- machi, in the prefecture of Tochigi, Japan, 
in the 20th year of Meiji (1887).

He studied at the Tokyo Imperial University, par­
ticularly specializing in German literature. After 
graduating from the College of Literature there, he 
translated a number of things from German literature, 
but his success lies solely in play-writing. He is 
undoubtedly one of the best known play-writers in Japan 
today.

Mr. Yamamoto’s best known works published in 
book form are: “The Crown of Life,” “Sakazaki 
Dewanokami,” and “ Kindred Spirits.

His Plays, when presented on the stage, always prove 
most successful, because he understands the technique 
and management of stage productions; and his clever 
dramas never fail to make an appeal to his audiences, 
because of the author’s great gift of psychological 
analysis, which enables him to write deeply and also 
very naturally.

“ A Case of Child Murder ” has been presented in 
Japan many times, and has always proved most success­
ful, drawing large audiences.

Eric S. Bell.





A Case of Child Murder (“ Eijigoroshi ”)

Characters

KEISUKE KOYAMA. A Policeman, about 43 years old. 
TSUGI. His Daughter, about 18 years old.
ASA SUGIHARA. A woman coolie, about 30 years old. 
A Ragman.
The Errand Boy of a Wine Merchant
The Wife of a Neighbour.

Time
The Season of Spring. Present Day.

Place
A Suburb near the City of Tokyo.

Scene
A Police-station; used at the same time as the 

dwelling-place of the Resident Policeman, A sitting-room 
and kitchen directly adjoins the office. The kitchen has 
an entrance from the back in the form of a Japanese 
sliding door, the upper half being papered. Through 
the open shojt window at the side of the kitchen, branches,, 
thickly clustered with pink cherry blossoms, are seen. It 
is evening.

Miss Tsugi, the daughter of the house, sits absent-
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mindedly an the tatami of the sitting-room. The office 
door, which leads into this room, opens quietly, and 
Koyama, the Resident Policeman, comes in from his 
finished duty.
Koyaitia.—{Slipping off his shoes as he enters^ A shower 

of rain would improve the road, for it is very dusty 
outside.

Tsugi.—Yes, Father, you must be tired. You better 
change your clothes at once. (.She brings her father s 
kimonoi)

Koyama.—I will do so now. (He removes his uniform, 
and puts on his kimono). There are such crowds of 
people outside this evening. Everyone seems to be 
out flower-viewing.

Tsugt—Yes, Papa. Many of them are very merry too, 
and crowds have been passing here all day.

Koyama.—Well, wouldn’t you like to go for a picnic 
tomorrow ? I will be off duty, and will very gladly 
mind the house for you if you care to go.

Tsugi.—To-morrow?
Koyama.—Yes, child. You look very tired and fatigued 

from too much nursing, and it will do you a world 
of good to go off for the day on a cherry-viewing 
trip.

Tsugi.—I’m sorry. Papa, but I really feel that I would 
rather not go. I feel as if all my energy had left 
me. Nothing seems to interest me these days, not 
even the cherry blossoms.

A Ragman.—(Passing the house) Rags! Rags! Any 
rags for sale?
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Koyama.—Yes, you may feel tired, but such a trip 
would cheer you up. Please go, my child.

TsugL—It is strange, papa, but when I see all these 
happy people passing the house, I feel as if I hated 
them!

Ragman.—(Outside) Any rags for sale? Have you no 
old rags to sell me?

Koyama.—There is a ragman outside. You better call 
him in.

Tsugi.—Very well, papa. (Calling throuffi the window 
to the man) Kuzuya-san! We want you.

Ragman.—(Sliding open the back door) Did someone 
call me from this house?

Tsugi.—Yes, please come in.
Ragman.—Thank you for your kindness to me. Sir. 

We are having very pleasant weather these days. 
(He comes into the house i)

Koyama.—(Opens a closet, and takes out some six or 
seven suits of clothes from an old basket. He sets 
them before the ragmani)

Koyama.—You buy old clothes, don’t you?
Ragman.—Clothes ? Of course. Sir. I like to get them 

better titan anything else, and I always give good 
money for them too.

Koyama.—But I am afraid that all of these are rather 
old.

Ragman.—That’s all right. Sir. You know there are 
many classes of men in my trade; some won’t 
touch such things, but I prefer old clothes to 
anything else you could offer me, and so, I am
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sure that I can offer you a far better price than 
most others can do. (Eacamining the clothes) They 
are all women’s clothes!

Koyama.—Yes, all of them are. I have lost my wife.
Ragman.—I’m sorry, Sir. I sympathize with you in 

your grief. You must miss her very much. {StJl 
looking closely at the dothes) Oh, I see some boy’s 
clothes here too!

Koyama.-Oh, yes; I forgot to mention them. My 
son has also died, so they are no further use to 

me now.
Ragman.—Eldest son, perhaps ?—What a tragedy. Sir. 

You must indeed be greatly grieved. As you have 
told me of your sad loss, I will give you my best 
possible price for all these things. Sir.

Koyama.—How much will you give me?
Ragman.-Let me se^lthinking for a moment} I will 

give you seven and a half yen for the lot. That 
is the very highest price that you would get from 

anyone.
Tsugi.—(Picking up (me of the garments, and looking at 

it sadly} Papa, is it not a pity to sell them in thi 

way?
Ragman.—(Tafewg the garment from her gently) But 

this. Miss, is too plain for you to wear.
Tsugi.-Oh, it is not that at all. It is not that I wish 

to wear it—
RagmaiL-Of course, Miss, if this garment did not 

have such a narrow neck-band, I would give you 
far more for it, but unfortunately the cut of it is 
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too narrow, and it will be hard to sell again at any 
profit at all.

Koyama.—But can’t you give me a little more for 
these things?

Ragman.—Very well, Sir,—I will give you thirty sen 
more. I would like to offer you eight yen, but it 
is impossible, for I would make nothing myself. 
They are all rather old, you know.

Koyama.—That will do, then.
Ragman.—Thank you. Sir. {He takes the money out of 

his pursei) {Counting Seven yen, fifty, sixty, seventy 
eighty sen. Please see that it is right. Sir.

Koyama.—{Taking the money and putting it away). 
Plow is business these days with you ? Is it good ?

Ragman.—To tell the truth. Sir, we are having rather 
a hard time lately. It seems hard to get enough 
to earn one’s daily food. Sometimes I walk all day, 
and get little for my pains.

Koyama.—Yes, indeed; things are not good at present. 
All of us experience the same thing.

Ragman.—Times are hard indeed. Has any one told 
you that there is a woman coolie going about dis­
guised as a man, so that she may earn more money ?

Koyama.—Yes, I have read it in the papers. Perhaps 
the poor woman could no longer live on a woman’s 
wage, which is small.

Ragman.—Yes, Sir; it sometimes seems to me that we 
cannot get along at all, if we always do what is 
right and honest and just. Man sometimes is 
driven to anything in order that he may live, but
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-pardon me. Sir; I have been too talkative. I 

must be going. And again, thank you, ir, 
kindness. (He goes out, anJ his voice zs again heard 
outside, as he walks away.) Rogs! Rags. Any rags

IsagL-ISaaa Now all ol them have gone, I feel as 

if I miss them. ,Koyaina.-But, my child, if we kept them here, they 
would be constantly bringing back old memori^ 
and trouble, and so that is why I determined to 
part with them. Moreover, you know that we must 

pay for medicine.Tsugi.-Oh, I see! Of course we have not yet paid

Koy^-I only wish that I could have earned more 

money to pay for medicine and ice.
rfg„gi_Yes, Papa; we have always been s o 

money, and we have had to be careful in the past 
as to how we spent it. We were unable to do more 

than we did, you know.
Koyama.—You are right, but it seemsto me ^o^^^imes 

when I think about it, that, if we had been able to 
spend more, we should have been able to let them

TsuS'.-Yes, Papa; but we did all we could, and our 

regrets cannot bring them back to us now.
Koyama.—Yes, the mote I think atom ih the m™ I 

feel that it was I who cruelly killed them bot .
Tsugi.—No, no. Papa, you must not talk m such a 

way. You have nothing to blame yourself for.
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Koyama.—But it was my fault that I was not able to 
afford to help them more beneficially.

Tsugi.—There are many people in this world who lose 
their dear ones, even though they try ever so hard 
to bestow care upon them, so. Papa, you must not 
blame yourself so unjustly, for you did your best.

Koyama.—In spite of what you say, I still hold myself 
responsible. I will always feel that I let them die, 
when I could have done far more.

Tsugi.—Please say no more; but all the same, I wish 
that we were a little richer.

Koyama.—But, we are not; so it is useless to complain 
further! Let us have our supper at once, for I am 
very hungry.

Tsugi.—Very well; but, I am sorry that to-night I have 
nothing very tempting for you. Shall I go out and 
buy some tofu?

Koyama.—No, no, I want nothing more. I think you 
have some boiled beans, haven’t you?

Tsugi.—Yes,—
Koyama.—That will do then.
Tsugi.—(Brags a small table into the room, and prepares 

for supper, while Koyama turns on the electric hfft, 
and sets some incense sticks before the household 
shrine. It becomes darker outside. Many people pass 
by the door. At last Tsugi and Koyama seat them­
selves at the tabled

Koyama.—I feel so lonely when we sit down to a meal. 
Tsugi.—Yes, I wish it were possible to have Kenchan 

with us now—
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Koyama.—If he were alive, and with us now, how 

happy we should be!—but, what use is it to talk 
about such things? We must try to be happy.

{The two begin to eat in silence. Suddenly, the 
^s-door of the office is opened from outside, and a 
peasant rushes into the room.)

Peasant.—Good evening. Sir!
TsugL—Who is it? And what do you want?
Peasant. A horrible thing has happened! We want 

you to come at once. Sir!
Koyama.—What is the matter?
Peasant The matter, indeed!
Koyama.—Yes. Is there another railway suicide?
Peasant No, no, far more serious than that. 
Koyama,—What is it, then?
Peasant A baby has been found in the bamboo grove 
Koyama.—A baby?
Peasant Yes; I wanted to take to take some bamboo 

shoots to the market tomorrow, so I entered the 
bamboo wood behind my house, and began to dig, 
when suddenly a baby, a dead baby, revealed itself 
in the hole that I was digging. As it seemed to 
me a very serious thing, I came at once to tell you, 
Sir.

Koyama.—I see. Yes, I will go with you at once.
Peasant I am very sorry to disturb your supper. Sir, 

but I felt that I must tell you without delay.
Tsngi.—Must you really go. Papa?
Koyama.—Of course, my child. Please get out my 

uniform again.



A Case of Child Murder 51

Tsugi.—All right, Papa. {She goes to the closet, and 
unfolds his uniform.')

Koyama.—{Quichly dressing) (.Speaking to the peasant} 
Have you told them of this at the town office?

Peasant.—Yes, Sir; I sent a man there a little time 
ago. But you must come now, for it seems rather 
an extraordinary case to me, and we cannot do 
anything without your kind assistance.

Koyama,—Of course. It does seem strange.
Tsugi.—What about your supper. Papa?
Koyama.—I will have it when I come back. But you 

better have yours now, and not wait for me, for 
I may be late.

Tsugi.—Very well.
Koyama.—(Preparing to put on his shoes} I am ready.

I will go with you at once.
(Tsu^ is left alone. A moment after the wife of 

a neighbour comes in from the back door)
Wife.—Good evening!
Tsugi.—O, good evening. Madam! (She motions to her 

guest to be seated, and leaves the table.}
Wife.—You are taking your supper; pray, don’t stop 

for me. I will wait till you have finished.
Tsugi.—Thank you. (Continuing quickly to eat)
Wife.—Will you not go to the bath-house after supper 

with me?
Tsugi.—I wish that I could go, but—
Wife.—Where is your father? Is he absent?
Tsugi.—He was suddenly called away, a few moments 

ago. He had just returned from his duty, and had



g2 Eminent Authn~s of Japan
not started his supper, but had to go out again at 

once. ,
Wife.-Poor man! He must be very busy. What has 

happened this time?
-jgugi—They say that a dead baby has been found in 

the bamboo wood.
Wife —Oh, horrible! I suppose some immoral young 

woman must have got rid of her unlawful baby 

there.
Tsugi.—Yes, I suppose that is it. ,1^1
Wife.-What a shameful creature such a girl must

And your poor father is always the one to be 
troubled with such distressing things. He must 

sicken of such cases. .
Tsugi.—Yes, Madam; but he cannot help it; it is his 

duty, you know.
Wife.-I know it is his duty, but there is no one who 

would be so conscientious as your father. Why is 
it that such honest folks should have so much 
trouble? To lose one’s wife and child; it is 

terrible!
Tsugi.—It is our sad karma. So we just resign our­

selves to it. J
Wife.—You say it is our sad karma, but it is exceed­

ingly hard for us to have such misfortunes.
Tsugi.—But fate is fate, so we must resign ourselves 

to it.
{She finishes her supper, and moves away prom 

the tablei) .
Wife.—I am angry with this world. It seems a wicked
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and unjust world sometimes.
Tsugi—(Going into the kitchen, washes up her dishes.) 

Why, Madam?
Wife.—While I was making match-boxes to-day at the 

factory, I was thinking about the world in general, 
and I wished that I could be a match-box rather 
than a woman.

'Tsugi—Why? What an extraordinary thing to wish? 
Wife.—Nevertheless it is true. Miss Tsugi! It may be 

my karma, but so long as this world remains unjust, 
I would rather by far be a match-box!

Tsugi—(Lauding softly) Ha, ha, ha!
Wife.—Don’t laugh at me. Miss Tsugi. Match-boxes 

do not feel any hunger. Therefore they need not 
work, and are not scolded by the overseer. Theirs 
must be a very easy life indeed!

Tsugi.—But, Madam
Wife.—But what I say is true. Match-boxes are treated 

very carefully. If you visit my factory some time, 
you will find that we treat match-boxes as they 
treat the sons of noblemen. They are never put 
on the bare floor, and they must not be too dry, 
or too wet. We, who make these boxes, are very 
miserable. They are always finding fault with us, 
and we are always being scolded in the presence 
of others; “You are always dozing!” or “You 
are too talkative! ” or “ Your efficiency is very 
low.” I just hate the life! Why, in our factory, 
a mere match-box is thought far more of than a 
human being!
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Tsugi.—Is that really true?
Wife.—If we could get enough to keep the life in us, 

none of us would ever go into such a place. We 
hunger and we thirst, and we cannot overcome it, 
so we must be fed, and so to get our daily food 
we must turn to, and be treated shamefully.

Tsugi.—Yes, the hardest thing in life is to live.
(A boy from a loine merchant's shop comes in from 

the back door.}
Boy.—Please excuse me, I am behind time.
Tsugi.—Have you brought wizso?
Boy.—Yes, Miss; also some kindling wood and salt. 

{The boy seems to be peering intently under the floor 
at the door.)

Tsugi.—What are you looking for? Have you lost 
something ?

Boy.—I am seeking for a dog.
Tsugi.—Dog! Why, there is no dog here. There may 

be a few rats under the floor, but there is certainly 
no dog there!

Boy.—It might come here. Miss.
TsugL—If you play with dogs instead of hurrying with 

your rounds I will have to tell your master.
Boy.—I don’t mind if you do, Miss.
Tsugi,—O, what a naughty boy you are!
Boy.—All the same, if I find it, it might bring me 500 

yen.
Wife.—What are you talking about? What is likely 

to bring you such a sum ?
Boy.—You know that big new brick house that belongs 
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to a new rich ? Well, a dog has run away from 
there, and the one who finds it is to receive 500 
yen.

Wife.—Shame on the owner I say! To spend 500 yen 
on a dog that has strayed is scandalous, when there 
are so many people these days suffering for want 
of food. If he can spend so much money on a 
dog, why doesn’t he spend it on the needy?

Boy.—Yes, and they say that every day his dog is fed 
with the best beef that money can buy.

Wife,—And his poor servants are fed on the cheapest 
Chinese rice, I daresay !

Tsagi.—I think it is very wasteful to spend all that 
money on a dog.

Wife.—But, my child, there is often much money 
where it is not needed. Those who do not want 
often have too much.

TsugL—And some of us need it so badly, and we 
cannot get it. Oh, if only we had had enough 
money, I should never have lost my dear mother 
and brother.

Wife.—I think that perhaps you are wrong there. Miss 
Tsugi. Very often the rich die young, because they 
are rich.

Tsugi.—What is the reason ?
Boy.—Perhaps it is because they eat too much. Ha, 

ha, ha! (He puts his box on his shoulder quickly.) 
Good-bye, and many thanks. (He passes out of the 
door, shutting it behind him.)

Wife.—Oh, I have been talking too long. I must go
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to the bath before you. If your father returns soon, 
please come, and I will see you again there.

Tsugi.—Very well, I shall come presently.
Wife.—Good-bye, then. (She sacs out, loohing up to the 

sky^ Oh, what a gloomy sky it is!
Tsugi.—Is it raining again?
Wife.—No, it is not raining, but it is very cloudy and 

dark. The weather is very uncertain during the 
cherry-blossom season. Goodbye, Miss Tsugi.

Tsugi.—Good-bye. (.After a short silence Koyama, the 
policeman, comes in from his officei)

Tsugi.—Oh, Papa, you are back again. Will you 
change your clothes first, or will you have your 
supper? (She goes to get his kimono, which is hung 
from a hook on the walli)

Koyama.—I will have my supper first, for I feel very 
hungry.

Tsugi.—Yes, your supper was interrupted by the sudden 
coming of that man, and I knew that you would 
be very hungry when you returned, so I kept it for 
you.

CPsugi pushes out the table again before Koyama, 
and fids his bowl with rice. Koyama begins his 
supper, with his back to the audiencei)

Tsugi.—Papa, has the woman who buried her baby 
been arrested?

Koyama-—Not yet. It was only a little while ago that 
the corpse was found,—but I think that the criminal 
will soon be caught. Such a heartless wretch could 
not be allowed by God to escape.
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Tsugt—Yes, Papa, you are right. To think that a life 

should be destroyed, when we so badly miss our 
little Ken-chan!

Koyama.—The poor little baby was strangled to death 
with a towel perhaps. Its little throat was all 
bruised and blue.

Tsugi-Oh, what a cruel and wicked deed! Its 
murderer must have been heartless and vile.

Koyama.—One who has never lost a dear one cannot 
understand what a joy and blessing it is to live. 
The man who kills his own child, even though it 
may be a new-born baby, must be a devil. The 
thought of arresting such a criminal makes my 
old body and nerves active again. Please give me 
a cup of tea.

Tsugi. Have you finished your supper.^
Koyama.—This pickled radish is a bit over-salted.
Tsugi.—Yes, I know it is. Papa, you seem so tired.

You had better go and take your bath now, and 
then go to bed.

Koyama.—I don’t want to take one to-day. You had 
better go instead, for it is several days since you 
have been to the bath-house.

Tsugi.—All right, I will go now.
Koyama.—You had better go at once, for this neigh­

bourhood is rather unsafe late in the evening, and 
I feel uneasy when you go out alone after dark.

Tsugi.—Then I will go at once.
Koyama.—Take care of yourself. (He Lakes a note-book 

from his pocket and begins to write in it.)
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Tsugi.—I will shut the back door, for it is safer, I 

think.
Koyama.—(.Still writing Yes, please do.
Tsugi.—(Stepping from the floored part of the kitchen, 

opens the shoji of the back door, and tries to shut the 
outer sliding door. Suddenly she cries outD Oh !

Koyama.—(Looking up in surprise} What ever is the 

matter ?
Tsugi.—There is someone here,—something something 

black!
Koyama.—Something black ? (He rises quickly and goes 

to the back doorl)
Tsugi.—It seems to be moving to and fro, I fear—
Koyama.—(Looking out of the door} There is nothing 

at all!
Tsugi.—Yes, there is. Look there! ( pointing ).
Koyama.—Yes, I see now. Someone is standing there.

(He calls to the object in the dark outside^ Who is 
it? What do you want? (He seems not to have 
caught, what is said from outside.) What? Do you 
say that you want to ask the way somewhere?

The one outside.-No, I have something to ask you.
Koyama.—To ask me?
One outside.—Yes.
Koyama.—Why were you standing so silently at the 

back door then?
One outside.—Please excuse me, but I was rather 

uneasy about knocking at your door.
Knyama.—You need not feel uneasy if you have 

nothing to fear. Please come round to the front
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door, if you have something to see me about.
Koyama.—(To his daughter) I will shut the back, door. 

You go to the bath at once.
Tsugi.—Very well. Papa.
Koyama.—Please be careful, and look after yourself;

I feel rather anxious about your going alone. You 
had better take your umbrella, for it seems that it 
is going to rain,

Tsugi.—Yes, Papa. {She opens the front door. There 
stands Asa Sugihara, a woman codie. She looks 
timidly into the roomi)

Asa.—Excuse me. Miss, I have frightened you, I think ?
Tsugi.—Oh, never mind. I was a little startled at first 

when I saw your figure in the dark. Please come 
in.

Asa.—(Enters the office very timidly. By her dress, it 
can be seen that she has just come from her work.)

Tsugi.—Goodbye, Papa; I will soon be back. (Esciti) 
Koyama.—Was it you that was wanting to see me? 
Asa.—Yes.
Koyama.—What is it you want, then?
Asa.—(Presenting a box of cakes to Koyama) Will you 

kindly accept my poor present?
Koyama.—I’m sorry, but I can’t accept it.
Asa.—Oh,—then please give the cakes to your boy.
Koyama.—I have no boy.
Asa.—(Confused)—Wel 1—then,—then—
Koyama.—I really wish you would tell me your business 

quickly. What is it that you wish to ask me?
Asa,—But I wish you would accept my present, for I
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have something particular to ask you.
Koyama.—I will listen to what you have to say, but, 

as I told you before, I cannot on any account accept 
anything from you.

Asa.—Perhaps your refusal is right,—
Koyama.—You don’t seem to understand that an official 

cannot receive presents from any stranger. I am 
sorry, but please try to understand. Also please 
remember that I am not the man to be influenced 
by gifts. My duty is my duty and there it ends; 
so kindly state your business now.

Asa.—(Very timidly} Well, then
Koyama--Ob, please put that box down—what is it 

you want?
Asa.—{After honing her head for a while} Must we 

register with you when we have a child?
Koyama.—Of course you must.
Asa.—But supposing that child died soon after its birth, 

—is it still necessary to register in such a case. 
Sir?

Koyama.—Even though the child is dead, you must of 
co jrse report it.

Asa.—But is it not the same as if the child were not 
bom, if it died immediately after birth?

Koyama.—Your supposition is entirely wrong.
Asa.—Then you mean to tell me that we must register 

the child as born?
Koyama.—Have you got your child?
Asa.—{After a pause.} Yes, Sir.
Koyama.—Why did you not report it until now?
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Asa.—Because we had no one to send.
Koyama.—You could have asked your husband ?
Asa.—But I have no husband.
Koyama.—Is he dead, then?
Asa.—Yes.
Koyama.—I’m sorry. Under the circumstances I will 

register the child’s birth for you, though it is behind 
time.

Asa.—Must I really do it ?
Koyama.—Yes, of course you must do it. If you don’t, 

you will be punished by law.
Asa.—{Hanging her head) I don’t know what to do. 

{She timidly picks up the box that she had laid dmvn, 
and presents it to Koyama) I ask you, I entreat 
you. Sir; can’t you make an exception this time, 
and pass over this matter for me ?

Koyama.—No, I cannot.
Asa.—Sir, I don’t want to register, and I want to escape 

any punishment. For mercy’s sake, please try to 
settle the matter privately for me as I ask ?

Koyama. {Suddenly seizing the arm of the woman) 
You have killed your child!

Asa. Oh, no! God forbid! I never, never could do 
such a-

Koyama. You lie! Why are you so afraid of regis­
tering your child if you are telling me the truth ?

Asa.—No, no, to kill my child—Oh, I tell you I am 
innocent!

Koyama.—Then how did it die?
Asa.—It died,—only died.
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Koyama.—It died? How? What happened that it 

should die?
Asa.—It was ill—it was very ill,-----
Koyama.—Illness? When was it taken ill?
Asa.—The day before yesterday.
Koyama.—The day before yesterday? {Sternly to the 

woman) And what did you do with the corpse?
{Tries to shake herself free from his grasp, and 

to get out of the door.)
Knyama.—You devil! {He runs after her and catches 

her, but as she seems strong, he throws her to the 
ground in his doorway, and binds her hands behind 

her with cord)}
Asa.—What are you going to do with me? {She tries 

to fight against being bound, but he overcomes heri)
Koyama.—What! So you are trying to fight me, are 

you ? I must bind you. {He again continues to tie 
her arms and she strug^cs.)

Asa.—If I am arrested—If you arrest me now— {She 
again struggles with Koyama.) Please ! {Pathetic­
ally) Please!

Koyama.—Silence! Keep still, I say, and cease your 
fighting!

Asa.—{Reeling, as if faint, and overcome.) Oh, if I am 
arrested now—{She sinks to the floor weeping 
piteously.)

Unyama.—(Tightening the cords behind her, so that she 
cannot escape) You impudent woman! You are a 
rascal! You tried to bribe me with the box of cakes, 
I say, you tried to—Hold up your head and listen
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to what I say!
Asa.—{She remains silent, and rolls over on her face, 

crying!)
Koyama.—Hold up your face, I say! {Seizing her by 

the collar, he forces her to lift her face!)
Asa.—{Still silent, she lifts her face. Her eyes shine with 

a hitter light!)
Koyama. Woman, why did you kill your child?
Asa.—{Silent)
Koyama.—You must tell me all about it. What made 

you commit such a cruel deed?
Asa.—{She remains silent!)
Koyama.—{He shakes her roughly.) Tell me, I say! 

Confess the truth!
Asa.—{Rather shaken by his rough handling, falls in a 

heap, but still remains silent.)
Koyama.—What an obstinate woman you are! Why 

don’t you answer me? You must answer my 
question ?

Asa.—'Still remains motionless, and silent!)
Koyama.—You know that you are a criminal. You 

have committed adultery, for you said that you had 
no husband. Your child must be unlawful.

Asa.—{Shakes her head sadly, but is still silent.)
Koyama.—You lie again! You have committed this 

crime because you were at your wit’s end what to 
do. Answer me, who is the man ? I command you 
to speak!

Asa.—{Mumbles something unintelligible in a low voice.) 
Koyama. {Seeming to understand what she says) What!
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Not an unlawful child, you say? Your husbands 
child!—But you told me a few minutes ago that 
you had lost your husband? What do you mean 
by lying?

Asa.—(Jn a very low voice) It is quite true that he 
died, but it was only three months ago.

Koyama.—Died three months ago ? Then are you sure 
it was your husband’s child that you have killed?

Asa.—(Jn a voice full of grief) Yes, Sir.
Koayma.—Then you are more cruel than any beast.

You are not a human being. To kill your own 
child! It is horrible! Have you no human love 
in you?

Asa.—{She weeps silently and piteously}
Koyama.—Only the other day I lost my own child. 

He died of sickness. I grieve bitterly over my loss, 
so how could any woman with motherly instincts 
kill her own child?

Asa.—The young are very precious indeed. Sir; I 
sympathize with you if you have lost your child, 
too.

Koyama.—Don’t speak to me of sympathy, for it sounds 
unnatural from you.—You can’t possibly understand 
what it is to love one’s own child; your heart is 
too cruel to understand anything!

Asa.—Sir, poor as I am, I have as much maternal love 
in me as any other woman.

Koyama.—Then why did you kill your child, I say ? 
You are only trying now to arouse my sympathy. 
You are trying to move me with false words. 
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Answer me now truthfully. Why did you commit 
this crime upon your own flesh and blood?

Asa.—{Weeping again) I killed it—out of pity. Sir! 
That is why I killed it!

Koyama.—What! Out of pity, you say! Nonsense! 
If you had the maternal love you speak of, you 
would have cherished it and would have died your­
self to save its precious life. What makes you say 
“Out of pity,” when you took its wee life?

Asa.—Yes, what you say is right. Sir.
Koyama.—Then, why did you do it? Tell me.
Asa.—It is every parent’s duty to cherish and to care 

for her child. Every parent in the world does it, 
but—I cannot—I cannot do it. Sir.

Koyama,—Why ?
Asa.—Why, Sir-----
Koyama,—Now, come; tell me all about it.
Asa.—It would be no use telling you. Sir. It would be 

too much to tell-
Koyama. Well, then, I will question you more slowly. 

You told me that your husband died three months 
ago. How did he die ?

Asa.—He died of illness. Sir.
Koyama.—Died of illness ?
■^^sa. Yes; he had a dreadful cough. One day he 

coughed up more than one sho of blood, and died. 
They say that he had some lung disease, but I 
don’t know-

Koyama. I see. Then, after that you became a woman 
coolie ?
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Asa.—No, Sir; I have been working as a coolie for 
over a year.

Koyama.—Then your husband has been ill all that time, 
and you had to work to help him?

Asa.—He had been ill for a long time before that, Sir, 
but a year ago, he had to cease work, for he was 
too ill. . . .

Koyama.—And then you took his place?
Asa.—Yes.
Koyama.—You must have been in rather straightened 

circumstances then, eh?
Asa.—Often we had nothing at all to eat for two or 

three days at a time. Worse than that. Sir; during 
that time, we lost two children.

Koyama.—From the same disease?
Asa.—Yes, they were always coughing up blood, and 

it was awful to see them suffer, for the blood in 
their throats nearly choked them. I often had to 
put my finger down to pull out great clots of blood 
so that they would not die.

Koyama.—And so, during that one year and a half, 
you lost your husband and two children?

Asa.—Yes.
Koyama.—If what you tell me is true, then you should 

have been more careful in bestowing greater love 
on your last bom.

Asa.—Oh, yes, yes, I know you are right. Sir!
Koyama.—Then, why did you kill it ?
Asa.—(Bursts loudly into tears again.)
Koyama.—What is the matter now, woman?
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Aa3,.—{She again falls in a heap on the floor weeping^ 
Because you do not understand, Sir.

Koyama.—Why ?
Asa-—It was far better to let it die than live. It was 

far more merciful to lose it, than for it to live and 
be tormented in this merciless world.

Koyama.—Are you not crazy to talk in such a way ?
Asa.—No, Sir; I am sane. It is a terrible thing to 

let the sick linger and live on without being able 
to help them and to give them relief.

Koyama.—But it is very sinful and cruel to kill a 
healthy child.

Asa.—Yes, but I was sure that that child would grow 
up sick like the rest of them. Even now, the one 
that came before him lies in his bed deadly sick.

Koyama.—But still, I cannot see any reason for taking 
its life.

Asa.—Oh, I thought and thought many times before it 
was born. I even tried to bring on a miscarriage, 
but the attempt made me frightened, lest I should 
hurt my own body in the attempt. After it was 
bom, I tried to kill it, but couldn’t at first. Before 
the child was bom I thought how dear life was to 
me, for my present child was lying sick, and needed 
me. It must have attention, and so I allowed the 
child to be bom naturally.

Koyama.—You have someone looking after the child 
now?

Asa.—Yes, an old man.
Koyama.—Is that man too old to work?
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Asa.—Yes, Sir; therefore I had to go out to earn my 
rice. I had to work very hard, even to the day 
before my child was bom. Poor as I am, that 
baby was very dear to me. Though I could not 
give it enough milk, it would smile and look up 
into my eyes, and it made me so happy that I 
often pressed it to my breast and kissed it

Koyama.—Yes, I understand.
Asa.—But I knew that, if I spent my time in caring 

for two children, we must all starve. I could not 
bear it, for the old man and the sick child must be 
cared for too.

Koyama.—I see. So you killed the child, so that you 
could work.

Asa.—Yes, the baby was a drag, and it prevented me 
from working.

Koyama,—Now, I begin to understand .... Ah....
(Hie si^.}

Asa.—Oh, please forgive me. Sir.
Koyama.—But you did not realise that once you had 

killed your child you would be punished?
Asa.—Yes, I did think, but I was distracted ....
Koyama.—Why did you destroy it in such a cruel way ?
Asa,—I could not help it.
Koyama.—You could have given the child to someone 

else to to look after; many women would have 
been glad to take it from you.

Asa.—Give it to someone else? How could I do such 
a thing without money? You know that there is 
no one that will take a child unless he gets money.
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Oh, how terrible it is to be so poor, and what 
misery it brings us. Sir! Although I killed my 
baby, I did not do it wickedly; I did it from the 
mercy that was in my heart. It nearly killed me 
to do it, I tell you. Oh, Sir, be merciful this time, 
and overlook my crime!

Koyama.—Now you have told me the exact truth, I 
feel deeply for you, but I cannot overlook your 
crime,—it is my duty to arrest you, and bring you 
before justice.

Asa.—Oh, I know it well; but for pity’s sake, spare 
me that, I beg you. Sir!

Koyama.—It is impossible, especially now that the 
child’s corpse is found.

Asa.—What? The baby found?
Koyama.—Yes. You buried your baby in the bamboo 

thicket.
Asa. I am lost! {She falls down in grief and weeps.) 
Koyama.—All I can advise you now is to confess 

everything, and to tell the truth; that is the only 
way to lessen your penalty. What is your name? 
(He takes out a note-book and prepares to write.')

Ass..—(Answers nothing, but only weeps silently.} 
Koyama.—You must answer, for it will be the worse 

for you if you don’t; what is your name ?
Asa.—(Still weeping Asa is my name, Sir.
Koyama.—(Writing in his book, goes on questioning 

calmly.} Your husband’s name?
Asa.—Sugihara; Sadajiro Sugihara.
Koyama.—He died three months ago, did you say?
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What was his calling?
Asa.—A coolie, like myself.
Koyama.—Residence,—the place where you live?
Asa.—Shimo-Meguro.
Koyama.—Shimo-Meguro in the village of Meguro, the 

county of Ebara, in a suburb of Tokyo. Yes What 
is the number of your house?

Asa.—Number 2-3-5-7.
Koyama.—Number 2-3-5-7. Have you this house to 

yourself, or have you other people living with you ?
Asa.—We live alone.
Koyama.—And when was the baby born?
Asa-—On the tenth day of the month before last.
Koyama.—That was the tenth of February. Was it a 

boy?
Asa.—Yes.
Koyama.—And the day on which you killed it?
Asa.—(W/zA a woeful expression) It was on the night 

of the day before yesterday.
Koyama.—How did you kill it?
Asa.—It happened that I was on the way home from 

my work, just as I am today. I was walking near 
Gyoninzaka, and the baby began to cry. It cried 
and cried, as if it were being burnt. I wanted to 
give it milk but I couldn’t. I did not know what 
to do.

Koyama.—Why couldn’t you give it any milk?
Asa.—Because I hadn’t any to give. Perhaps the food 

I had been having was too poor. I had been unable 
to nurse my child for some days before that.
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Koyama.—And ?
Asa.—I only had to let the child suckle my dry breast, 

for I could do nothing more.
Koyama.—And then?
Asa.—The baby went on crying;—I was desperate. 

Then at last it fell asleep through exhaustion from 
crying.

Koyama.—It was then perhaps that you killed it?
Asa.—{Remains silent.)
Koyama.—And how did you do it? With a towel?
Asa.—(Silent)
Koyama.—What did you use when you killed it?
Asa.—(Suddenly is taken violently ill with a fit of cerebral 

anaemia, and falls backwards. Koyama in great 
confusion bends to her assistance. Just then the door 
opens and Tsug comes in.)

Koyama.—Oh, you have just come back in time. Please 
help me at once!

Tsugi.—Oh, Papa, whatever is the matter—yes, what 
can I do?

Koyama.—This woman is ill. Let us carry her into 
our room. {He and Tsugi carry her gently into the 
sittingroom, laying her on the floor.) There is no 
need for a pillow; we must keep her head low. Put 
something under her legs and feet. {She puts a 
stool under the coolie’s feet, and takes off her straw 
sandals. Koyama brings a cup of water, and sprinkles 
her face and breast voith iti)

Tsugi.—Papa, you must unbind those cords. The poor 
thing is in a wretched condition.
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Koyama.—(.Trying to untie the cords} Yes, she looks 
in a sorry plight.

Tsugi.—(Rubbing her legs') It seems to me a rather 
distressing case, Papa.

Koyama.—Why, my dear, have you listened to what 
she has been telling me ?

Tsugi.—Yes; but I stood outside, because I did not 
care to enter while the poor woman was telling 
you all that wretchedness.

Koyama.—There are indeed many unfortunate people 
in this world.

TsugL—Look, she seems to be coming to herself.
Koyama.—Let her rest awhile. In spite of her weak­

ness, she will soon be all right, and will be able 
to walk again. All the sorrow and suffering that 
she has gone through has caused her to take this 
fit.

Tsugi.—Papa, will you really arrest this woman?
Koyama.—Yes, I really must, my child, although I 

have committed precisely the same crime myself, 
for I let my wife and-----

Tsugi.—Don’t say that. Papa. It is not true.
Koyama.—This woman killed her child; I also killed 

my wife and child. The only difference is this: 
she did it directly, and I did it indirectly.

Asa. (Suddenly sitting upright, and then standing Yes, 
I see now; I was wrong. I killed it. I am to 
blame!

Koyama.—Oh, you feel better? You have come to- 
yourself ?
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Asa. Yes Sir, I am better now,—I don’t know what 
was the matter with me; but I have heard what 
you have said, and now I know that I was wrong, 
unpardonably wrong. In the future, I will do my 
utmost to do what is right, so for mercy’s sake 
pardon me, I say. (Niotieing Tsugi) Oh, Miss; 
when I first came here tonight I frightened you a 
little—I am so sorry. I have committed a very 
wicked deed, and so I was too timid and frighten­
ed to enter your house. When you first saw me, 
I was striving hard to assume a nonchalant air, 
but it was impossible. And when I entered your 
father’s house, I became so frightened. My baby’s 
face haunts me night and day, and, wherever I go, 
I seem to see it. When I am at my work, helping 
to drive in a post for the foundation of some 
building, I feel that I am striking cruel blows on 
my darling’s head. I cannot stand it, and it 
makes me desperate. If I am arrested now, all 
will be lost; therefore I came to see your father, 
and to get his kind help and advice. {.She look at 
her hands, and seeing the cords have been removed 
from her wrists') Sir, you are kind indeed to take 
those ropes from my wrists. Oh, Sir, how shall I 
ever be able to thank you enough ? {She bows her 
head several times in gratefulness.)

Koyama.—silent.)
Asa. (Turning to Tsugi) Miss, I am saved, saved 1 

I am now saved from the worst that could happen 
to me. {Tsu^ hangs her head because she cannot
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answeri) I only get one yen thirty sen a day, and 
it is little enough, but, as long as I can work, we 
can get along. {Turning to Koyama) Sir, again I 
thank you from the depths of my heart. You are 
a good and merciful man to have made me free.

Tsugi.—Papa, she is so happy now, and surely you 
can do something?

Koyama.—{Hangs his heard, looks serious, but does not 
answer}

Asa.—Oh, Sir, speak! Speak to me, and tell me what 
is to happen!. . . . Then, I am to. . . . Oh! {She 
falls to the floor weeping.') {There is a heavy silence 
for a few moments}

Asa.—{Still crying) Sir, please bind my arms again. .

Tsugi.—But, if my father arrests you now, you will 
be in great trouble ?

Asa.—I must resign myself to my sad fate .... I am 
lost!

TsugL—But ....
Asa.—All through my life I shall be bound. Unhap­

piness, poverty, and misfortune will bind me closer 
than these ropes; so it is all the same to me,—bind 
me again, I say ....

TsugL—But what will become of your sick child and 
the old man whom you look after and care for?

Asa.—Oh, the thought of them drives me to despair, 
and .... {She he^ns to weep again}

Koyama.—Will you not go to your house now and see 
your child ? I can at least manage that for you.
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Asa.—Don’t ask me to do that, Sir; I cannot! If I see 
them now, I shall never be able to part from them 
again.

Koyama.—Yes, it will be a very painful thing for you 
to see them, I realise fully.

Asa.—(Jlising a little, and looking at him) Sir!
Koyama.—Yes ?
Asa.—I have one thing to ask you.
Koyama.—What is it?
Asa.—I have with me here what remains out of my 

wages. Please will you take this money to my 
house?

Koyama.—Of course I will do what you ask.
Asa.—Oh, thank you. Sir. Please take it for me and 

give it to the old man. (She hands her purse to the 
policeman).

Koyama.—Please trust me. I will look after the money 
and will hand it to your family without fail.

Asa.—Thank you kindly. Sir. {Silence for a few 
moments.')

Asa.—Sir!
Koyama.—Yes ?
Asa.—How many years shall I have to stay in prison? 
Koyama.—I am afraid that I cannot tell you exactly, 

—perhaps for four or five years. Perhaps in your 
particular case, if you tell the truth to the court, 
and tell them all you have told me, they may be 
merciful to you, and you may be allowed to return 
to your home, but that is not for me to say.

Asa.—Oh, thank you for saying that. Sir. {Short silence
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Asa.—Sir.
Koyama.—What is it ?
Asa. May I ask you just one thing more ?
Koyama.—Yes, certainly.
Asa. You told me that they had found my baby. 

Where is it now?
Koyama. I sent the body to the district office.
Asa.—Cannot I look at it again ?
Koyama. No, it is better for you not to see it, I 

think.
Asa.—Yes,—perhaps you are right.
Koyama. If you look at it, it will be harder for you 

to bear your trouble.
Asa.—Yes. . . . but, when I buried it and laid its little 

body in the hole, it seemed to look at me, and its 
eyes seemed to pierce me with a look of terror. 
Oh, when I think of it! .... (A short silence.)

Asa. Sir, I implore you to bind my hands again at 
once.

Koyama.—No, no; there is no need for it now.
Asa.—(Bows slightly with a look of sad gratefulness to 

the policeman.)
Koyama. Now, Tsugi, I must go with this poor 

woman to the Police Court at once.
, Asa.— Yes, please take me as quickly as you can! 

(.Koyoma goes away with Asa. Tsugi looks after 
them sadly and thoughfully. Outside the rain is 
heard, and a melancholy wind moans round the house J

(THE END)
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The Awakening (“Nobi Jitaku”)

As is the case with most girls of fourteen or 
fifteen years old, Sode-ko, at that age, had become 
rather indifferent to her dolls.

Sode-ko had been a mere child in the way she 
fussed about the dresses and underwear for her dolls. 
How many little gowns and hoods she had made for 
them, and what enjoyment it had brought to her 
childhood! She had possessed various kinds of dolls; 
some of the cheaper ones had been bought at a toy­
shop in the neighbourhood, and a few of these had lost 
their heads, and some had been thrown away, because 
of their smeared faces and broken noses. But in 
her collection was one particular doll which her father 
had bought her once when she visited Maruzen’s with 
him before the great earthquake disaster, and this one 
had the longest life of them all. This beautiful doll 
was a new arrival from Germany, and was dressed in 
real European style. It had cost little, but was strongly 
made. It was a boy doll, with brown clustering curls, 
and when it was laid on its back it closed its pretty 
round eyes, and when it was raised into a sitting 
position it opened them wide again.

This doll was kept upstairs in an honoured place 
amongst her very best toys. Sode-ko spoke to it and 
treated it as if it were a real boy. She adored it with 
such love that she often embraced and caressed it with 
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fervour. She carried it in her arms, and every day she 
dressed and undressed it, and even made it a little bed 
and a tiny pillow to rest upon. Whenever she happened 
to be absent from school with a cold, it was always 
this particular doll which was chosen to sit cross- 
legged near her bed, and with its smiling face it seemed 
to listen intently to the fairy tales which she told it.

A little girl who lived near by would often call 
upon Sode-ko, and would say;

" Sode-ko-san, let us play.”
Her name was Mitsu-ko, and her hair was cut 

across her brow in the style of little girls who attend 
kindergarten. Sometimes Sode-ko would go to see her 
when she had a little time to spare, and they would 
play happily together, making all kinds of pretty things 
from folded paper, or amusing themselves in other 
ways. At such times, the boy doll was always with 
them.

But Sode-ko’s love and devotion for her dolls 
gradually waned, and she did not go to play with 
Mitsu-ko so often as before. However, before she had 
finished the first course of the higher elementary 
school, being fond of the company of other children, 
she could not be without someone or something to 
play with, so she began to bring a little boy, of two 
years of age, the son of a neighbour, to her house. But 
he was a very quiet baby compared with the headstrong 
Mitsu-ko, her former playmate.

His name, Kinnosuke, suited him well. He had a 
lovely face, with plump cheeks which dimpled merrily 
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when he smiled. He was very obedient to Sode-ko, 
and so they got on well together. How much easier 
it was to amuse him than to amuse Mitsu-ko, who was 
restless, and often proved too much for Sode-ko! She 
was able to go anywhere she liked carrying this baby 
boy like a doll in her arms, or if she desired, she 
could keep him always at her side.

Kinnosuke was bom in the month of January, two 
years before, but he could hardly speak at all. The 
only sounds that came from his rose-bud lips were 
“ uma, uma,” or some sounds to that effect. The only 
other word that he knew was “Char-chan,” and this 
he used when he wanted to address his mother, or any 
other person who was dear to him.

When he was with Sode-ko, he was often brought 
•nto close contact with her father and her two brothers, 
but he never once addressed them as “ Char-chan,” for 
this word was kept specially for the ones who were 
specially dear to him. It was Ohatsu, the maid-servant, 
who had first brought Kinnosuke to play with Sode-ko, 
for she too was extremely fond of little children.

“ Char-chan! ” was the cry from the child as he 
toddled toward the sitting-room to seek for Sode-ko. 
“ Char-chan! ” And when he went into the kitchen to 
seek for Ohatsu, this also was the name that he called. 
He would cling, intensely happy, to the shoulders of 
Sode-ko or Ohatsu, or would follow them about, hang­
ing onto their skirts.

In March snow fell, and covered the town like 
cotton-wool, and again completely melted away in the 
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night. But there was no little voice calling Mitsu-ko 
then. It was always “ Kinnosuke-san, Kinnosuke-san! ” 
instead.

“Sode-ko-san, why don’t you play with me now? 
Hsve you forgotten me ? ”

Mitsu-ko’s voice was heard calling from the window 
of a neighbouring upstairs window. Her precocious 
girlish voice sounded clear in the early spring air.

Sode-ko had been busy preparing for an entrance 
examination of a certain girls’ school, and had returned 
home late from class. As she approached the house, 
she heard the shrill voice of Mitsu-ko, but passed on 
without paying any heed to her call. She entered her 
home and found Ohatsu sewing and playing with 
Kinnosuke near the paper shutters of the sitting-room.

That afternoon, Sode-ko provoked Kinnosuke, and 
or the rest of the day he never left Ohatsu’s side.

“ Char-chan! ”
Yes, Kinnosuke-san.”

Thus these two exchanged words of love with one 
another in the presence of Sode-ko, and each time that 
the baby called to her, she smiled lovingly upon it.

Char-chan! ”
Yes, Kinnosuke-san.”

“ Char-chan! ”
Yes, Kinnosuke-san.”

Ohatsu’s voice became so loud that Sode-ko’s father 
appeared at the door with a smiling face.

What a noise you are both making! From my 
room It sounds as if you were both singing a duet! ”
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“Sir,” she said, smiling in turn from Sode-ko to 

Kinnosuke, “ I love little Kinnosuke very much, and 
he and Sode-ko have had a quarrel today.” This remark 
made the father laugh. Sode-ko began to feel em­
barrassed as she looked at the baby who refused to 
leave Ohatsu’s side. The little fellow was so fair in 
complexion that one almost wished he had been a girl. 
His silken eyebrows, his little parted lips, his short 
downy hair, and his childish brow were very pretty to 
see. His somewhat sulky yet innocent expression, as 
he looked at Sode-ko, made him even prettier to look 
upon. There was no such sweetness in the lifeless 
doll that Sode-ko used to adore with such passion.

“After all, Kinnosuke-san is Sode-ko’s doll,” said 
the father good-naturedly.

Sode-ko’s father was a widower, but somehow he 
had managed to bring up his children alone, as men 
who lost their wives in early manhood are often able 
to do. But he must not laugh at his daughter for 
treating Kinnosuke like a doll, for after all, wasn’t 
Sode-ko her father’s doll too? Father had always 
chosen his daughter’s dolls himself, and had carefully 
chosen the best one from Maruzen’s stock of German 
dolls. Just as Sode-ko had made many dresses for her 
dolls, so had her father chosen the most tasteful kimono 
for his little girl.

“Sode-ko-san looks wretched in such plain frocks. 
When are you going to allow her to wear brighter and 
more becoming clothes?”

This remark would sometimes be made by lady 
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visitors, but her father took no heed of such remarks. 
His daughter’s clothes must be as neat as possible, and 
always according to his own taste. He always had 
chosen her clothes for her, for he wanted to keep her 
a child as long as he could, and liked to look upon her 
as his own pet doll.

One morning, Ohatsu was working in the kitchen, 
and turning round suddenly, she saw Sode-ko standing 
near her. She was extremely pale, and hung her head 
in silence.

“ Sode-ko-san, what is the matter ? ”
At first, Ohatsu was puzzled, for the child did not 

answer, but only stood silently with hung head. Sud­
denly, an older woman’s intuition told her the truth. 
She was a strong woman, and seeing that the child 
looked weak and ill, she took her gently in her arms 
and bore her to the sitting-room. She laid her down 
in the comer of the room, and said as kindly as pos­
sible :

“ You need not be anxious, Sode-ko-san. I know 
what is the matter, and I will attend to you ... it is 
every young woman’s experience . . . you had better 
remain away from school today, and keep to your 
bed.”

Sode-ko had no mother and no grandmamma to tell 
her what would happen to her when she reached the 
first stages of womanhood, and such a thing was so 
unexpected to Sode-ko. It had come just as she was 
very busy with her lessons preparing for her entrance 
examinations, and she seldom stayed away from 



The Awakening 87

school.
When the warm spring sun of March was shining 

through the shutters of the sitting-room, her father 
came to see her, and enquired anxiously from Ohatsu 
about his daughter’s condition.

“She is a little . .
She replied vaguely to the question put to her. 

Sode-ko was silent, for staying in bed made her un­
happy, and she was also rather restless. Her father 
was very anxious about her, and visited her room many 
times that day. Ohatsu, seeing his anxiety, was unable 
to conceal the child’s real condition any longer.

“ Sir, Sode-ko-san’s illness is nothing to be anxious 
about.”

On hearing this, the father left the room in doubt. 
He had always been in the habit of acting as mother 
to his child, looking after her clothes, and attending to 
her with the utmost care, but somehow today he felt 
that he no longer possessed the confidence of his young 
daughter. He felt that he was only the poor male 
parent, who could not ask anything further from 
Ohatsu.

“ What is the time now, by the way ? ” he remarked 
as he was passing out of the door, and glancing at the 
clock, he saw that it was ten o’clock.

“ Her brothers will be back at noon,” he went on, 
“ Ohatsu, if the children enquire what is the matter 
with Sode-ko, tell them that as she had a headache I 
bade her remain home from school.”

The father pondered over the questions that her 
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brothers would ask when they came home from school, 
and in his mind he was puzzling what to answer 
them.

A little before noon, the two brothers returned one 
after the other, in very good spirits. The first, finding 
Sode-ko in bed, said in surprise:

What are you doing there? Whatever is the 
matter ? ” Sode-ko shrank back a little in her bed when 
she saw his jeering face. It was hard for her to keep 
back her tears. He knew nothing about her indisposi­
tion, and seemed to understand nothing, but continued 
roughly.

“How can you stay away from school only because 
you have a headache ? You molly-coddle ! ”

“Don’t be so hard on her,” Ohatsu answered, 
trying to make him be quiet. “ I advised her to remain 
at home. Do not blame her, but me.”

A strange silence followed, and even the father 
was unable to explain things in any better way. He 
paced to and fro along the corridor of Sode-ko’s room, 
and it seemed to him that the last day of his daughter’s 
childhood had come. The day when she was no longer 
his cherished doll had arrived.

“ Ohatsu, I beg you to take charge of Sode-ko.” 
After saying this, he went back to his room.

Sode-ko spent a distressing and hateful day in bed. 
In the evening, she heard Mitsuko’s high voice, min­
gled with the voices of other little girls and boys play­
ing outside. The evening was mild and sweet, and 
Sode-ko knew that young green grass would be spring-
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ing up freshly in the night, but sad thoughts weighed 
heavily upon her mind.

The next day, she was able to dress herslf and 
was going to school as usual, for she felt she must 
study very hard, or she would have to stay one more 
year in her present school. Just as she was leaving, 
Oiiatsu told her of her own experience when she first 
became a woman.

“ With me, it was very late. It happened when I 
was seventeen. I wish I had told you about it earlier. 
I have often thought of speaking to you, but I feared 
it might be too early, so I kept silence until now. I 
think that you better absent yourself from the gymnastic 
lesson today, Sode-ko-san.”

Uneasy and anxious, blushing and confused at the 
mere thought of this thing, Sode-ko went off to school. 
She wanted hard to understand this change, which, 
once gone through, seems quite a natural thing, and 
she puzzled hard over the possible reasons for its occur­
rence. She had been told everything by Ohatsu, but 
she ardently wished that her dear mother were yet 
alive and could have folded her in her arms and com­
forted her at such a time. When she arrived at school 
she had a feeling that she was not quite the same as 
usual. She seemed to have lost her freedom, and felt 
constrained and depressed. She seemed to have been 
suddenly separated from her playmates of yesterday, 
and looked sadly at the other children playing merrily 
with their teacher at ball and skipping-rope in the 
corner of the playground.
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A week later her health was quite restored. All 
that flows is pure. As the young grass gathers strength 
to grow from the snow of spring, so did Sode-ko 
rapidly become stronger and more full of life. She 
looked about her and said to herself:

“ At last, I feel well and at ease again in my heart.” 
But something struck her as she looked round her. It 
was a deep feeling of sadness at the thought of parting 
with her childhood. She could no longer look at the 
children with the same eyes as before, and when she 
beheld Mitsu-ko running merrily around the house, 
with laughing, artless face, and her little head of dark 
fleecy hair, she longed to be back again in her own 
innocent childhood.

The difference between man and woman was plain 
to her now. Quite unlike her free and easy-going 
brothers, she felt that she must stand on her guard. If 
she had not yet thoroughly learned about the world of 
grown-up people, she had at least peeped into it, and 
she was filled with wonder at its inexpressible mys­
teries.

Ohatsu, who loved children dearly, would often 
bring Kinnosuke to her home and play with him. The 
innocent boy clung to Sode-ko’s shoulders, or followed 
her about as usual.

“ Char-chan! ”
There was no change in the sweet voice of Kin­

nosuke. But Sode-ko felt that he could not hold him 
in her arms as she used to do in the days that had 
passed.
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Sode-ko’s mother had died from profuse bleeding 
after childbirth. As she was dying, a red tide of blood 
ebbed from her poor tired body, and so she died.

The tide that had so rapidly ebbed from the mother’s 
body flowed again—after fifteen years—in the doll-like 
frame of the daughter, in exchange for her death. A 
tide that moves in and out to the waxing and waning 
of the moon in the sky, a miracle, yet not a miracle— 
this was far too great a problem for Sode-ko to com­
prehend. That it ebbed and flowed regularly, as every­
body said, she could not believe. An unfounded anxiety 
constantly troubled her and destroyed her happiness, and 
Sode-ko, in this uneasiness of her heart, often trembled 
and panted on the wayside which leads from the world 
of children to the kinddom of grown-ups.

THE END
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The Story of a Fallen Head

PART I

Khashoji, a Chinese cavalryman, throwing aside 
his sabre, clung to the head of his horse in panic. He 
was sure that his neck had been badly slashed. He 
remembered having been struck with something, and 
at the same time he had frantically clung to his horse’s 
neck. The animal may also have been wounded, for 
the very moment when Khashoji bent his body upon 
his saddle, the animal gave a loud neigh, tossed its 
muzzle in the air, and immediately charged into the 
centre of the enemy’s cavalry, and began to gallop 
furiously across the wide Manchurian high-growing 
millet-fields. A few gun-shots came from behind, but 
Khashoji seemed to hear them as in a dream.

The millet-stalks, which were taller than a man, 
were trampled down by the madly-galloping horse, and 
as he rushed through them, they rose and fell like the 
waves of an angry sea. From right and left they swept 
Khashoji’s pig-tail from side to side. They struck his 
uniform, and smeared him with the dark-red blood 
which ran from his neck. But his brain was too con­
fused to notice these things clearly. Only the simple 
fact that he had been wounded was branded upon his. 
consciousness with a terrible certainty. “ I’m wounded! 
I’m wounded! ” he repeated mechanically over and over 
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again to himself, and he wildly kicked at his horse 
which was already covered from head to foot with 
sweat.

Only ten minutes before, Khashoji, starting from a 
Chinese encampment, had been reconnoitering with 
some of his fellow-soldiers in the vicinity of a hamlet 

’beyond a river, and as they were crossing a field of 
already-yellowing giant millet, they came upon a troop 
of Japanese horsemen. The encounter was so sudden 
that both sides had scarcely time to raise their guns or 
sabres. The Chinese perceiving a number of caps and 
uniforms decorated with red-ribbed lines—which dis­
tinguish the Japanese soldiers—drew their sabres im­
mediately, and instantly their horses were charging into 
the enemy’s line. Naturally, under such sudden cir­
cumstances, the thought of being killed never entered 
their heads. “ The enemy! ” or “ Kill them ! ” was their 
only idea. Turning their horses suddenly roundabout, 
and grinding their teeth like angry wolves, they furiously 
charged the Japanese cavalry. The enemy must have 
felt the same impulse, for in an instant the Chinese 
found themselves surrounded with a host of terrible- 
looking faces. With them were intermingled number­
less swords, flashing and hissing in every direc­
tion.

From that moment Khashoji lost all sense of time. 
He remembered strangely and clearly that the tall 
millet-stalks had swayed beneath his charging horse as 
if in a storm, and that red-hued sun was glaring down 
above their waving ears. But how long the noise of
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the battle had continued, or what losses had occurred, 
he could not remember at all.

He also recollected that in the confusion of the 
moment he had shouted madly and had frantically 
brandished his sabre. Once it had glittered with the 
colour of fire, but he could not remember whether 
it had struck anything. The hilt of his sword had 
become grimy and greasy with sweat. At the same 
time he felt a terrible thirst in his throat. Then all of 
a sudden there appeared right in front of him, a threat­
ening-looking Japanese horseman, with his mouth 
wide open, and with eyes so dilated that his eyeballs 
seemed to be jumping out of their sockets. From a 
big rip in his red-lined cap peeped the top of a head 
shaped like a chestnut.

Instinctively Khashoji raised his sabre and drove it 
down upon the ugly head and cap with all his strength. 
But what resisted his stroke was not the cap or the 
head beneath it, but the hard steel of the sword with 
which his assailant suddenly parried the blow with the 
splendid skill of a Japanese swordsman. The clashing 
sound of the two swords rang out with awful clarity 
amidst the deafening noise of the conflict, and a 
penetrating odour of polished steel sharply entered his 
nostrils. At the same time the broad sword of his 
opponent flashed in the sunshine, and flew widely round 
his head, and he felt something unspeakably cold enter­
ing the joints of his neck with a cruel hissing sound.

The horse continued to rush headlong through the 
almost endles.s millet-fields, with Khashoji on its back.
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The din of fighting men and horses, and the clash of 
swords were now hushed. The autumn sunshine in 
Liaotung was serene and peaceful. It was like an 
autumn afternoon in Japan.

Poor Khashoji was groaning with the pain of his 
wound, which was emphasised by the rocking move­
ment of his horse. But there was a deeper meaning in 
the moans which broke through his grinding teeth. He 
was not only struggling against bodily pain, but he was 
being tormented with an agony that was spiritual—he 
was crying out against the sudden terror of death which 
he felt was upon him. To say farewell to life filled 
him with an unspeakable sorrow. A deep resentment 
against all men and their worldly affairs for causing 
him to be mortally wounded surged in his heated brain. 
He was angered at having to leave the world. Thoughts 
of this kind flashed one by one through his brain, in­
flicting endless sorrow upon him, and as these feelings 
came and went, he cried out in a heart-rending groan, 
“I’m dying! I’m dying!”

He cursed the Japanese cavalry, and then in gentler 
tones he muttered the loved names of his parents. But 
already he was so exhausted that as soon as these cries 
rose to his lips, they changed into senseless, hoarse 
moans.

“ Oh, how unhappy I am! What a misery it is to 
have been brought here in the very prime of my life, 
to fight and be killed like a dog ! What a hateful 
beast is that Japanese who tried to kill me! What 
fools those officers were to have sent me on that re­
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connaissance! And how detestable are the two fighting 
powers, China and Japan !

“ But even more abominable than these are all the 
human beings who have in any way been responsible 
for making me a soldier. They are all my enemies! 
Through the stupidity of these people I am obliged to 
give up my life and leave the world in which I still 
have so many things to do. Alas! what an idiot I 
have been to have allowed myself to be the tool of 
circumstance and to have let these people do just as 
they liked with me ! ”

These thoughts surged through his brain one after 
another as poor Khashoji continued on his mad stam­
pede through the high millet-fields.

Being surprised by the rush of the horse, flocks of 
quail here and there started up in confusion. The 
horse paid little heed to anything. It only felt its 
master clinging to its back, sometimes nearly falling 
from the saddle, but on and on it galloped, with froth 
dripping from its mouth.

Khashoji might have continued his perilous journey 
on the back of his horse for that whole day, and he 
might have kept going until the copper-hued sun had 
sunk in the western sky, complaining to heaven in his 
misery and groaning incessantly. But where the fields 
gradually began to slope down towards a narrow and 
dirty river which ran through the tall millet-fields, a 
few willow-trees, with their lower boughs still covered 
with withered leaves, stood solemnly in his way on the 
brink of the stream. Just as his horse made a dash 
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through them, he was roughly tom from his saddle 
by the branches, and was deposited headlong on the 
muddy bank that bordered the stream.

At that instant some old association of the past 
flashed into his mind, and he fancied he saw before 
him a brilliant yellow flame burning in the sky. It 
was the same bright, yellow flame he had so often 
watched when he had been a child, the fire that burnt 
under the big kitchen oven of his home. “ My God ! 
Look at the fire burning! ” he muttered, and the next 
instant he had lost consciousness.

PART 11

But did Khashoji really faint when he was thrown 
from his horse? It is true that he had been uncon­
scious of any pain from his wounded neck, and he dis­
tinctly remembered lying helpless on the muddy bank 
of a lonely river, smeared from head to foot with mud 
and blood. As he lay there he gazed up into a clear 
blue sky, and across his vision a few branches of 
willows waved to and fro.

How densely blue the sky seemed to him compared 
with any he had ever looked at hitherto! It appeared 
as if he were peering from below into a gigantic, in­
verted jar of indigo. At the bottom of the jar, clouds 
like gathering foam were drifting, and as fast as they 
came they disappeared again behind the quivering 
leaves of the willows.

So was it possible that Khashoji had been un­
conscious? Between his eyes and the blue sky, how­
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ever, floated many curious things like shadows, things 
that did not exist at all, but merely visions of his 
fevered brain. First there appeared the old skirt which 
his mother used to wear. When he had been a child, 
how often he had clung to it in joy or sorrow! Poor 
Khashoji stretched out his hands to grasp it, but it at 
once eluded him. It flapped like transparent silk-gauze, 
allowing the drifting banks of clouds to be seen through 
its folds like glittering mica, and then it disappeared 

altogether.
Then behind that gauzy film appeared the same 

vast fields of sesame which had grown at the rear of 
his house—the sesame fields, which in mid-summer 
were dotted with delicate, pale flowers. He tried hard 
to see if he and his brothers were playing there, but 
there was no sign of a human being. He could only 
see the ghastly, pale flowers and leaves of the sesame 
basking in a dim sunshine, and soon they also vanished 
into the blue of the sky.

Then a strange thing appeared, wriggling in the 
sky. It proved to be a big ‘ Dragon-lantern,’ the kind 
which is carried in the streets during religious festivals. 
It was some twenty feet long, and its body was a 
framework of bambao, covered with paper. On it was 
painted in red and blue a gorgeous dragon. Though 
it was bright day-light, the candles in the lantern were 
alight, and as it floated in the air the lantern looked to 
him like a real, living creature. He noted how its long 
whiskers waved to and fro as it moved along. And 
lo! it too gradually melted from his sight, then sud­
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denly disappeared altogether.
Succeeding this strange dragon, the pretty, delicate 

foot of a woman began to take shape in the blue dome 
of the sky. The foot was bound after the manner of 
Chinese women. It was very thin and slender, and no 
more than five inches long. At the end of each grace­
fully-bent toe, the soft, white flesh showed itself through 
a delicately pale nail. The memory of this slender 
foot brought a deep sorrow to the heart of Khashoji. 
Oh, if he could but touch that delicate foot again ! But 
he knew that such an accomplishment was quite im­
possible, for a distance of hundreds of miles lay between 
Khashoji and the place where the foot was seen. Then 
suddenly the foot became transparent and evaporated 
into the shadows of the clouds, as all the other visions 
had done.

It was then that Khashoji felt a strange, lonely 
feeling in the depths of his heart, a feeling such as he 
had never experienced before. Above his head the end­
less blue sky glared dumbly down upon him. Under 
that self-same sky all the miseries of , human existence 
must continue, and men must accept their destinies 
whether they liked it or not. They would continue 
being blown about like helpless leaves which are swept 
here and there by the winds of heaven. Oh! what 
great loneliness he felt! And a deep heart-rending sigh 
escaped his dry lips.

Suddenly between his eyes and the sky there ap­
peared a host of Japanese cavalry. They were charg­
ing down upon him at a furious pace. But just as 
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■they were about to trample upon him they vanished 
from his sight again as quickly as they had appeared. 
If it had not been a vision, he would have raised his 
voice in a mad cheer so as to forget his intense lone­
liness for one short minute. As he was thinking this, 
the troop of cavalry completely disappeared.

Then tears began to roll down his cheeks. He 
began to think over the shameful way in which he had 
lived, and as he raised his wet eyes to the sky, he felt 
a desire to fall at the feet of everyone whom he had 
harmed, and to ask for their forgiveness.

“ If I am ever rescued, I will compensate for my 
ugly past by living a better life! ” As these words 
were wrung from his heart, he again sobbed bitterly. 
The endless blue sky only stared cruelly down upon 
him, and foot by foot, and inch by inch it seemed to 
be dropping upon him and pressing heavily upon his 
breast. No more visions passed before him now. He 
sighed again, his lips suddenly quivered, and gradually 
his eyes closed.

PART III

It was an early Spring morning in the following 
year after the Sino-Japanese war. In a room of the 
Japanese Embassy in Peking a Japanese military at­
tache, Major Kimura by name, was chatting over coffee 
and cigars with a certain Mr. Yamakawa, a Bachelor of 
Science, and a civil engineer of the Japanese Agricultural 
Department, who had just been sent to China on some 
official business. These two men were talking in a 
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very leisurely way, and had forgotten all the business 
which they had in hand. Though it was still early 
spring, a hot stove in the room made the atmosphere 
comfortably warm. On the table a potted plum-tree, 
already in bloom, gave off a faint fragrance.

For a while their conversation turned on the 
Chinese Empress Dowager, and then it drifted to stories 
and incidents of the Sino-Japanese war. Suddenly 
Major Kimura stood up, and fetching a fil</ of Peking 
daily papers from a near-by table, selected one of the 
numerous sheets from the pile and spread it before Mr. 
Yamakawa. Pointing to a certain paragraph, he asked 
his friend to read it. His suggestion was so abrupt 
that Mr. Yamakawa was a little surprised, but knowing 
the Major’s peculiar manner rather well, he took the 
paper and read what was pointed out to him, naturally 
expecting to find there some extraordinary anecdote of 
the war. His supposition was right, for in the paper 
he found a paragraph printed in rather square and 
elaborate Chinese characters, which read as follows:

“Khashoji, the master of a certain barber’s shop, 
and a hero of the Sino-Japanese war, who rendered 
great services to his country, has, since his return home, 
become a man of very loose morals, indulging rather 
freely in wine and women.

“A few days ago he had a quarrel with another 
man while at a bar, and fighting with him, received a 
severe wound in his neck, and died on the spot.

“ The cause of his death was due not so much to the 
wound inflicted during this quarrel, as to the opening
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of an old cut which he had received during the war. 
According to a witness, Khashoji’s head suddenly fell 
from his body with a thud, just as he was grappling 
over a small table with his assailant. But for a short 
strip of skin which connected the head from the body, 
the former seemed completely severed. As it fell, a 
great deal of blood gushed from the gaping neck. 
The police are very puzzled over the curious 
cirumstances of his death, and are now said to be 
searching for his assailant. Referring to an ancient 
book entitled Ryosai-Shii, there is an account of a 
man’s head having fallen from his body in a similar 
manner. Therefore the circumstances connected with 
the falling-off of Khashoji’s head cannot be treated as 
a mere romance, etc., etc.”

After reading the newspaper account of the incident, 
Mr. Yamakawa who was much struck by the strange­
ness of the affair, thought for a moment, and then 
said rather abruptly, “ What utter nonsense! ”

Major Kimura smiled at the exclamation, and after 
sucking at his cigar for a moment or two he remarked 
dryly, “ But, all the same it is very interesting, isn’t 
it ? It is only in China where we should hear of such 
a thing! ”

“ Yes, I’m hanged if we should ever hear about 
such a thing happening anywhere else! ” Mr. Yamakawa 
remarked dryly as he knocked off the ashes of his cigar 
into the ash-tray.

“ But, listen! It may be more interesting for you 
to know. . . Here the Major stopped short and 
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paused for a moment. Then with a rather cynical ex­
pression on his serious face, he added, “ I happened to 
have known this man Khashoji personally.”

“ Oh, did you ? I’m surprised to hear it. You don’t 
mean to say that you, a military attache, have con­
spired with the newspapers in concocting such a cock- 
and-bull story, do you?”

“ Don’t be stupid, Mr. Yamakawa ! After I was 
wounded in the battle of Teikaton, during the war, this 
man Khashoji was brought to our field-hospital, and 
while I was there I often talked to him, merely to get 
practice in my Chinese conversation. I am almost sure 
it was the same chap, because he had been badly 
slashed in the neck. He explained to me that while he 
was out on some reconnaisance, he encountered a party 
of our cavalry, and while fighting with them had been 
wounded in the neck with the stroke of a Japanese 
sword.”

“Yes, it was rather strange that you knew him. 
But this paper says that he was rather a rascal—wasn’t 
it so? If it is true, it might have been better for all 
concerned if he had died there and then! ”

“ But,” said the Major, “ when he was there he 
seemed to be a very honest and decent fellow, and was 
one of the most obedient of our prisoners. Every one 
of our surgeons liked him, and it is said they favoured 
him with special treatment He told us many interest­
ing stories about his life. I can also remember quite 
clearly the description he gave us of his extraordinary 
psychological feelings when he fell off his horse after 
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having been wounded. He told us that, as he gazed 
through the willow-branches from the muddy bank of 
the river where he was lying, he saw most vividly in 
the sky, visions of his mother’s skirt, a woman s foot, 
and a field of blooming sesame.”

Major Kimura threw away his cigar, and after 
helping himself to a cup of coffee, his eyes turned to 
the pink plum-blossoms on the table. He seemed to 
be meditating. Then he went on.

“ He told me that when he saw those visions, he 
felt heartily ashamed of the life he had been leading 
hitherto.”

“ Yet no sooner did the war end than he became a 
thorough scoundrel again! It shows that we can put 
little reliance upon men! ” said Mr. Yamakawa, fling­
ing himself back in his chair and stretching his legs. 
In cynical silence he puffed at his cigar.

“ By what you say, do you mean that he acted like 
a hypocrite ? ”

“Yes.”
“ I’m afraid I can’t agree with you. I feel sure that 

what he said at the time was sincerely meant. Also, 
if I may be permitted to quote the newspaper, when 
‘ his head suddenly fell,’ perhaps for a moment he saw 
similar visions again. I should explain his death in 
this way: As he was drunk he was quite easily 
knocked down. The suddenness of his fall had opened 
his old wound, and with the long pig-tail hanging from 
it, his head came off and fell with a thud upon the 
floor. Perhaps he again beheld his mother s skirt, a
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woman’s foot, etc., in a vision. Perhaps for a moment 
before death he had been gazing beyond the ceiling of 
the room into a deep blue sky. He might even have 
been tortured with the pangs of remorse—but this time 
it was too late.

“When he was first wounded, our military nurses, 
after having found him unconscious, tended him most 
kindly and with the greatest care, but during this 
quarrel later on, his antagonist, knowing his weaknesses, 
struck and kicked him. During his scuffle the poor 
man may have repented again, but in falling, his life 
ended.”

Mr. Yamakawa shrugged his shoulders and 
laughed.

“ You are certainly very imaginative! But tell me, 
why did he become such a scoundrel after having 
shown so much sincerity?”

“ Of course, because man is an unreliable creature, 
but in a different sense from what you mean,” Major 
Kimura answered, lighting another cigar. Then he 
continued smilingly and with rather an air of pride.

“ We should all try to be aware of our own unreli­
ability—but I’m afraid the only people who are at all 
reliable are those who realise that fact about themselves, 
otherwise the people who don’t, like Khashoji, who lost 
his head, can never be certain of not suddenly losing 
their own heads. I think that we must endeavour in 
the same way to try and find an inner meaning in 
what we read in the Chinese newspapers.”

THE END
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Tu Tzuchun

PART I

It was the close of a spring day, and the sun was 
setting. A young man was standing in front of the 
western city-gate of Loyang, the capital, during the 
Tang dynasty in China. He was looking up absent­
mindedly into the sky. His name was Tu Tzuchun, 
and he was the son of a very rich man; but now he 
was living poorly and miserably, for all his fortune 
had been wasted away.

At that time Loyang was considered the most 
prosperous city in the world. Therefore it was crowded 
with all kinds of traffic, and its streets were always 
full of people. Under the oily glow of the setting sun, 
which was reflected fully from the city-gate, the silk­
gauze hats of ancient lords, the gold earrings of Turkish 
ladies, and the many-coloured decorative reins on the 
heads of white horses made a very beautiful picture as 
they streamed by incessantly.

Tu Tzuchun, however, stood leaning against the 
gate walls, and gazed absently at the setting sun. Above, 
the silvery circle of a new moon could be already seen 
shining white and ghostly through the evening haze.

“ It grows dark, and I am hungry. No one will 
give me a bed ... . Perhaps it will be better to drown 
myself in some river and end the life I am leading,’ 
thought Tu Tzuchun, and, just as he was turning this 
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idea over in his mind, there suddenly appeared from' 
somewhere an old man with one squint eye, who 
stopped in front of him. The setting sun, falling aslant 
on the body of the latter, cast a long shadow upon the 
gate. For a moment he looked intently at Tu Tzuchun, 
and then said abruptly:

“ What are you thinking about ? ”
“ I ? ” said Tu Tzung, looking up, “ I am thinking 

of what I shall do, for I cannot find a place to lay my 
head or pass the night.”

Being questioned so suddenly, Tu Tzuchun could 
not but give an honest answer, and he at once hung 
his head.

“ I understand. I am very sorry for you,” replied 
the old man, and for a while he seemed deep in thought. 
After a few moments he raised his finger and pointed 
to where the sun’s rays were slanting.

“I will tell you what. When you are standing 
here in the sunshine, mark carefully where your head 
casts its shadow. Come to that place at midnight, dig, 
and you will find a cart-load of gold.”

“ Is what you tell me true ? ” the young man answer­
ed in astonishment, but when he looked, to his great 
surprise, the old man had disappeared, nor could he 
find a trace of him anywhere. He only saw the moon 
shining whiter and more silvery than before, and, as 
the crowd surged past him, several restless bats flapped 
their grey wings across his vision.
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PART n

In one day Tu Tzuchun became the richest man 
in the capital. He had done what the old man had 
told him, and had dug in the place where the sun had 
cast the shadow of his head the evening before. There 
he had found such a quantity of goldt hat no waggon 
could be found large enough to carry it.

Tu Tzuchun, now a rich man, at once bought a 
magnificent mansion, and began to lead an even more 
luxurious life than the fabled king Genso. He drank 
the rich wine of Lanling, ate the longan of Kueichou, 
decorated his rooms with the peony that changes its 
colour four times a day, and rode in a carriage made 
from incense-wood, upon a seat of the purest ivory, and 
. . . . if we were to describe his luxuries one by one, 
our story would never come to an end.

Hearing all this, his friends, who had never even 
nodded their heads when they had met him in the 
street, began to frequent his house day and night, and 
the number of his acquaintances increased day by day. 
At the end of six months there was no beautiful 
woman or accomplished gentleman in all the capital 
who did not visit him frequently as his guest. Tu 
Tzuchun gave great banquets every day, and how 
indescribably gay these banquets were! I will describe 
to you what happened at such feasts. Tu Tzuchun 
would drink from a golden goblet filled with costly 
European wine, while he watched the clever tricks of 
some Hindo juggler who swallowed a naked sword 
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-while around him sat twenty beautiful maidens, ten of 
them wearing in their hair exquisite lotus flowers made 
from jade, a precious stone found in China, while th' 
other ten wore peony flowers made from pure agate. 
These beautiful young women made harmonious music 
on flutes and harps, charming his senses as he watched 
the juggler.

But, rich as he was, his money could not last for 
ever, and so in the course of two years he again became 
a poor man. All his friends, whom he had entertained 
so lavishly while he was wealthy, gradually ceased to 
call, and at last not one of them troubled to inquire 
after him as they passed his door.

At last, when the third spring had passed, he was 
without a home, and, though he still had many acquain­
tances in the great city of Loyang, not one of these 
would offer him a bed to sleep on or a morsel to eat. 
Not only shelter for the night was refused him, but he 
was even refused a cup of pure water to quench his 
thirst.

One evening, being at his wit’s end, he happened 
to be standing again at the western gate, gazing into 
the sky watching the setting sun, when suddenly there 
appeared again before him the same old man with the 
squint eye, and looking into his face he asked, as 
before:

“What are you thinking about?”
When Tu Tzuchun saw who it was, he hung his 

head with shame, and for a while was not able to 
make any answer. But again the old man repeated his 
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question more kindly, so Tu Tzuchun answered timidly:
“ I am thinking of what I shall do, for I cannot 

find a place to lay my head or pass the night.”
The old man said to him:
“I understand. I am very sorry for you; but, I 

will tell you what to do. As you stand here in the 
setting sun, and when your shadow is cast upon the 
ground, mark that part of it which corresponds to your 
breast. Come to that place at midnight, dig deep, and 
you will find a cartload of gold.

On saying these words the old man again disap­
peared suddenly among the crowds of passers-by.

Again Tu Tzuchun became the richest man in the 
world, and he at once plunged into the same luxurious 
manner of living as before. The same peony flowers 
that change their colour four times a day grew in his 
garden, and graceful white peacocks dreamed among 
the flowers, and the Hindoo juggler was engaged to 
entertain his guests. ... all was as before. And the 
immense heap of gold, that overflowed the cart which 
he took to gather it up, was all gone in less than three 
years.

PART III

“ What are you thinking about ? ”
The old man with the squint eye stood before him 

again, asking the same question for the third time; 
and as before Tu Tzuchun stood gazing absent-mindedly 
at the new moon glimmering faintly through the haze.
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“ I am thinking what I shall do, for I have no 
place to lay my head or pass the night.”

“ I understand. I am very sorry for you, but... . 
I will tell you what to do. Stand here in the rays of 
the setting sun, and when your shadow is cast upon 
the ground, carefully mark the spot of the shadow 
which corresponds to your abdomen. Come here at 
midnight, and dig in that place, and I am sure you 
will find a cart-load of . . . .”

But this time Tu Tzuchun interrupted the old man 
before he could finish his words, and holding up his 
hands he said:

“ I want no money ! ”
“’You want no money? I see! Then you are at 

last tired of luxurious living ? ”
The old man incredulously watched Tu Tzuchun’s 

eyes.
“ No, I am not tired of my way of living, but I 

am disgusted with all men,” replid Tu Tzuchun harshly.
“ That is amusing. And what has made you so 

disgusted with men ? ”
“They are heartless, every one of them! While I 

am rich, they say pretty things, but, as soon as I be­
come poor, they will not even smile at me. It seems 
useless to become rich again when I reflect on what 
has happened before.”

On hearing Tu Tzuchun’s words, the old man 
began to grin broadly.

“I see. Even though you are young, you have 
some good sense left. Well, then, even though you 
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might be a poor man hereafter, do you intend to live 
a quiet and simple life ?

Tu Tzuchun hesitated a little, then quickly lifting 
up his face, which bore a resolute expression, he looked 
steadily at the old man and began imploringly:

“Just now I do not wish to live in that way, but 
I would like to become one of your pupils and study 
magic O, do not hide your learning from me. 
I am sure that you are a hermit of high virtue, other­
wise how would you have been able to make me the 
richest man in the world in a single night ? I implore 
you, become my teacher, and explain to me your 
wonderful art of magic.”

The old man thought for some time in silence, 
and a frown crossed his brows. Then with a pleasant 
smile he again began to speak:

“Yes, I am a hermit as you supposed. My name 
is Tiehkuantzu, and I live among the mountains of 
Emeishan. When I first saw you, I thought that you 
possessed some wisdom, so twice I tried to make 
you rich .... If you wish to be one of my pupils, 
and if you are truly earnest in what you say, you shall 
have your wish.”

The old man gladly consented to take him as his 
pupil, and Tu Tzuchun was beside himself with joy. 
Before waiting for the old man to finish his words, he 
prostrated himself and bowed to the ground at his feet. 
But the old man bade him rise, saying:

“No, no, do not thank me so much yet. Even 
though I have consented to take you as a pupil, it 
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depends wholly upon yourself whether you will become 
a great magician or not. . . . At any rate, will you 
come with me into the heart of the mountains of 
Emeishan ? Look, pick up that bamboo-stick which is 
lying in the dust. Let us fly immediately into the air.”

The old man took the green bamboo stick which 
the youth had handed to him. They seated themselves 
upon it as one might ride a horse, he mumbled a few 
magic words, and lo! the stick began to soar up into 
the sky as vigorously as if it had been a dragon. They 
speedily flew toward the mountains of Emeishan 
through the clear evening sky of a perfect spring day.

Frightened beyond words, Tu Tzuchun looked 
jimidly beneath him, but he could only discern the 
blue mountains rising out of the twilight. The western 
city gate of Loyang was hidden, perhaps in the evening 
mist, and, though he strained his eyes, there was no 
sign of it to be seen. Then Tiehkuantzu, with his 
white beard flowing behind him in the breeze, began 
to sing loudly:

“ In the morning I visit the Polar Seas,
In the evening the mountains of Tsangwu.
With a dagger at my belt, and with a brave heart. 
Three times I entered Loyang, but no one knew me. 
And singing, I flew over the lake of Tungtinghu.”

PART IV
Very soon the bamboo stick bn which the two of 

them rode, descended upon the mountains of Emei­
shan. Where they came down Tu Tzuchun saw a 
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large flat rock protruding from a deep ravine; but he 
knew that it must have still been very high, because 
in the sky the polar star still could be seen sparkling 
brightly, as large as a cup. Being a deserted part of 
the country, all was very still, and they could only 
hear the whispering of the wind in a twisted pinetree 
that grew on the edge of a cliff near by.

When they alighted on the rock, Tiehkuantzu told 
Tu Tzuchun to rest there under the shelter of the cliff, 
saying:

“ I am going to heaven to see Hsiwangmu, so you 
must wait until I come back. Probably during my 
absence many devils will appear before you, but what­
ever you do make no noise at all. If you give vent 
to a single word, you must know that you will not be 
fit to become a magician. Mark what I say! You 
must keep absolute silence even if the earth should 
split asunder!”

“You can count upon it. I will never make a 
noise. I will keep silent, even though I may lose my 
life,” answered Tu Tzuchun.

“ Then I am content,” said Tiehkuantzu, “ and, now 
I am going.”

With a word of parting the old man rose again 
on his bamboo stick, flew straight up into the sky, and 
disappeared above the steep mountains which stocxl 
vertically against the night sky, looking as if they had 
been hewn and shaped by the axe of some giant.

Tu Tzuchun sat alone on the flat rock, and in 
silence he watched the stars in the evening sky. After 
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an hour or so, as the cold night wind from the high 
mountains began to penetrate his clothes, a ringing 
voice came from the sky. It shouted suddenly down 
upon him, and its tone was rough;

“ Who is it that sits there ? ”
Tu Tzuchun remained silent as the old man had 

told him to do. Then again the same menacing voice 
called sternly:

“ If you will not answer, prepare to die instantly! ” 
But Tu Tzuchun still remained silent.
All of a sudden a tiger with very bright eyes 

appeared from somewhere, and leaping upon the rock 
on which Tu Tzuchun sat, began glaring and roaring 
at him very fiercely. At the same time the pine-tree 
on the cliff just behind him shook violently, and a 
huge white snake with a big head, as big as a barrel, 
came wriggling down the precipice toward him, and 
stopped before him waving its fiery tongue.

Tu Tzuchun, however, remained still and silent, 
and did not move so much as an eyebrow.

The tiger and the snake glared at each other, as 
if gloating over their chances of getting their victim 
first. Presently, and almost at the same instant, both 
of them sprang upon Tu Tzuchun. He was prepared 
to feel the sharp teeth of the tiger embedded in his 
throat, or to be swallowed by the snake, but just as 
they both almost touched his body, they disappeared 
suddenly, dissolving like mist, or losing their substance 
like the night wind. Only the pine-tree on the cliff 
moaned as before.
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Tu Tzuchun wdre a long breath, and waited for 
the next terrible thing that might happen to him.

Presently a great gust of wind began to blow, and 
the clouds, black as ink, shut everything from his view. 
Dazzling, purple-colored lightning cut the sky asunder, 
followed by a terrible thunder-storm, but Tu Tzuchun 
&at still and showed no sign of fear. The wind howled, 
the rain fell in torrents, the lightning became incessant, 
and the mountains themselves seemed to shake to their 
very foundations. All at once a dreadful thunder-bolt, 
blazing hot, fell from the skies of inkyblack clouds, 
and struck Tu Tzuchun upon the head.

In spite of himself, he fell flat upon the rock, 
pressing both his hands to his ears. When he opened 
his eyes again, the sky was as clear as before, and the 
great polar star, as big as a cup, was shining above 
the high mountains across the ravine.

Then, this thunder-storm, too, must have been the 
evil trick of devils, just as the tiger and the white 
snake had been. Tu Tzuchun’s heart became calmer, 
and wiping the cold perspiration from his brow, he 
again seated himself upon the rock. He sighed, and 
looked about him.

But while his sigh was still dying on the wind, 
there appeared in front of him the solemn figure of a 
great god. He was some 30 feet high, and wore a 
suit of armour made of pure gold. He held a three­
forked spear in his hand, and pointing it at Tu Tzu­
chun’s breast, he roared in a terrific voice like thunder;

“Hey, there! What are you doing in this part of
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the world ? These mountains of Emeishan have always 
been my abode since the very beginning of the world. 
How dare you sit here alone without paying any 
attention to my presence. You cannot be any ordma^ 
mortal. H you value your life, I command you to

make answer!”
But Tu Tzuchun still kept silence, for he remem­

bered what the old man had told him.
"You will not answer me?. . ■ • Well, then, do 

you please. I will command my army to cut you

as
to

The war god held up his spear, and beckoned to 
the sky above the opposite mountains. In one instant 
the dark clouds opened, and a host of countless warriors, 
some armed with spears and some with swords, came

surging down upon him.
This sight nearly made Tu Tzuchun give vent to 

a cry of terror, but remembering the old mans m- 
tructions, he did his best to keep silence. Seeing that 
Tu Tzuchung did not move or utter a sound, the war 
god was beside himself with rage.

“You obstinate brute! Since you will not answer

me, you shall die! ” , ,
So saying, the war god raised his three-forked 

spear and plunged it into Tu Tzuchun’s breast, and 
killed him. And laughing so loudly that the mountains 
of Emeishan shook violently, the war god disappeared, 
and his countless warriors also disappeared with him 
like figures in some horrible dream.

The polar star began to shine once more upon ths 
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flat rock. The pine-tree on the cliff moaned as the 
wind swept sadly through its branches, Tu T^- 
chun lay flat on the rock, for his life had left his body 

long before.

PART V
Tu Tzuchuu’s body lay on the rook, but his soul, 

floating bon. his corpse, dritted silently down to the 

bottom of Jigoku, the Inferno.
Between this world and the Inferno there is a 

dark, dark passage, and an icy-cold wind bmws^fun 
ously in the sky all the year round. Canied on by 
this icy wind, Tu Tzuchun floated m the sky for a 

very long while, just as a c-------
the air, until he came in----------
On a tablet outside this beautiful place was

‘ Senlotien.”
Crowds of terrible and evil-looking devils 

front of this palace, and, as soon as they saw 
chun they gathered thickly around him, and, carrying 
him, they took him to the foot of a throne where a 
king in a black robe, and wearing a golden crown was 
seated. As he sat there he glared angrily around him. 
It was evident that this was Yama, or Yen^a, the 
king of Hades, of whom Tu Tzuchun had often been 
told. Tu Tzuchun knelt down before the king, fearing 

what would become of him.
“ Why were you on the top of the mountain of

Emeishan? , „
Yama’s voice thundered from the throne, and lu 
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Tzuchun was about to make answer, when he remem­
bered the caution of Tiehkuantzu: “ Never speak one 
word! '

He therefore hung his head, and remained dumb. 
Yama became very angry, and rising on his feet, and 
raising his sceptre, he again roared like thunder:

“Do you know where you are? Answer this 
instant, or you shall feel the torture of the Inferno! ”

But Tu Tzuchun never moved a muscle. Yama 
seeing this, turned to the devils and harshly gave them 
some order. The devils prostrated themselves, and 
then, rising again, they seized him, and flew with him 
up into the sky.

Now, everyone knows that, besides the Mountains 
of Swords and the Pond of Blood, there is also the 
Valley of Flames and the Sea of Ice, which lie side 
by side under the dark sky of Jigoku. In turn the 
devils hurled Tu Tzuchun into each of these, so that 
his heart was pierced by the cruel swords, his face 
scourged by the flames, his tongue was wrenched from 
his throat, his body was skinned and beaten with an 
iron-pounder, and he was then hurled into a pan of 
boiling oil. His brain was sucked by venomous 
serpents, and his eyes were picked out savagely by 
crested eagles, .... but, if we are to describe all the 
horrible things which befell him, we should never come 
to the end of our story. But he went through every 
kind of infernal torture that is too terrible to relate.

Tu Tzuchun, nevertheless, was patient, and with 
teeth set he bore all these horrible tortures without 
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giving vent to a single sound. The devils themselves 
were amazed at his obstinacy, and so eventually they 
flew back again with Tu Tzuchun to the palace of 
Senlotien. Prostrating themselves as before at the foot 
of his throne they related all that had happened.

“This sinner never utters a single sound, yet we 
have put him through every kind of torture.”

Yama thought for a while, and frowned, but pres­
ently he hit upon an idea.

“ This fellow’s parents, I remember, are living 
among the animals of Jigoku. Bring them here at 
once.”

One of the devils who had heard the king’s 
command instantly flew up into the sky, and came 
back as a meteor shining through the darkness, and 
with him he brought the two animals. Upon seeing 
these animals Tu Tzuchun was very amazed, for they 
were none other than his own parents. Though their 
bodies were those of starved-looking horses, they had 
the faces of his deceased parents.

“ Why were you sitting on the top of the mountains 
of Emeishan? If you do not answer at once, I will 
put your parents to the torture instead of you.”

Tu Tzuchun did not make any answer to this 
threat.

“ You undutiful wretch! You think, then, that al 
is well so long as you are happy and unharmed. You 
do not mind if your parents suffer?”

Then Yama, with a voice so loud and fierce that 
it shook the very foundations of the palace, cried;
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“ Beat these two animals, you devils. Beat them 

until all their flesh and bones are crushed to pulp! ”
At his command the devils sprang up and seizing 

whips made of the hardest iron, began to beat the 
horses most unmercifully. Their whips whistled as 
they passed through the air, and the lashes descended 
upon the poor animals one after another. The animals 
-his parents who had taken the form of horses- 
writhed in agony, and shedding tears of blood, they 
screamed so hideously that it was horrible to hear.

“ How now ? Won’t you speak ? ”
Yama ordered the devils to cease their beating for 

a minute, and again pressed Tu Tzuchun to answer. 
The two horses lay gasping for breath, and their flesh, 
cut to the bone, was dripping with blood. Their bones 
were so broken and crushed that they both lay in a 
pool of gore at the foot of the throne.

Tu Tzuchun desperately kept his eyes closed firmly 
remembering the old man’s warning. He remained 
like this for a few moments, until a very faint voice, 
as soft as breathing, came to his ears.

“ Never worry about us. Our suffering does not 
matter at all. Nothing could make us more contented 
than to know that you are happy. If you wish, keep 
silence, however hard the king may press you.”

The voice that spoke was without doubt the loving 
voice of his dear mother. Tu Tzuchun involuntarily 
opened his eyes, and saw that one of the wretched 
horses lying at his feet had its eyes intensely fixed upon 
him. The expression on her face showed no sign of 
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anger, even though she had been lashed so cruelly, for, 
in her great love for him, she had forgotten all her 
bodily pain. What a heavenly heart! What bravery! 
How different from the selfishness of the world, and of 
the people who said pretty things to him when he was 
rich, and who cut him so cruelly when he was poor. 
Then Tu Tzuchun, regardless of the old man’s orders, 
ran to the side of his mother, and took the neck of 
the dying horse in his arms, and as the tears streamed 
down his face, he could hold out no longer and he 
cried:

“Mother! . . .
All of a sudden everything seemed to change, and 

he found himself standing at the western gate of the 
city of Loyang, gazing absent-mindedly at the setting 
sun. The sky was hazy, and a white new moon shone 
in the sky above him. Surging past was an incessant 
stream of men and vehicles .... he saw just the same 
scene as before.

“Young man, do you know that you can never be 
a magician, even though you become one of my pupils? ”

Looking up he beheld the old man with the squint 
eye. He was smiling.

“No, I cannot, but I am rather glad of it.”
Tu Tzuchun, with tears in his eyes, took the old 

man’s hands in his and held them. His voice sho<^ 
with passion:

“It was impossible to keep silent when I saw my 
dear parents being tortured in the palace of Senlotien, 
even though I may never become a great magician.”
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“ If you had kept your silence
Tiehkuantzu looked intently into Tu Tzuchuns 

face, and his expression suddenly became very severe
“ If you had kept your silence,” he continued, 1 

would have killed you at once. You don’t wish to be 
a magician, and to be rich again is distasteful to you. 
Then, what would you like to be ?

“ No matter what I become,” he answered, I intend 
to lead only an honest and humane life hereafter. 
And a happiness hitherto unknown came into his voice 

as he said these words.
“I shall never forget what you have said! And, 

now, I will bid you goodbye. Perhaps I shall never 

see you again.”
So saying, Tiehkuantzu turned to go, but stopping 

suddenly he turned again toward Tu Tzuchun and 

said, smiling pleasantly:
“ O, before I go, I have just remembered that 

own a house, which is at the southern foot of Mt 
Taishan. I will give it to you, with the surrounding 
fields, and everything that is in it. You had better 
take up your abode there at once. At this time o 
the year the peach-trees that surround it will be m full 

bloom.”
And Tiehkuantzu disappeared.

THE END
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The Razor

PART I

Yoshisaburo, the master of a barber’s shop at Rop- 
pongi, in Azabu, a suburb of Tokyo, had taken a bad 
cold, and, for a wonder, had taken to his bed for a few 
days. It was now just before the Festival of the Au­
tumnal Equinox, and his shop was extremely busy with 
cutting and dressing the hair of many of the soldiers 
from the near-by barracks.

While he was lying in bed, the barber thought 
again about the two apprentices, Gen-ko and Jita-ko, 
who had once been in his employ, and who had been 
dismissed only a month before. As his mind dwelt 
on them he murmured to himself, “ If only they were 
here now! ”

Yoshisaburo was Gen-ko’s and Jita-ko’s senior by a 
year or so, and had once lived with them, serving his 
apprenticeship in the same shop. Their former master 
had taken a great deal of interest in Yoshisaburo, for 
he realised that he gave great promise of becoming a 
very skilled barber. Later on, his master had given 
him his only daughter in marriage and a few years 
after that the former had retired from business alto­
gether, and the shop had been turned over to his son- 
in-law.

Gen-ko, who had been secretly in love with his 
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master’s daughter, quickly resigned his apprenticeship 
after the marriage, hut Jita-ko, who was gentle in 
character, continued to work for Yoshisaburo, and at 
once commenced addressing him as master.

Yoshisaburo’s father-in-law died half a year later, 
and his wife also passed away some months after 

him. .
Yoshisaburo was a master-hand in the art of using 

a razor. He was so painstaking and thorough in his 
profession, that, when the smallest spot on a freshly- 
shaven face felt rough to his fingers, he was not 
satisfied nor could he cease his shaving until he had 
made it smooth and clean. Yet he had never been 
known to hurt the skin of any of his clients. His 
customers all declared that their faces remained smooth 
one day longer by Yoshi’s shaving than by the work 
of any other barber. He was very proud of the rep­
utation he had of never having hurt a single customer 
in all his past ten years as a barber.

Gen-ko, who had left the shop at the time of Yo­
shisaburo’s marriage, returned again unexpectedly some 
years later, and Yoshi, remembering their former 
friendship, could not help offering again to take the 
repentant Gen-ko as his apprentice. But during the 
two years which had elapsed Gen-ko had somewhat 
degenerated in character, and now began to neglect 
his duty He also enticed Jita-ko to go with him to^ 
some disreputable house in Kasumi-cho, which was the 
resort of military men. Gen-ko at last became so dis­
sipated that he even instigated the gentle Jita-ko to-
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steal money from his master’s shop. J
Yoshisaburo, who noticed this, felt very sorry for ‘

Jita-ko, and instead of reproaching him, he gave him |
kindly advice every now and again. But still these 
petty thefts continued. At last, after putting up with
his two apprentices’ misdeeds for a month longer, i
Yoshi was obliged to dismiss them from his shop. j

After that, Yoshisaburo engaged two new ap- 
prentices. Kane-ko, the elder of the two, was a pale- 
faced and rather dull youth of twenty. The other was 
a boy of about twelve years of age named Kin-ko. The 
latter youth had a remarkably strange-shaped head 
which projected at the back.

During the busiest season, just before festival-time, i
the work in the shop progressed at a snail’s pace 
owing to the slowness of these two assistants, and it 
was quite natural that poor Yoshi was in an agony of 
anxiety. He eventually fell sick, and becoming rather 
feverish, had to confine himself to his bed.

One day, towards noon, the customers increased in 
number. The noisy opening and shutting of the sliding 
glass-door of the shop, and the creaking of the partly 
broken wooden clogs, which the slovenly Kin-ko walked 
about in, reduced to exasperation the already strained 
nerves of the sick barber.

Again the glass door clattered, and this time a 
maid-servant of some gentleman who lived near-by, 
entered the shop, and he heard her say to his assistants:

I’m from Mr. Yamada’s at Rindo-cho. My master is 
starting on a journey tomorrow morning, so will you 
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kindly sharpen his razor by this evening? I shall call 
later on to get it.”

“Well, madam, how about tomorrow morning? 
We are awfully busy today,” said Kane-ko. The girl 
seemed rather put out by the assistant’s reply, but after a 
moment of hesitation she answered, “Then be sure to 
have it ready by then.” As she left she shut the glass 
door behind her, but opening it again suddenly she 
added, “Excuse me for bothering you again, but will 
you be so kind as to ask your master to do it himself. 
My master prefers to have it sharpened by him ? ”

“ I’m sorry, but my master is sick,” replied Kane-ko. 
Yoshisaburo heard this from his room, and quickly 
called out, “ I will do it, Kane-ko! ” His words were 
sharp and hoarse. Without answering his master, Kane- 
ko said quietly to the girl, “ All right, madam, we will 
see that it is done.” The girl closed the door again 
and went away.

“Confound it!” said Yoshisaburo to himself, and 
stretching out his feverish arm from the bed, he gazed 
at it vacantly for a while. His arm was very hot, and 
felt as heavy as if it had been earthenware. Then he 
gazed absent-mindedly at the papier-mache dog which 
sat upon the shelf, and on which a number of flies were 
resting.

Unconsciously he heard the talking that was 
going on in his shop. A few soldiers who were 
there were passing comments on some of the small 
restaurants in that neighborhood, and were abusing 
the bad food given them in the barracks, declaring 
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that as the cool weather increased their appetites, however, 
the food seemed a little tastable now. Listening to 
these discussions Yoshi began to forget his illness, and 
felt slightly better. He turned over wearily in his bed.

His wife, O-Ume by name, wrapped in a hanten- 
overdress, and with her baby on her back, was busily 
preparing the supper. The evening sunbeams were 
streaming into the kitchen through the door beyond the 
three-mat room. As Yoshi watched his wife, his spirits 
returned and he began to feel less troubled.

“ I had better sharpen that razor now,” he thought, 
and he tried to raise his tired body into a sitting 
position. But when he sat up he felt dizzy, and again 
laid his head back upon his pillow.

“ Shall I bring you some water to wash with, my 
dear ? ” asked his wife gently, and she came near to 
his bed, with her wet hands hanging at her sides. 
Yoshisaburo tried to say, “No,” but his voice was so 
weak that his wife did not catch his reply. When she 
tried to take the bed-clothes off him, and to carry his 
spittoon and other things from his bedside, he tried to 
cry out to her, “ No, leave them alone! ” but again his 
wife did not hear him. Once more his reviving spirits 
became irritated.

“Shall I support your body from behind?” asked 
his wife, and she came and stood behind her husband.

“Bring me the razor-strop and Mr. Yamada’s 
razor! ” said Yoshisaburo. His wife looked at him for 
a moment and was silent, then she said quietly, “ Are 
you able to do it now ? ” “ Bring them to me at any. 



136 Eminent Authors of Japan

rate! ” was his sharp reply.
“ If you want to sit up, my dear, you must put on 

your overcoat. . . .”
But he interrupted her by saying, ‘ Bring them 

quickly, I say ! ” Though he did not speak very loudly, 
his voice sounded irritated. His wife kept quite calm, 
and after taking her husband’s overcoat from the cup­
board, she put it carefully over his shoulders from be­
hind as he sat upright on his bed. Yoshisaburo snatched 
at the collar of his overcoat, pulled it off his shoulders 
again, and threw it roughly off the bed.

His wife remained silent, and then opening a small 
sliding-door, she disappeared. She soon returned from 
the shop with the strop and the razor. Finding no 
proper place to hang the strop, she drove a small nail 
into the wooden pillar by his bed.

PART II
Barber Yoshisaburo, even when in good health, 

was never quite satisfied with his work after sharpen­
ing a razor, and now that he was irritated, and with 
his hands trembling with fever, he was less successful.

Seeing her poor husband’s bad humour, the gentle 
wife said, ” Hadn’t you better make Kane-ko do that 
for you, dear ? ” As he did not answer her, she repeated 
the question several times, but still she got no reply. 
He, however, began to feel very weak, and after work­
ing quietly with the razor for some fifteen minutes, he 
sank down on his bed quite exhausted. After that he 
soon fell asleep.
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Mr. Yamada’s maid-servant called at the shop that 
^evening on her way back from an errand, and took 
:away the razor.

O-Ume-san had prepared some groats for her 
kusband, and she wanted him to take them before they 
got cold, but seeing him asleep, and noticing how ex­
hausted he was, she refrained from waking him, lest 
he should again fly into a temper with her.

But it was now 8 o’clock, and she was afraid that 
if she delayed matters too long, she might also miss 
the chance of giving him his medicine. So she at last 
made up her mind to awaken her husband. Upon 
waking, Yoshisaburo was in a slightly better mood, 
and sitting up, he took his supper. As soon as he had 
finished it, he lay down again on his bed, and soon 
fell into another sleep.

A little before 10 o’clock, Yoshi was awakened 
once again to take his medicine. He had been half 
asleep, wrapped up almost to his head in his heavy 
bed-clothes, and his face was quite damp with fever. 
The shop was quiet. He looked around feebly. On a 
pillar near his bed hung the black leather strop. The 
dim light of the lamp, which burned with a weirdly 
yellow flame, shone upon the back of his wife, who 
was giving the baby her breast in the comer of the 
room. Everything in the room seemed to him stiflingly 
hot.

“ Master! . . . master! ” came the hesitating voice 
of Kin-ko from the door of the shop.

“Yes, what is it?” answered Yoshisaburo from 
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under his bed-clotlies. The boy did not seem to catch 
the muffled reply of his master, and so he called again^ 
“ Master! ”

“ What’s the matter ? ” This time his voice was 
quite clear and sharp.

“ The razor has been sent back from Mr. Yamada, 
Sir.”

“ What, another one ? ”
“ No, master, the same one that you sharpened this 

evening. The messenger said that Mr. Yamada tried 
it once, but he thinks there is rather a poor edge on 
it. He wants you to try it yourself, and then to send 
it back to him if you think it is all right.”

“ Is his messenger still waiting ? ”
“No, master, she went away some time ago.”
“ Hand it to me,” said Yoshisaburo, and pulling his 

arm out from beneath the blankets of his bed, he took 
the razor, which was enclosed in a morocco-leather 
case, from Kin-ko, who bent over his master’s bed to 
hand it to him.

“ Hadn’t you better ask Barber Yasukawa to do it 
for you, my dear, for your hands are rather shaky with 
fever ? ” said O-Ume-san, and, drawing her Unumo across 
her breast, she came to her husband’s side. Yoshisaburo 
was silent, and stretching towards the lamp, he 
turned it up. He took the razor out of its case, and 
examined the blade very intently, turning it over and 
over with one hand. His wife sat down by his bedside, 
and gently reaching out her hand, she felt his forehead. 
But Yoshisaburo pushed her hand away, and seemed 
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to be embarrassed. He cried out, “ Kink-o! ”

“ Yes, master,” answered the lad from near the end 
of the bed where he had been standing.

“ Bring me the hone! ”
The hone was brought. Yoshisaburo roused him­

self again, and raising one knee, in the manner of all 
good razor-sharpeners, he began to slowly grind the 
razor. The clock slowly struck 10 o’clock.

O-Ume-san began to realize that any more advice 
on her part was in vain, so she sat looking anxiously 
at her husband. He went on sharpening the razor for 
a little while, and then worked it smoothly on the 
leather strop. It seemed to him that the stillness of 
the room began to quiver with the chafing sound of 
his razor. In whetting it, his shaky hands were 
stretched out before him, and the strop was swinging 
to and fro as if it would snap. It flew outwards, and 
twined round and round the razor.

“ My God! Look out! ” cried his frightened wife, 
and she gazed in alarm at her husband’s face. His 
brows quivered nervously.

Yoshisaburo unwound the strop, and threw it down. 
He then stood up, razor in hand, and tried to make 
his way towards the shop in his night attire.

“ Good gracious! You should not do that. . . .” 
O-Ume-san cried, as she tried to stop her husband. 
She was weeping softly, but her efforts to prevent him 
were in vain. Yoshisaburo reached the shop without 
uttering a single word, and his wife followed him.

In the shop there was no customer. Kin-ko waS 
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there alone, sitting absent-mindedly in a chair before 

one of the huge mirrors
“ Where’s Kane-ko ? ” asked O-Ume-san.
“ He has gone to visit his sweetheart, Miss Toki,” 

answered Kin-ko nonchalantly.
“ My God! To think that he has gone there openly 

declaring where he was going in that way! ” said the 
angry barber, but O-Ume-san began to laugh, for it 
struck her as being rather humorous. Yoshisaburo 
looked very annoyed.

Now, this Miss Toki was rather an untidy and 
slovenly looking girl, who worked at a certain shop 
not far from the barber’s. Over this shop hung a sign­
board with “Grocery for Soldiers” painted on it. It 
was said that she was a graduate from a girl’s high 
school. Very often one or two soldiers, some students, 
or other young men were seen sitting talking to

“ Go and tell him to return quickly, as we shall 
soon be shutting up the shop,” said O-Ume-san to 
Kin-ko.

** Jt’g not yet so late! ’ Yoshisaburo remarked 
sharply. His wife then went back into the house.

The barber began to whet the razor, and he felt 
decidedly more at home in his shop than doing the 
task while lying in his bed. His wife entered again and 
brought his warmly-lined hanten-coat, and managed, 
after a little coaxing, to get him to put his arms into 
the sleeves. She seemed quite satisfied after she had 
done this, and sitting down near the entrance of the 
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shop, she watched her husband absorbed in the work 
of sharpening the razor. Kin-ko was sitting on one of 
the barber’s shairs, with one leg aslant, and was shav­
ing the other leg up and down with his own razor.

Suddenly the glass door opened, and there appeared 
a young man of low stature, about twenty-one or two 
years of age. He wore a new Japanese lined garment 
of half silk, and had his f/efc^sash knotted in front of 
his body. A pair of new-fashioned fowageto-clogs' 
were on his feet.

“ I want to be shaved as quickly as possible, and 
I don’t care if you do it roughly.” He then came and 
stood directly in front of one of the mirrors, and biting, 
his lower lip, put out his chin, and stroked it repeatedly 
with his fingers. He spoke smartly, but his tone was 
decidedly rustic. His knotted fingers and his rough 
brown face showed that he was employed in some 
hard labor by day.

“ Send for Kane-ko at once! ” cried the barber’s 
wife.

“ No, that is not at all necessary, I can shave him 
myself,” said the barber.

“ But today your hands are shaky, my dear.”
“All the same, I shall do it,” insisted Yoshisaburo 

flatly interrupting his wife.
“ You are beside yourself ! ” she cried angrily.
“ Bring me my working clothes! ”
“ Your everyday clothes will do, won’t they ? They 

are quite good enough to give anyone a shave in,” said 
O-Ume-san, who did not like her sick husband to take 
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off his hanten-coaX.
The young man was looking from the wife to the 

husband, and after a short pause he said, “You aren’t 
sick, I hope ? ’’ And he winked his small narrow eyes 
propitiatingly.

“ Yes, sir. I’ve taken a slight cold.”
“Well, you must take great care of yourself, be­

cause a rather bad kind of influenza is prevalent at the 
present time.”

“Thanks,” murmured Yoshisaburo in his throat.

PART III

When a piece of white linen had been placed over 
the youth’s neck and chest by the barber, the youth 
said again, “Just pass the razor over my face, for I’m 
in rather a hurry.” And he smiled faintly at the bar­
ber. Yoshisaburo was silent and did not seem to 
notice his remark. He was softening the blade of the 
razor which he had just been whetting, against the 
inner side of his left elbow.”

“Between half past ten and eleven I shall be able 
to get there,” murmured the young man to himself. 
He was evidently expecting to receive an answer of 
some kind from the barber.

Yoshisaburo at once began to recollect a rather 
strange girl who was employed in a certain house of 
ill-fame not far away. She had a curious voice, a 
mixture of male and female in tone. He was thinking 
that this vulgar little man might be going to visit her, 
and in his weak and nervous brain, he pictured one 
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scene after another that might be enacted after this 
young fellow had left his shop, and the thought of it 
made him feel sick. Lathering the soap with the coldest 
water, he rubbed the young man’s chin and cheeks 
desperately. While he was doing this the youth was 
trying to peep into the mirror. Yoshisaburo was so 
disgusted with this vulgar young man that he was 
almost tempted to vent some abusive language upon 
him.

Sharpening the razor once more upon the strop, 
the barber began shaving the youth’s chin and throat. 
But his razor had no edge on it, his hand shook, and 
while he was bending his head over his customer, he 
could not stop sniffing. In bed his nose had not run 
in this way, and it annoyed him. He was often obliged 
to stop his work to wipe his nose, but as soon as he 
started again, the intense itching of his nostrils caused 
him to sniff and snivel again worse than ever.

Then the baby began to cry in the inner room, 
and O-Ume-san left the husband to go to her lonely 
child. The young man, though being shaved roughly 
with a blunt razor, remained cool and unconcerned, and 
his strange insensibility to the roughness of the shave 
now irritated the barber’s nerves to quite an unbearable 
extent.

Yoshisaburo had another sharp razor, which he was 
accustomed to use, but somehow he did not feel inclined 
to take it out. Whether his razor was sharp or not he 
^id not care very much. But unconsciously he soon 
'became sensitive, and when he found any small rough
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spot on the young man’s face, he began to feel im­
patient. The more impatient he became, the more his 
irritation increased. His body was feeling fatigued, his 
spirits were falling again, and he seemed to be getting 
very feverish.

The young man, who at first had been rather 
talkative, now became silent, for he noticed Yoshisa- 
buro’s sullenness. By the time the barber was shaving 
the youth’s brows, his customer had fallen into a doze, 
perhaps caused by his hard day’s work. The apprentice 
Kin-ko was also dozing near the window. In the 
inner room 0-Ume-san’s lullaby was no longer heard, 
and the night seemed to be very silent. The only sound 
now was the swishing of the razor.

The irritation of the barber now changed into a 
sentimental mood, and his body and soul seemed tired 
out. His feverish eyes became as hot as molten iron.

He continued to shave on from throat to chin, from 
chin to cheek, and from cheek to brow, but he could 
not make the soft part of the youth’s throat as smooth 
as he wanted. After going over it again he lost 
patience, and had a wish to tear off that part of the 
skin altogether. As he looked at the rough face of the 
youth, with the pores of the skin full of grease, this 
mad feeling increased more and more in his heart. The 
young man was now asleep, his head hanging languidly 
behind, and his loose mouth was open showing his 
yellow, uneven teeth.

The exhausted Yoshisaburo could no longer bear 
to continue his shaving. He felt as if every joint of
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his body had been poisoned, and a sensation of weak 
ness came over him as if he would fall there and 
then.

Several times he thought to himself, “ Now I shall 
stop.” But somehow a feeling of inertia prevented him 
from stopping his work. The blade of the razor was 
caught a little by the roughness of the youth’s skin. 
The young man’s throat quivered in his sleep. Yo- 
shisaburo felt some strange and unknown sensation run 
swiftly through his body from head to toe. This feel­
ing seemed suddenly to take away all his former fatigue 
and weariness.

The cut which he had made on the rough skin of 
the youth’s chin was barely half an inch in length. 
He stood staring at it. The spot left by the thinly 
stripped skin was at first a milky white, but gradually 
it began to change into pink, and then to crimson, and 
soon the blood was oozing from the small cut. Yoshi- 
saburo still gazed. The blood now came out rather 
freely in dark-red drops, swelling like rubies, and then 
bursting and falling down his chin in streaks.

Then a feeling of cruelty came over him. To 
barber Yoshisaburo, who had never till that moment 
hurt any customer’s face, this feeling came with 
surprising force. His breathing became quicker and 
quicker. His whole body and soul seemed to be 
intent on the cut he had made, and he could no longer 
overcome the strong feeling of satisfaction which had 
taken hold of his brain.

Grasping the razor with the point downwards, he
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suddenly dug it into the youth’s throat. He did it with 
such strength that the blade sank completely into the 
flesh. The youth did not even move, for he did not 
feel any pain. Then the blood began to splash, and 
the face of the youth suddenly began to change.

Yoshisaburo almost fainted, and fell back into a 
chair which was standing near him. This nervous 
strain suddenly came over him again, and at the same 
time a terrible feeling of fatigue oppressed him. With 
closed eyes and collapsed body he looked like one dead. 
The moments seemed to stand still. All life seemed to 
be asleep. Only the huge mirrors on the walls were 
calmly watching the scene from three directions.

THE END
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Araginu

Long, long ago, on a mountain there lived a 
Goddess who was very beautiful. She was the Goddess 
of Beauty, of Love, and of Jealousy.

All the youths and maidens who lived in the 
vicinity of this mountain, which could be seen clearly 
in fair weather, prayed to the Goddess, when they had 
found a mate, for success in their love. As their love 
grew and gradually increased, they offered grateful 
thanks to the Goddess, but when their love affairs did 
not run smoothly they forgot everything but their own 
troubles. They even forgot the favours which the 
Goddess had bestowed upon them. When this happen­
ed, she at once changed herself into the Goddess of 
Jealousy and unexpected evils came suddenly upon 
them, and their love ended in tragedy.

Old people who had so many times witnessed 
these unhappy endings, shrugged their shoulders with 
pity, and sighed, for when a young couple was swept 
away in the ecstasy of a romance, the aged and more 
experienced could foresee a tragedy looming ahead. 
But the old people no longer had the power or influence 
to prevent the young ones from falling violently in 
love, and they had to stand by and watch a great many 
youths and maidens rushing into danger and could only 
shake their old heads sadly when they saw them falling 
headlong down the cliff of their doom.
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At the foot of this mountain there lived a hand­
some shepherd boy named Adani. Every morning he- 
went up the mountain driving several of his father’s 
cows. While they were grazing, he busied himself by 
cutting the green grass, and when the animals lay down 
in the shade to rest, he would lie beside them and fall 
asleep. Towards sunset the cows would low to one 
another, and the shepherd, awakened by their voices, 
would rise quickly from his slumbers, load each of the 
animals with grass, and make his way down the 
mountainside so as to reach home before dark.

On the mountain, in the sweet green grass, grew 
quantities of fragrant flowers, and trees and shrubs 
abounding in many-coloured blossoms. Adani would 
pluck great bunches of them, and after fashioning a 
beautiful bouquet, he would place it upon the altar of 
the Goddess as an offering to her beauty. The re­
mainder of the flowers he would carry with him down 
the mountain to present to the girls of the village.

A few years passed. Adani grew more handsome. 
The Goddess of the mountain saw this, and secretly a 
great love sprang up in her heart for the shepherd lad. 
By this time the beautiful youth had already fallen in 
love with a girl of the village. Her name was Ara- 
ginu, and she was noted for her great skill at weaving. 
She was a year or two older than her lover, and her 
beauty was so exquisite that it almost put the loveliness 
of the Goddess to shame.

Ever since the shepherd had fallen in love with 
Araginu, he would cut his grass in the morning only. 
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and after gathering his bunch of flowers, could be 
seen hurrying down the mountain driving his cows as 
fast as he could make them go. Up till this time he 
had always made it a rule to offer his prettiest bouquet 
to the Goddess, but now he always set the most beau­
tiful one aside, and placed the next best upon the altar 
of the Goddess.

The Goddess was naturally^ displeased. One day, 
a woodman, named Ganzu, told her all about Adani’s 
love for Araginu. This man was rather elderly, and 
was a bad character. He spent much of his time 
searching round the villages at the foot of the mountain 
lor stray sheep and odd fowls, and he often < stole wine 
and fish from the villagers too. He had been told that 
from the beginning Araginu’s love had been strictly 
hidden from the Goddess. He heard this story from 
the girl’s uncle, who was an old hermit. He also was 
told that Araginu was busy weaving a most beautiful 
tapestry. She was spending most of her time very 
earnestly upon this work in order that she might one 
day enwrap her lover in its folds, so that he should 
never be enticed away by any other beautiful woman 
he might see. When the Goddess heard of this, an 
intense jealousy burned within her heart against the 
girl.

Her only desire was to see this wonderful tapestry 
which Araginu had woven. So one night, when the 
moon had wrapped the world in its gentle, opalescent 
light, she secretly descended the mountain, with the 
woodcutter as her guide.
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It was late at night, and in the woods the owls 
were hooting. The people in their huts in the villages 
had put out their lights and were sound asleep. She 
found only one house with a light still burning, and 
it was the home of Araginu.

Leaving her guide behind, the Goddess proceeded 
very quietly alone. On approaching the house, she 
heard the sounds of a beautiful song, and the rhythmic 
hum of the weaving shuttle made a most charming 
accompaniment to the song. Araginu was singing 
some enchanting melody, and all the pain of the deep 
love in her heart was in her music. The Goddess was 
so enchanted with the song, that she stopped still and 
listened for a while, but soon her soul blazed within 
her with a still fiercer flame of jealousy.

She approached the window, and standing on tip­
toe peeped stealthily in the room through a chink in 
the window shutters. The first thing that met her eyes 
was a wondrous fabric of great width. It flowed out 
from the loom, spreading upon the floor, and the other 
end of it hung from the wall on the opposite side of 
the room. All the girl’s deepest feelings of love were 
expressed in the patterns woven into the fabric. Ex­
quisite shades of colour stood out here and there in the 
forms of birds and rare flowers.

The Goddess watched the graceful figure of the 
girl, and noted how her eyes beamed with a dreamy 
ecstasy as she wove. Her rounded cheeks, her heaving 
breast, her white tapering fingers, which nimbly held 
the fabric, and her overflowing healthy youth seemed 
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to rival even the great beauty of the Goddess herself.
Then the Goddess noticed that the floor of the 

room was strewn with mountain flowers of every hue. 
Doubly and trebly burnt the Goddess’s jealousy. She 
had never before beheld such a lovely maiden, and had 
never seen such a perfect fabric. What a wonderful 
love there must be between these two young people! 
If this beautiful tapestry should be completed, the 
Goddess feared there would be no possibility of separat­
ing the maiden from her shephed. So she at once 
made up her mind that at all costs she must prevent 
the tapestry from ever being finished.

But the beautiful Araginu, never dreaming for one 
moment of the Goddess’s jealousy, sat at her loom by 
night and by day, whenever the yearning for her lover 
was strong upon her, which was almost every moment 
of her waking life. Two thirds of her precious fabric 
had been completed, and only one-third remained to 
be done. When that was finished, her uncle, the hermit, 
was to marry her to her lover, and whenever she 
thought of it, untold joy filled her soul and set her heart 
throbbing.

Every day, when the shepherd returned from the 
mountain, he threw bis loveliest bouquet in at her 
window. By the strict order of her uncle, the young 
couple were forbidden to speak even a word to each 
other until the tapestry had been completed. Adani 
had even been forbidden to peep into her room.

One night, when all the villagers were sound asleep, 
and when Araginu was alone weaving her cloth, a sad 
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and terrible feeling of depression came over her. She 
stopped short, and closed her eyes. She thought she 
heard the sound of a man’s hoarse voice singing in the 
distance. It was so faint to her ears that she could 
not quite make out what it was, but there was some­
thing very repulsive in the voice.

From that time on, she heard the voice every night. 
It came nearer and nearer. Sometimes, when the wind 
or breeze was blowing in the direction of her house, 
she could even hear some of the words of the song, 
and then she knew that it was some unlucky curse that 
was enfolding her. She knew that, if she stopped 
weaving the tapestry, some evil would befall her.

The song of imprecation seemed to approach nearer 
and nearer every night. At last she could distinguish 
these words: “ Know yourself, and cease weaving your 
tapestry, or you will become a spider! ”

The maiden grew more and more afraid. She 
understood that the Goddess of Jealousy had put a 
curse upon her, but she did not like to speak of it to 
her uncle or to her lover. If she should reveal her 
secret to her uncle, he would certainly prohibit her from 
weaving. It would be no better if she told it to Adani, 
for she knew that he would request her to cease her 
weaving, and would insist on her marrying him im­
mediately. But she entertained a strong fear that, if 
she married him without finishing the tapestry, the 
Goddess might deprive her altogether of her lover. So 
she made up her mind not to reveal her secret to anyone 
whomsoever, and to do her utmost to complete her 
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work whatever might happen.

And so she stuffed her ears tightly with pieces of 
waste thread, to prevent herself from hearing anything. 
But still the terrible sound of the curse penetrated to 
her eardrums. Sometimes she found herself muttering 
the very words of the accursed song.

Gradually the maiden’s body began to grow weaker, 
and her soul began to pine away. Yet not for one 
single day did she cease weaving. And often now a 
great, fitful and impatient longing for the love of Adani 
came over her. But she bore it by summoning up all 
her strength of will, and even as her distress increased, 
she worked with greater haste. She was now weaving 
purple-coloured flowers into the fabric as a symbol of 
her great and burning passion for her lover.

But the cruel song of imprecation became louder 
and louder as the nights went by. The purple of the 
woven flowers gradually changed to a still darker shade, 
and the poor girl’s mind gradually became distraught 
At last she wove nothing but black flowers every day. 
Even the little birds, that had formerly been woven in 
such bright and brilliant colours, were now worked in 
sombre black, and as she continued, the cloth began 
to take on a shabby appearance, as if the beautiful 
fabric had been dragged in the mud.

Her impatience became pitiable, and at last her 
great energy in weaving began to fail her. In the 
evening she was often seen standing beneath the eaves 
of her house, shuttle in hand, gazing absent-mindedly 
up into the sky. But Adani never beheld her in these 
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moods of dejection. He still continued to visit her 
window after he had come from the mountain, and 
would throw his prettiest flowers into her room. He 
did this every day, but his bouquets piled themselves 
one upon another unheeded.

Two months passed by, and Adani began to wonder 
why Araginu was so slow in finishing her tapestry. 
He visited her uncle, the hermit, and asked him to 
make enquiries. The old man also wondered why she 
had not finished her work after weaving for more than 
half a year, and so he determined to go and see for 
himself what had happened.

But the astonishment of the hermit was still greater 
when he entered the maiden’s room. He found no 
Araginu. She was nowhere to be seen. Cobwebs 
hung across the ceiling, and the once beautiful tapestry 
lay across the floor. The colours were changed from 
purple to black, and where she had last been weaving, 
it looked as if it had been saturated with mud.

Through a chink in the window a fine thread led 
into the open air. The hermit, guided by it, went out 
of the cottage, and found that it was endless, and led 
towards the mountain. He followed it, and climbed 
the mountain. Arriving at the shrine of the Goddess, 
he found little tom pieces of the maiden’s dress lying 
here and there upon the ground.

The thin thread extended onwards to the back of 
the hill, which faced to the north. As the sunshine 
never shone there, the scene was a dreary one, for there 
were no flowers to be seen and no songs of birds to 
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be heard.

The hermit, catching hold of rocks and roots of 
trees, carefully let himself down the face of the cliff. 
At the bottom he found a big cave, into the mouth of 
which the thread stretched. Peering into the darkest 
comer of the cave, he beheld, staring at him with 
terrible eyes, his poor niece, the once beautiful Araginu.

In front of her, huge cobwebs spread their nets 
about the cave. Poor Araginu! With an empty shuttle 
in one hand, she was extending both her arms, as if 
still trying to weave something. Alas! With those 
big eyes, wild and glaring, those thin and weirdly 
elongated limbs, and the dark, drab colour of her skin, 
she already had the appearance of a spider.

THE END
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6jg<'̂
?'V'tê
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Ĵ̂
iOgvC

104



-r-
’J AJ'

] O
M
t
i
^
e
a
Q
^
 <; 

'̂
°

1 

n Gfr!_tgt̂
Wi4'® <'■̂
'̂̂
^̂
'* 

1 •-)-̂
2.vS'$:<"' mg 

S5*<!S3k5
^
^
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Ĉ̂'- 

)si2̂
-̂
.̂
iV̂
X! 3P'' MS"a-Jl*AjT'«V-
’
<!Ajft:'fe2̂
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-<Et;t̂
i" "S'̂
?̂
’2̂-<-̂
^̂
lS•>«Pg6 2̂
'/''

s.<jSf<jS'-<gS';5Rfep'
’
 -->2 iW-osiâ
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g.2Ŝ)I5J■-J;̂•;̂̂
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,̂
2a5->xzâ
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.-ĵ
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ix2QlSS'-<JH

'Aj'n-eij}ia!$!w-A<f̂
i)Vv-t̂
-A<>-®

QaV'
xr3 
'r--̂
' ̂
•̂
3"~
’
V'̂
i'

’

•̂
>3 
tV̂
Q. wr-î
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t̂
<2'_
_

30



Li) 0̂

'̂ 

8j«s;-Hf"A,f̂
i)V-t<;

’
«'~'<̂
° 

'Aj-r̂
zs;' -̂
'C'<»\-3=:-HS'i«!̂
®-̂
v̂
'̂
'̂
-''«s;°

(v̂
-tv
a;5JS■->;-'-*/ 

-c-̂
' 

”«’
-̂
°

C
-
n
K
^
O
 1
1:'

C'-s*;'-̂
 

) 
^
4
:
o
«
s
;
'
 
-r>r'S'-?!®w<:ĥ
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-ê
^̂
S'•!; X ?
-
:
§
S
'
E
4

’-1
’
^
’
«'̂
f̂

’
f'«'̂
•

«-K§ 

,̂gEjiî
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Lt̂
fet? ►?-x V"-̂
-<''

14



T
-
v
U
W
}
}
/

-
-
1 

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.
(:?<!iS«-)\̂
««̂
>o:i

Sĉ
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JIffiO

:fei!a?>t<!K3
‘
-̂
-s>*° 

?-»g«a«<?S'-a<:Ĵ
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’î«°

g
^
5
<
?
V
"
 

>
v
^
<
;
'
V
'
A
<
'
r
'

«-iL! 

«-iS



S
S
9
-
'
 

—

:
§
O
'
n
i
^
s
®
s
!
a
!
£
:
p
;
^
'

'î
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