In Spring It Is the Dawn

In spring it is the dawn that is most beautiful." As the light
eeps over the hills, their outlines are dyed a faint red and wisps
of purplish cloud trail over them.

n summer the nights. Not only when the moon shines, but
1 dark nights too, as the fireflies flit to and fro, and even when
ins, how beautiful it is!

n autumn the evenings, when the glittering sun sinks close
he edge of the hills and the crows fly back to their nests in
rees and fours and twos; more charming still is a file of wild
ese, like specks in the distant sky. When the sun has set, one’s
art is moved by the sound of the wind and the hum of the
ects.

In winter the early mornings. It is beautiful indeed when
ow has fallen during the night, but splendid too when the
ground is white with frost; or even when there is no snow or
st, but it is simply very cold and the attendants hurry from
om to room stirring up the fires and bringing charcoal, how
I this fits the season’s mood ! But as noon approaches and the
d wears off, no one bothers to keep the braziers alight, and
n nothing remains but piles of white ashes.

Especially Delightful Is the First Day

Especially delightful is the first day of the First Month, when
he mists so often shroud the sky. Everyone pays great attention
 his appearance and dresses with the utmost care. What a
leasure it is to see them all offer their congratulations to the
mperor and celebrate their own new year!?

I also enjoy the seventh day, when people pluck the young
erbs that have sprouted fresh and green beneath the snow.3 It
musing to see their excitement when they find such plants
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e struck herself and is constantly looking over
make sure that no one is stealing up on her. Yet
useless, for before long one of the women
a hit. She is extremely pleased with herself
ily. Everyone finds this delightful - except, of
, who looks very put out.
yusehold a young gentleman had been married
us year to one of the girls in the family.!° Having
ht with her, he was now, on the morning of the
o set off for the Palace. There was a woman ! in
as in the habit of lording it over everyone. On
~was standing in the back of the room, im-
ng an opportunity to hit the man with her gruel-
One of the other women realized what she had in
tout laughing. The woman with the stick signalled
e should be quiet. Fortunately the young man
hat was afoot and he stood there unconcernedly.
k up something over there,’ said the woman with
aching the man. Suddenly she darted forward,
t whack, and made her escape. Everyone in the
t laughing; even the young man smiled pleasantly,
east annoyed. He was not too startled; but he did
, which was charming.
when the women are hitting each other the men
he fun. The strange thing is that, when a woman
often gets angry and bursts into tears; then she will
ssailant and say the most awful things about him ~
ing. Even in the Palace, where the atmosphere is
lemn, everything is in confusion on this day, and
ds on ceremony.

inating to see what happens during the period of
ents. However snowy and icy it may be, candidates
th and Fifth Ranks come to the Palace with their
ests. Those who are still young and merry seem full
ce. For the candidates who are old and white-haired
ot go so smoothly. Such men have to apply for help
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bump, and the heads of the women passengers are knocked
together; the combs fall out of their hair, and may be smash
to pieces if the owners are not careful, I enjoy the way everyon
laughs when this happens. .
I remember one occasion when I visited the Palace to see the
procession of blue horses. Several senjor courtiers ? were standin
outside the guard-house of the Lefi Division; they had borrowe,
bows from the escorts, and, with much laughter, were twangin,
them to make the blue horses prance. Looking through one of
the gates of the Palace enclosure, I could dimly make out 3
garden fence, near which a number of ladies, several of them
from the Office of Grounds, went to and fro. What lucky women,.
I thought, who could walk about the Nine-Fold Enclosure !
though they had lived there all their lives! Just then the esco
Passed close to my carriage - remarkably close, in fact, consider.
ing the vastness of the Palace grounds - and [ could actually se
the texture of their faces. Some of them were not propel
powdered; here and there their skin showed through up

reared wildly, I shrank into the back of my carriage and could no
longer see what was happening.

On the eighth day® there s great excitement in the Palace a5
peo;_)le hlim'y to express their gratitude, and the clatter of
carriages is louder than ever - ] very fascinating, '




fm{n geoplg with influence at Court; some of them even visit
lad-les-m-waiting in their quarters and go to great lengths in
pointing out their own merits. If young women happen to be
present, they are greatly amused. As soon as the candidates have
he old men
as they scurry from one part of the
‘Please present my petition
‘Pray inform Her Majesty about
ly succeed, but it really is rather

left, they mimic and deride them — something that ¢
cannot possibly suspect
Palace to another, begging everyone,
favourably to the Emperor® and
me.’ It is not so bad if they final

Pathetic when all their efforts prove in vain.

3. On the Third Day of the Third Month

.031 the third day of the Third Month I like to see the sun
shining bright and calm in the spring sky. Now is the time when
th.e peach trees come into bloom, and what a sight it is! The
willows too are most charming at this season, with the buds still
enclosed like silkworms in their cocoons. After the leaves have
spread out, I find them unattractive; in fact all trees lose their
chan.n once the blossoms have begun to scatter. ,

It is a great pleasure to break off a long, beautifully flowering
branf:h from a cherry tree and to arrange it in a large vase, What
a de!xghtful task to perform when a visitor is seated nearby con-
versing! It may be an ordinary guest, or possibly one of Their
Highnesses, the Empress’s 2 elder brothe
visitor will wear a cherry-coloured * Court
of which his under-robe emerges.
or a small bird flutters
face.

I'am even happier if a butterfly

4. How Delighsful Everything Is!

How delightful everything is at the time of the Festivall*¢ The

leaves, which still do not cover the trees too thickly,
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are green

rs; but in any case the
cloak, from the bottom

prettily near the flowers and I can see jts

esh. In the daytime there is no mist to hide the sky and,
ng up, one is overcome by its beauty. On a slightly cloudy
ng, or again at night, it is moving to hear in the distance the
of a hototogisu's - so faint that one doubts one’s own ears.
en the Festival approaches, I enjoy seeing the men go to
o with rolls of yellowish green and deep violet material
ch they have loosely wrapped in paper and placed in the lids
g boxes. At this time of the year, border shading, uneven
g, and rolled dyeing all seem more attractive than usual.1¢
oung girls who are to take part in the procession have had
hair washed and arranged; but they are still wearing their
lay clothes, which sometimes are in a great mess, wrinkled
ming apart at the seams. How excited they are as they run
1t the house, impatiently awaiting the great day, and rapping
rders to the maids: ‘Fit the cords on my clogs’ or See that
les of my sandals are all right.” Once they have put on their
al costumes, these same young girls, instead of prancing
the rooms, become extremely demure and walk along
nly like priests at the head of a procession. I also enjoy
how their mothers, aunts, and elder sisters, dressed
rding to their ranks, accompany the girls and help keep their
imes in order.

ifferent Ways of Speaking
riest’s language.

he speech of men and of women.!?
e common people always tend to add extra syllables to their

S.

hat Parents Should Bring Up Some Beloved Son

at parents should bring up some beloved son of theirs to be
riest is really distressing. No doubt it is an auspicious 8 thing
; 5




 The bright, serene day delighted me. When the Chamber-
lains had brought all the dishes into the Chamber, they came to
innounce that dinner was ready, and His Majesty left by t_he
ddle door. After accompanying the Emperor, Korechika
eturned to his previous place on the veranda be§ide the cherry
ssoms. The Empress pushed aside her curtain of state and
me forward as far as the threshold.* We were overwl-xelmed by
- whole delightful scene. It was then that Korechika slowly

ntoned the words of the old poem,

10. I Enjoy Waiching the Officials

I enjoy watching the officials when they come to thank the
Emperor for their new appointments. As they stand facing His
Majesty with their batons? in their hands, the trains of their
robes trail along the floor. Then they make obeisance and begin
their ceremonial movements37 with great animation.

11. The Sliding Screen in the Back of the Hall

The sliding screen in the back of the hall in the north-east
corner of Seiryd Palace is decorated with paintings of the stormy
sea and of the terrifying creatures with long arms and long legs
that live there.38 When the doors of the Empress’s room were
open, we could always see this screen. One day we were sitting
in the room, laughing at the paintings and remarking how un~
pleasant they were. By the balustrade of the veranda stood a
large celadon vase, full of magnificent cherry branches; some
of them were as much as five foot long, and their blossoms over-
flowed to the very foot of the railing. Towards noon the Major
Counsellor,* Fujiwara no Korechika, arrived. He was dressed
in 2 cherry-coloured Court cloak, sufficiently worn to have lost
its stiffness, a white under-robe, and loose trousers of dark
purple; from beneath the cloak shone the pattern of another
tobe of dark red damask. Since His Majesty was present,

Korechika knelt on the narrow wooden platform before the dgo
and reported to him on official matters, o

The days and the months flow by,
But Mount Mimeoro lasts forever.42

eeply impressed, I wished that all this might indeed continue
thousand years.
s soon as the ladies serving in the Daytime Chamber ha.d
d for the gentlemen-in-waiting to remove the trays, His
esty returned to the Empress’s room. Then he told me to
some ink on the inkstone, Dazzled, I felt that I should never
ble to take my eyes off his radiant countenance. Next .he
ded a piece of white paper. ‘I should like each of you,” he said,
to copy down on this paper the first ancient poem that comes
ito your head.’
m(;{)(,)w am I going to manage this?’ I asked Korechika, who
s still out on the veranda. . .
rite your poem quickly,” he said, ‘and show it to His
We men must not interfere in this.” Ordering an
take the Emperor’s inkstone to each of the women
= told us to make haste. ‘Write down any poem
emember,” he said. * The Naniwazu 43 or whatever
ese jackets hung loosely o of?
; they wore robe n I was overcome with timidity; I flushed and
» many of Wh M,t to do. Some of the other women managed to

ing the half-shutrer, Presen 1s about the spring, the blossoms, and such
the noise of the attenda.nts’ feet told us that dinner was about then they handed me the paper and said, ‘Now
‘be served in the Daytime Chamber,* and we heard cries pf;gking up the brush, I wrote the poem that
Make way. Make way.’ ‘ ‘
34
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ange reason we were often unable to fill in the missing
idy Saishd, for example, could manage only ten, which
ualified her as knowing her Kokin Shii. Some of the other
even less successful, could remember only about half a
ems. They would have done better to tell the Empress
iply that they had forgotten the lines; instead they came
th great lamentations like ‘Oh dear, how could we have
badly in answering the questions that Your Majesty
eased to put to us?’ - all of which I found rather

The years have passed
And age has come my way.
Yet I need only look at this fair flower
For all my cares to melt away.

I altered the third line, however, to read, ‘Yet I need only look
upon my lord. '

When he had finished reading, the Emperor said, ‘I asked
you to write these poems because I wanted to find out how quick
you really were. .-

‘A few years ago,” he continued, ‘Emperor Enyd ordered all
his courtiers to write poems in a notebook. Some excused them-
selves on the grounds that their handwriting was poor; but the
Emperor insisted, saying that he did not care in the slightest
about their handwriting or even whether their poems were suit-
able for the season. So they all had to swallow their embarrass-
ment and produce something for the occasion. Among them was
His Excellency, our present Chancellor, who was then Middle
Captain of the Third Rank.4s He wrote down the old poem,

0 one could complete a particular poem, the Empress
d reading to the end. This produced further wails from
en: ‘Oh, we all knew that one! How could we be so

¢ of you,’ said the Empress, ‘who had taken the trouble
yut the Kokin Shi several times would have been able to
every single poem [ have read. In the reign of Emperor
there was a woman at Court known as the Imperial
Senyo Palace. She was the daughter of the Minister of
who lived in the Smaller Palace of the First Ward, and
-you have all heard of her. When she was still a young
father gave her this advice: “First you must study
hip. Next you must learn to play the seven-string zither
than anyone else. And also you must memorize all the
he twenty volumes of the Kokin Shii.”

ror Murakami,” continued Her Majesty, ‘had heard this
remembered it years later when the girl had grown up
me an Imperial Concubine. Once, on a day of absti-
he came into her room, hiding a notebook of Kokin Shiz
in the folds of his robe. He surprised her by seating him-
nd a curtain of state; then, opening the book, he asked,
. the verse written by such-and-such a poet, in such-
year and on such-and-such an occasion.” The lady
od what was afoot and that it was all in fun, yet the
ity of making a mistake or forgetting one of the poems
e worried her greatly. Before beginning the test, the
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Like the sea that beats

Upon the shores of Izumo
As the tide sweeps in,
Deeper it grows and deeper -
The love I bear for you.

But he changed the last line to read, *“The love I bear my lord!”
and the Emperor was full of praise.’

When I heard His Majesty tell this story, I was so overcome
that I felt myself perspiring. It occurred to me that no younger
woman 6 would have been able to use my poem and I felt very
lucky. This sort of test can be a terrible ordeal: it often happens
that people who usually write fluently are so overawed that they
actually make mistakes in their characters. ,

Next the Empress placed a notebook of Kokin Shii poems
before her and started reading out the first three lines of each one,
asking us to supply the remainder. Among them were several
famous poems that we had in our minds day and night; yet for
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Emperor had summoned a couple of ladies-in-waiting who were
particularly adept in poetry and told them to mark each incorrect
reply by a go stone.+® What a splendid scene it must have been!

You know, I really envy anyone who attended that Emperor

even as a lady-in-waiting.

‘Well,” Her Majesty went on, ‘he then began questioning her.
She answered without any hesitation, just giving a few words
or phrases to show that she knew each poem. And never once
did she make a mistake. After a time the Emperor began to resent
the lady’s flawless memory and decided to stop as soon as he
detected any error or vagueness in her replies. Yet, after he had
gone through ten books of the Kokin Shi, he had still not caught

her out. At this stage he declared that it would be useless to
continue. Marking where he had left off, he went to bed. What

a triumph for the lady!

‘He slept for some time. On waking, he decided that he must

have a final verdict and that if he waited until the following day
to examine her on the other ten volumes, she might use the time
to refresh her memory. So he would have to settle the matter
that very night. Ordering his attendants to bring up the bedroom
lamp, he resumed his questions. By the time he had finished all
twenty volumes, the night was well advanced; and still the lady
had not made a mistake.

‘During all this time His Excellency, the lady’s father, was
in a state of great agitation. As soon as he was informed that the
Emperor was testing his daughter, he sent his attendants to
various temples to arrange for special recitations of the Secrip-
tures. Then he turned in the direction of the Imperial Palace

and spent a long time in prayer. Such enthusiasm for poetry is

really rather moving.”

The Emperor, who had been listening to the whole story, was
much impressed. ‘How can he possibly have read so many

poems?” he remarked when Her Majesty had finished. ‘I doubt

whether I could get through three or four volumes. But of course

things have changed. In the old days even people of humble

station had a taste for the arts and were interested in elegant

38

times. Such a story would hardly be possible nowadays,
Id it?’

he ladies in attendance on Her Majesty and the Emperor’s
 ladies-in-waiting who had been admitted into Her Majesty’s
ence began chatting eagerly, and as I listened I felt that my
had really ‘melted away’.

When I Make Myself Imagine

/hen I make myself imagine what it is like to be one of those
n who live at home, faithfully serving their husbands —
n who have not a single exciting prospect in life yet who be-
hat they are perfectly happy - I am filled with scorn. Often
re of quite good birth, yet have had no opportunity to find
at the world is like. [ wish they could live for a while in our
even if it should mean taking service as Attendants,s°
at they might come to know the delights it has to offer.
nnot bear men who believe that women serving in the
-are bound to be frivolous and wicked. Yet I suppose their
ice is understandable. After all, women at Court do not
their time hiding modestly behind fans and screens, but
bout, looking openly at people they chance to meet. Yes,
ee everyone face to face, not only ladies-in-waiting like
elves, but even Their Imperial Majesties (whose august
I hardly dare mention), High Court Nobles,’' senior
ers, and other gentlemen of high rank. In'the presence of
xalted personages the women in the Palace are all equaily
, whether they be the maids of ladies-in-waiting, or the
ns of Court ladies who have come to visit them, or house-
ers, or latrine-cleaners, or women who are of no more value
oof-tile or a pebble. Small wonder that the young men
hem as immodest! Yet are the gentlemen themselves
s so? They are not exactly bashful when it comes to look-
the great people in the Palace. No, everyone at Court is
1 the same in this respect.
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Women who have served in the Palace, but who later get
married and live at home, are called Madam and receive the most
respectful treatment. To be sure, people often consider that these
women, who have displayed their faces to all and sundry during

their years at Court, are lacking in feminine grace. How proud

they must be, nevertheless, when they are styled Assistant

Attendants, or summoned to the Palace for occasional duty, or
ordered to serve as Imperial envoys during the Kamo Festival!
Even those who stay at home lose nothing by having served at
Court. In fact they make very good wives. For example, if they

are married to a provincial governor and their daughter is
chosen to take part in the Gosechi dances, 52 they do not have to
disgrace themselves by acting like provincials and asking other
people about procedure. They themselves are well versed in the

formalities, which is just as it should be.

13. Depressing Things

A dog howling in the daytime. A wickerwork fish-net in
~ spring.s3 A red plum-blossom dresss* in the Third or Fourth

Months. A lying-in room when the baby has died. A cold, empty
brazier. An ox-driver who hates his oxen. A scholar whose wife
has one girl child after another.ss

One has gone to a friend’s house to avoid an unlucky direc-
tion, ¢ but nothing is done to entertain one; if this should happen
at the time of a Seasonal Change, it is still more depressing.

A letter arrives from the proviiices, but no gift accompanies it.
It would be bad enough if such a letter reached one in the pro-
vinces from someone in the capital; but then at least it would
have interesting news about goings-on in society, and that would
be a consolation.

One has written a letter, taking pains to make it as attractive

as possible, and now one impatiently awaits the reply. Surely

the messenger should be back by now,’ one thinks. Just then he

returns; but in his hand he carries, not a reply, but one’s own
40

still twisted or knotteds? as it was sent, but now so dirty
rumpled that even the ink-mark on the outside has dis-
red. ‘Not at home,” announces the messenger, or else,
ey said they were observing a day of abstinence and would
accept it.” Oh, how depressing!

gain, one has sent one’s carriage to fetch someone who had
would definitely pay one a visit on that day. Finally it
with a great clatter, and the servants hurry out with
‘Here they come!” But next one hears the carriage being
nto the coach-house, and the unfastened shafis clatter
ground. ‘What does this mean?’ one asks. ‘The person
at home,’ replies the driver, ‘and will not be coming.’ So
he leads the ox back to its stall, leaving the carriage in
he coach-house.

uch bustle and excitement a young man has moved
e house of a certain family as the daughter’s husband. One
fails to come home, and it turns out that some high-
g Court lady has taken him as her lover. How depressing!
eventually tire of the woman and come back to us?” his
family wonder ruefully.

nurse who is looking after a baby leaves the house, saying
e will be back presently. Soon the child starts crying for
ne tries to comfort it by games and other diversions, and
nds a message to the nurse telling her to return immedi-
Then comes her reply: ‘I am afraid that I cannot be back
ening.’” This is not only depressing; it is no less than
et how much more distressed must be the young man
s sent a messenger to fetch a lady friend and who awaits
ival in vain!

quite late at night and a woman has been expecting a
Hearing finally a stealthy tapping, she sends her maid
en the gate and lies waiting excitedly. But the name an-
d by the maid is that of someone with whom she has
ely no connexion. Of all the depressing things this is by
worst.

a look of complete self-confidence on his face an exorcist
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prepares to expel an evil spirit from his patient. Handing his

mace, rosary, and other paraphernalia to the medium who is
assisting him, he begins to recite his spells in the special shrill
tone that he forces from his throat on such occasions. For all
the exorcist’s efforts, the spirit gives no sign of leaving, and the
Guardian Demon fails to take possession of the medium.s8 The
relations and friends of the patient, who are gathered in the room
praying, find this rather unfortunate. After he has recited his
incantations for the length of an entire watch,5 the exorcist is
worn out. ‘The Guardian Demon is"completely inactive,’ he
tells his medium. “You may leave.’ Then, as he takes back his
rosary, he adds, ‘Well, well, it hasn’t worked!” He passes his
hand over his forehead, then yawns deeply (he of all people!) and
leans back against a pillar for a nap.

Most depressing is the household of some hopeful candidate
who fails to receive a post during the period of official appoint-
ments.® Hearing that the gentleman was bound to be successful,
several people have gathered in his house for the occasion;
among them are a number of retainers who served him in the
past but who since then have either been engaged elsewhere or
moved to some remote province. Now they are all eager to
accompany their former master on his visit to the shrines and
temples, and their carriages pass to and fro in the courtyard.
Indoors there is a great commotion as the hangers-on help them-

selves to food and drink. Yet the dawn of the last day of the
appointments arrives and still no one has knocked at the gate.

The people in the house are nervous and prick up their ears.
Presently they hear the shouts of fore-runners and realize
that the high dignitaries are leaving the Palace. Some of the
servants were sent to the Palace on the previous evening to hear
the news and have been waiting all night, trembling with cold;
now they come trudging back listlessly. The attendants who have
remained faithfully in the gentleman’s service year after year
cannot bring themselves to ask what has happened. His former
retainers, however, are not so diffident. “Tell us,’ they say, ‘what

appointment did His Excellency receive >’ ‘Indeed,” murmur

42

the servants, ‘His Excellency was Governor of such-and-such
province.” Everyone was counting on his receiving a new
pointment,* and is desolated by this failure. On the following
y the people who had crowded into the house begin to slink
ay in twos and threes. The old attendants, however, cannot
ve so easily. They walk restlessly about the house, counting
their fingers the provincial appointments that will become
silable in the following year. Pathetic and depressing in the
eme!
One has sent a friend a verse that turned out fairly well. How
pressing when there is no reply-poem! %2 Even in the case of
e poems, people should at least answer that they were moved
eceiving the message, or something of the sort; otherwise they
| cause the keenest disappointment.
Someone who lives in a bustling, fashionable houschold
eives a message from an elderly person who is behind the
es and has very little to do; the poem, of course, is old-
hioned and dull. How depressing!
One needs a particularly beautiful fan for some special
asion and instructs an artist, in whose talents one has full
dence, to decorate one with an appropriate painting. When
y comes and the fan is delivered, one is shocked to see how
y it has been painted. Oh, the dreariness of it!
messenger arrives with a present at a house where a child
n born or where someone is about to leave on a journey.
depressing for him if he gets no reward!6s People should
s reward a messenger, though he may bring only herbal
or hare-sticks.5 If he expects nothing, he will be particularly
ed to be rewarded. On the other hand, what a terrible let-
if he arrives with a self-important look on his face, his
- pounding in anticipation of a generous reward, only to
his hopes dashed!
man has moved in as a son-in-law; yet even now, after some
years of marriage, the lying-in room has remained as quiet
the day of his arrival.és
 elderly couple who have several grown-up children, and
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ess. I have seen some dreary old creatures actually resting their
eet on the brazier and rubbing them against the edge while they
peak. These are the kind of people who in visiting someone’s
ouse first use their fans to wipe away the dust from the mat and,
hen they finally sit on it, cannot stay still but are forever
eading out the front of their hunting costume 7° or even tuck-
g it up under their knees. One might suppose that such
ehaviour was restricted to people of humble station; but I have
bserved it in quite well-bred people, including a Senior Secre-
ry of the Fifth Rank in the Ministry of Ceremonial and a
mer Governor of Suruga.

1 hate the sight of men in their cups who shout, poke their
ngers in their mouths, stroke their beards, and pass on the wine -
) their neighbours with great cries of ‘Have some more! Drink
p!’ They tremble, shake their heads, twist their faces, and
esticulate like children who are singing, ‘We’re off to see the
vernor.” I have seen really well-bred people behave like this
ad I find it most distasteful.

0 envy others and to complain about one’s own lot; to speak
ly about people; to be inquisitive about the most trivial
tters and to resent and abuse people for not telling one, or, if
‘does manage to worm out some facts, to inform everyone
he most detailed fashion as if one had known all from the
inning — oh, how hateful!

ne is just about to be told some interesting piece of news
n a baby starts crying.

A flight of crows circle about with loud caws.

n admirer has come on a clandestine visit, but a dog catches
ight of him and starts barking. One feels like killing the beast.
One has been foolish enough to invite a man to spend the night
n unsuitable place - and then he starts snoring.

. gentleman has visited one secretly. Though he is wearing
11, lacquered hat,”* he nevertheless wants no one to see him.
is so flurried, in fact, that upon leaving he bangs into some-
g with his hat. Most hateful! It is annoying too when he
 up the Iyo blind 72 that hangs at the entrance of the room,
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who may even have some grandchildren crawling about the
house, are taking a nap in the daytime. The children who see
them in this state are overcome by a forlorn feeling, and for other
people it is all very depressing.6

To take a hot bath when one has just woken is not only
depressing; it actually puts one in a bad humour. '

Persistent rain on the last day of the year.s”

One has been observing a period of fast, but neglects it for
just one day - most depressing.®

A white under-robe in the Eighth Month.6s

A wet-nurse who has run out of milk,

14. Hateful Things

One is in a hurry to leave, but one’s visitor keeps,chattering
away. If it is someone of no importance, one can get rid of him
by saying, ‘ You must tell me all about it next time’; but, should
it be the sort of visitor whose presence commands one’s best
behaviour, the situation is hateful indeed.

One finds that a hair has got caught in the stone on which one
is rubbing one’s inkstick, or again that gravel is lodged in the
inkstick, making 2 nasty, grating sound.

Someone has suddenly fallen ill and one summons the exo-
cist. Since he is not at home, one has to send messengers to look
for him. After one has had a long fretful wait, the exorcist finally
arrives, and with a sigh of relief one asks him to start his in-
cantations. But perhaps he has been exorcizing too many evil
spirits recently; for hardly has he installed himself and begun
praying when his voice becomes drowsy. Oh, how hateful!

A man who has nothing in particular to recommend him dis-
cusses all sorts of subjects at random as though he knew every-
thing. ‘

An elderly person warms the palms of his hands over a brazier
and stretches out the wrinkles. No young man would dream of
behaving in such a fashion; old people can really be quite shame
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then lets it fall with a great rattle. If it is a head-blind, things are
still worse, for being more solid it makes a terrible noise when
it is dropped. There is no excuse for such carelessness. Even a
head-blind does not make any noise if one lifts it up gently on
entering and leaving the room ; the same applies to sliding-doors.
If one’s movements are rough, even a paper door will bend and
resonate when opened; but, if one lifts the door a little while
pushing it, there need be no sound.

One has gone to bed and is about to doze off when a mosquito
appears, announcing himself in a reedy voice. One can actually
feel the wind made by his wings and, slight though it is, one finds
it hateful in the extreme. ,

A carriage passes with a nasty, creaking noise. Annoying to
think that the passengers may not even be aware of this! If I am
travelling in someone’s carriage and I hear it creaking, I dislike
not only the noise but also the owner of the carriage. !

One is in the middle of a story when someone butts in and

tries to show that he is the only clever person in the room. Such
a person is hateful, and so, indeed, is anyone, child or adult,

who tries to push himself forward.

One is telling a story about old times when someone breaks in

with a little detail that he happens to know, implying that one’s
own version is inaccurate — disgusting behaviour!
Very hateful is a mouse that scurries all over the place.

Some children have called at one’s house. One makes a great
fuss of them and gives them toys to play with. The children
become accustomed to this treatment and start to come regularly,
forcing their way into one’s inner rooms and scattering one’s

furnishings and possessions. Hateful!
A certain gentleman whom one does not want to see visits one
at home or in the Palace, and one pretends to be asleep. But a

maid comes to tell one and shakes one awake, with a look on her

face that says, ‘What a sleepyhead!” Very hateful.

A newcomer pushes ahead of the other members in a group;
with a knowing look, this person starts laying down the law and
forcing advice upon everyone — most hateful,
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.man with whom one is having an affair keeps singing the
es of some woman he used to know. Even if it is a thing of
past, this can be very annoying. How much more so if he is
seeing the woman! (Yet sometimes I find that it is not as
leasant as all that.)

person who recites a spell himself after sneezing.”s In fact
test anyone who sneezes, except the master of the house.
eas, too, are very hateful. When they dance about under
cone’s clothes, they really seem to be lifting them up.

e sound of dogs when they bark for a long time in chorus
minous and hateful.

cannot stand people who leave without closing the panel
hind them.

ow I detest the husbands of nurse-maids! It is not so bad if
ild in the maid’s charge is a girl, because then the man will
) his distance. But, if it is a boy, he will behave as though
vere the father. Never letting the boy out of his sight, he
ts on managing everything. He regards the other attendants
1e house as less than human, and, if anyone tries to scold the
d, he slanders him to the master. Despite this disgraceful
iour, no one dare accuse the husband; so he strides about
1ouse with a proud, self-important look, giving all the orders.
hate people whose letters show that they lack respect for
ldly civilities, whether by discourtesy in the phrasing or by
me politeness to someone who does not deserve it. This
of thing is, of course, most odious if the letter is for oneself,
is bad enough even if it is addressed to someone else.
matter of fact, most people are too casual, not only in their
but in their direct conversation. Sometimes I am quite
asted at noting how little decorum people observe when
ng to each other. It is particularly unpleasant to hear some
sh man or woman omit the proper marks of respect when
ing a person of quality; and, when servants fail to use
orific forms of speech in referring to their masters, it is very
deed. No less odious, however, are those masters who, in
essing their servants, use such phrases as ‘When you were
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ious to see the sights. But no, there he sits by himself (one
 see his silhouette through the blinds), with a proud look on
face, keeping all his impressions to himself,

lover who is leaving at dawn announces that he has to find
fan and his paper.”¢ ‘I know I put them somewhere last night,’
says. Since it is pitch dark, he gropes about the room, bumping
 the furniture and muttering, ‘Strange! Where on earth can
 be?’ Finally he discovers the objects. He thrusts the paper
 the breast of his robe with a great rustling sound; then he
ps open his fan and busily fans away with it. Only now is he -
dy to take his leave. What charmless behaviour! ‘Hateful’ is
understatement.

ually disagreeable is the man who, when leaving in the
dle of the night, takes care to fasten the cord of his head-
ss. This is quite unnecessary; he could perfectly well put it
tly on his head without tying the cord. And why must he
d time adjusting his cloak or hunting costume? Does he
ly think someone may see him at this time of night and
cize him for not being impeccably dressed ?

good lover will behave as elegantly at dawn as at any other
He drags himself out of bed with a look of dismay on his
 The lady urges him on: “ Come, my friend, it’s getting light.
don’t want anyone to find you here.” He gives a deep sigh,
o say that the night has not been nearly long enough and
isagony to leave. Once up, he does not instantly pull on his
ers. Instead he comes close to the lady and whispers what-

- was left unsaid during the night. Even when he is dressed,
Il lingers, vaguely pretending to be fastening his sash.
ently he raises the lattice, and the two lovers stand together

- side door while he tells her how he dreads the coming
rhich will keep them apart; then he slips away. The lady
hes him go, and this moment of parting will remain among
ost charming memories.

eed, one’s attachment to a man depends largely on the
nce of his leave-taking. When he jumps out of bed, scurries
t the room, tightly fastens his trouser-sash, rolls up the

good enough to do such-and-such’ or ‘As you so kindly re-
marked’. No doubt there are some masters who, in describing
their OWR actions to a servant, say, ‘I presumed to do so-and-
s0’l74

Sometimes a person who is utterly devoid of charm will try
to create a good impression by using very elegant language; yet
he only succeeds in being ridiculous. No doubt he believes this
refined language to be just what the occasion demands, but, when
it goes so far that everyone bursts out, laughing, surely something
must be wrong. ,

Itis most improper to-address high-ranking courtiers, Imperial
Advisers, and the like simply by using their names without any
titles or marks of respect; but such mistakes are fortunately rare.

If one refers to the maid who is in attendance on some lady-in-
waiting as ‘Madam’ or ‘that lady’, she will be surprised,
delighted, and lavish in her praise. ! .

When speaking to young noblemen and courtiers of high rank,
one should always (unless Their Majesties are present) refer to
them by their official posts. Incidentally, I have been very
shocked to hear important people use the word ‘I’ while con-
versing in Their Majesties’ presence.”s Such a breach of etiquette
is really distressing, and I fail to see why people cannot avoi
it.

A man who has nothing in particular to recommend him bu
who speaks in an affected tone and poses as being elegant.

An inkstone with such a hard, smooth surface that the stic
glides over it without leaving any deposit of ink.

Ladies-in-waiting who want to know everything that is goin
on, S

Sometimes one greatly dislikes a person for no particular
reason — and then that person goes and does something hate-
ful.

A gentleman who travels alone in his carriage to see a proces-
sion or some other spectacle. What sort of a man is he? Even
though he may not be a person of the greatest quality, surely he
should have taken along a few of the many young men who are
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sleeves of his Court cloak, over-robe, or hunting costume, stuffs
his belongings into the breast of his robe and then briskly secures
the outer sash - one really begins to hate him.

15. The Palace of the First Ward

The Palace of the First Ward is also known as the Palace of
Today; and, when His Majesty is staying there, it is called Seirys
Palace. The Empress’s residence is to the north and connected to
it by galleries on the left and right. Sometimes His Majesty pro-
ceeds along these galleries to visit the Empress, but usually it is
the Empress who visits him. In front of the Empress’s building
is a charming little garden, planted with shrubs and flowers, and
surrounded by a bamboo fence.

On the tenth day of the Second Month, with the sun shining
down from a clear, peaceful sky, His Majesty was playing the
flute under the eaves near the western part of the gallery. He was
attended by that excellent flautist, Takatd, the Senior Assistant
Governor-General. They played the Takasago 77 tune in unison
several times, and Takatd explained various points about the
flute to His Majesty. To describe the scene as ‘most splendid’
would be hopelessly inadequate. I was sitting behind the bamboo
blinds with some other women, and, as I observed everything,
I felt that I had never in my life been unhappy.

Next the Emperor started to play the song of Suketada. Now,
this Suketada 78 was a Secretary in the Bureau of Carpentry who
had been appointed Chamberlain; but, since he was extremely
uncouth, the high-ranking ladies and gentlemen at Court had
nicknamed him ‘rough crocodile’ and written a song about him:

Who can stand next to this fine fellow ?
Truly is he of Owari stock!7

(His mother was, in fact, the daughter of a certain Kanetoki
from Owari Province.) Hearing the Emperor play this tune,
Takatd sat down next to him and said, ‘Would Your Majesty be
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pleased to blow a little more loudly ? Suketada cannot possibly
hear, and even if he did he wouldn’t understand.’

‘How so?’ replied the Emperor. ‘I am sure he would recognize
he tune.” For a while he continued to play softly, then walked
own the gallery in the direction of the Empress’s building. ¢ He
certainly cannot hear me from here,” explined His Majesty.
Now I can really let myself go!’ So saying, he blew out the tune
eartily, and it was most delightful.

6. T hings That Make One’s Heart Beat Faster

Sparrows feeding their young. To pass a place where babies
¢ playing. To sleep in a room where some fine incense has been
urnt. To notice that one’s elegant Chinese mirror has become a
ttle cloudy. To see a gentleman stop his carriage before one’s
ite and instruct his attendants to announce his arrival. To wash
’s hair, make one’s toilet, and put on scented robes; even if not
soul sees one, these preparauons still produce an inner pleasurc.
It is night and one is expecting a visitor. Suddenly one is
‘rtled by the sound of rain-drops, which the wind blows against
shutters.

. Things That Arouse a Fond Memory of the Past

ed hollyhock.®e The objects used during the Display of
.81 To find a piece of deep violet® or grape-coloured
terial that has been pressed between the pages of a notebook.

Itis a rainy day and oneis feeling bored. To pass the time, one
ts looking through some old papers. And then one comes
oss the letters of a man one used to love.

t year’s paper fan.8 A night with a clear moon. 8
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18. A Palm-Leaf Carriage Should Move Slowly

A palm-leaf carriage should move slowly, or else it loses its ‘

dignity. A wickerwork carriage,? on the other hand, should go
fast. Hardly has one seen it pass the gate when it is out of sight,
and all that remains is the attendants who run after it. At such
moments I enjoy wondering who the passengers may be. But, if
a wickerwork carriage moves slowly, one has plenty of time to
observe it, and that becomes very dull.

19. Oxen Should Have Very Small Foreheads

Oxen should have very small foreheads with white hair; their
underbellies, the ends of their legs, and the tips of their tails
should also be white.

I like horses to be chestnut, piebald, dapple-grey, or black
roan, with white patches near their shoulders and feet; I also
like horses with light chestnut coats and extremely white manes
and tails - so white, indeed, that their hair looks like mulberry

threads.
I like a cat whose back is black and all the rest white.

20. The Driver of an Ox-Carriage

The driver of an ox-carriage should be a big man; his greying
hair should have a slightly reddish tint, and his face should be

ruddy. He should also look intelligent.

Attendants and escorts should be slim. I prefer gentlemen also °

to be on the slender side, at least when young. Stout men always

strike me as sleepy-looking.
I like page-boys to be small. They should have beautiful hair

that hangs loosely, lightly touching their necks. Their voices
must be attractive and their speech respectful; for these are the
marks of an adept page.
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1. A Preacher Ought To Be Good-Looking

A preacher ought to be good-looking. For, if we are properly
understand his worthy sentiments, we must keep our eyes on
him while he speaks; should we look away, we may forget to
sten. Accordingly an ugly preacher may well be the source of
But I really must stop writing this kind of thing. If I were still »
ung enough, I might risk the consequence of putting down
ch impieties, but at my present stage of life I should be less

Some people, on hearing that a priest is particularly venerable

d pious, rush off to the temple where he is preaching, deter-

ined to arrive before anyone else. They, too, are liable to

ring a load of sin on themselves and would do better to stay

ay.

n earlier times men who had retired from the post of Cham-
rlain 86 did not ride at the head of Imperial processions; in fact,

ring the year of their retirement they hardly ever appeared

tside their houses, and did not dream of showing themselves
the precincts of the Palace. Things seem to have changed.
wadays they are known as ‘Fifth Rank Chamberlains’ and
en all sorts of official jobs.

Even so, time often hangs heavily on their hands, especially
en they recall their busy days in active service. Though these
fth Rank Chamberlains keep the fact to themselves, they know
y have a good deal of leisure. Men like this frequently repair
emples and listen to the popular priests, such visits eventually
oming a habit. One will find them there even on hot summer
s, decked out in bright linen robes, with loose trousers of
t violet or bluish grey spread about them. Sometimes they
| have taboo tags®” attached to their black lacquered head-
esses. Far from preferring to stay at home on such inauspicious
ays, they apparently believe that no harm can come to anyone
t on so worthy an errand. They arrive hastily, converse with
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g sight of a stranger, they discuss who she can be.
scinating to see such goings-on in a temple.

¢ hears exchanges like this: ‘There was a service at
uch a temple where they did the Eight Lessons.’
dy So-and-So present?’ ‘Of course. How could she
ly have missed it?’ It is really too bad that they should
 answer like this.

¢ would imagine that it would be all right for ladies of
to visit temples and take a discreet look at the preacher’s
fter all, even women of humble station may listen devoutly
gious sermons. Yet in the old days ladies almost never
d to temples to attend sermons; on the rare visits that they
undertake they had to wear elegant travelling costume,%° as
n making proper pilgrimages to shrines and temples. If
ople of those times had lived long enough to see the recent
fuct in the temples, how they would have criticized the
nen of our day!

the priest, look inside the carriages # that are being Iined up
side the temple, and take an interest in everything.

Now a couple of gentlemen who have not met for some ti
run into each other in the temple, and are greatly surprised. The
sit down together and chat away, nodding their heads, ex
changing funny stories, and opening their fans wide to hol
before their faces so as to laugh more freely. Toying with thei

elegantly decorated rosaries, they glance about, criticizing som
defect they have noticed in one of the carriages or praising th
elegance of another. They discuss various services that they have
recently attended and compare the skill of different priestsin
performing the Eight Lessons or the Dedication of Sutras.®
Meanwhile, of course, they pay not the slightest attention to the
service actually in progress. To be sure, it would not interest
them very much; for they have heard it all so often that the
priest’s words could no longer make any impression.

After the priest has been on his dais for some time, a carriage
stops outside the temple. The outriders clear the way in a some-
what perfunctory fashion, and the passengers get out. They are
slender young gentlemen, clad either in hunting costumes or in
Court cloaks that look lighter than a cicada’s wings, loose
trousers, and unlined robes of raw silk. As they enter the temple,
accompanied by an equal number of attendants, the worshippers,
including those who have been there since the beginning of the
service, move back to make room for them; the young men
install themselves at the foot of a pillar near the dais. As one
would expect from such people, they now make a great show of
rubbing their rosaries and prostrating themselves in prayer.
The priest, convinced by the sight of the newcomers that this is
a grand occasion, launches out on an impressive sermon that he
presumes will make his name in society. But no sconer have the
young men settled down and finished touching their heads on
the floor than they begin to think about leaving at the first
opportunity. Two of them steal glances at the women’s carriages
outside, and it is easy to imagine what they are saying to each
other. They recognize one of the women and admire her elegance;
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When I Visited Bodai Temple

I visited Bodai Temple to hear the Eight Lessons for
mation,®’ I received this message from a friend: ‘Please
back soon. Things are very dreary here without you.” I
my reply on a lotus petal:

Though you bid me come,
How can I leave these dew-wet lotus lmves
And return to a world so full of grief? 92

ad been truly moved by the ceremony and felt that I could
nain forever in the temple. So must Hsiang Chung have felt
en he forgot about the people who were impatiently awaiting
at home.%
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