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  Preface


  Lafcadio Hearn (1850–1904) spent fourteen years in Japan—he arrived in Yokohama in April 1890 and died in Tokyo in September 1904.


  If this span seems somehow short, it is because his reputation is based upon his writings on this country and because these are voluminous. Even now he remains somehow representative of Japan, and his books about the country and its people—not counting his collected letters and his uncollected articles—amount to over four thousand printed pages.


  Attempting a single-volume anthology thus means leaving out much: over nine-tenths. At the same time it offers the opportunity to create a kind of narrative that reflects Hearn’s expatriate life and what he saw and felt.


  My choices for this anthology are determined by my belief that Hearn, besides being an occasional romancer, was also a reliable observer who has preserved for us a detailed account of turn-of-the-century Japan.


  To indicate this and at the same time to illustrate the changes in attitude that informed his later writings, I have decided upon ananthology in two parts, purposely patterned after those of his time, dealing with place and people. The first half of the book is a description, Hearn’s vision of Japan during the early years of his stay. The second half is devoted to his coming to terms with the further realities of the place, the Japanese themselves. Such a structure shows Hearn subjectively describing the look of the country, and then objectively dramatizing the people he met—and the many he didn’t . . . those ghosts that so people his landscape.


  Everything selected is given in its entirety except for one section, “Three Popular Ballads,” where I include the setting and leave out the ballads. I have also retained Hearn’s original punctuation, his inconsistent spelling of place names, his treatment of Japanese words, and most of his footnotes, which often contain further information.


  —D. R.


  Introduction


  In the spring of 1890 the forty-year-old Lafcadio Hearn was offered a trip to Japan by Harper’s Magazine. He was to write about his experiences and thus inform his readers about this land then already famous for being thought quaint and picturesque.


  Just a year earlier Sir Edwin Arnold had written that if the reader wanted to know what Japan looked like, he or she should just “look at the nearest Japanese fan,” which argues for an abundance of such in England and other countries where the fad for japonaiserie continued. There were indeed so many quaint and picturesque curios loose in the West that Amy Lowell could later report that the interest in Japanese poetry which so distinguished her own verse began in the rooms of her childhood—crammed with Japanese objects that her brother Percival had shipped back while representing the United States government.


  In accepting the magazine’s terms, Hearn wrote that in a country already so well trodden as Japan he could not be expected to discover anything completely new. Rather, what he hoped to do was “to create, in the minds of the readers, a vivid impression of [his emphasis] living in Japan . . . as one taking part in the daily existence of the common people, and thinking with their thoughts. ”


  The reason that he believed anything this unlikely possible was that he had long nurtured feelings about the place. He had wandered enthusiastically through the Japanese section of the New Orleans World Exposition, read the effusions of Pierre Loti with attention, found Sir Edwin Arnold’s Light of Asia profound, and pondered Percival Lowell’s The Soul of the Far East. Later he even said that he had been born Japanese, had accidentally appeared in the wrong place, but had now finally found his way home.


  What one usually discovers upon a return to longed-for origins is a utopia. Hearn consequently found in Japan surpassing beauty, an extraordinary charm, a lovable picturesqueness, and a place for himself. He was an aesthete and so, he thought, were the Japanese. He worshiped beauty and, therefore, so did they. He was tired of ugly commonplace and here was an extraordinary prettiness.


  In this Hearn was a man of his times. The movement of art for art’s sake was coming to a climax, there was a growing protest against such ideals as progress and respectability, there was also a definite move toward the politics of the aesthetic; and while the teachings of Whistler and Wilde might seem too close for comfort in London, similar teachings by Hearn in far Japan were acceptable.


  Lafcadio could hold that Buddhism was superior to both Christianity and Science, and that Japan offered an Oriental refinement that London or Boston could barely even imagine. But such assertions came from a safe distance. As Earl Miner has remarked: “He offered aestheticism and unorthodoxy to his large audience at an easy remove, and flights into the strange or the exotic which were a welcome escape from the strenuous life of the late nineteenth century in England and America.”


  Also, finally, Hearn was also a short man and the Japanese were then a short people. And, though he was not in the Western sense an attractive-looking person, in Japan few knew how foreigners were supposed to look, and his unsightly eye and the odd twist it gave to his features remained uncommented upon.


  Arriving, bent upon discovering an unspoiled utopia, he found that Yokohama and Tokyo were, from his point of view, already con-taminated by the West and were thus no longer the Japan that he had hoped to find. But fortunately, a place more fitting was awaiting him. This was a small castle town on the Japan Sea coast, the provincial capital of Matsue.


  Off the tourist path, as yet unused to foreigners and their ways, it seemed to represent all the best of that Old Japan now so swiftly disappearing. Though Hearn was in Matsue only a little over a year, it became for him a true paradise. There he found everything he wanted: his work, his wife, his home, and there he began to discover the Lafcadio Hearn we now know.


  In the process—searching out beauty imperiled by change, chronicling traditional lives so soon to disappear—he became a witness. Hearn’s is one of the few descriptions we have of what existed everywhere a century ago and is now nowhere.

  



  * * *

  



  At the same time, those eyes through which Hearn viewed Meiji Japan were singular—he had only one. Basil Hall Chamberlain, early mentor and friend, later recalled that he “saw details very distinctly while incapable of understanding them as a whole. Not only was this the case mentally but also physically. Blind of one eye, he was extremely short-sighted of the other. On entering a room his habit was to grope all around, closely examining wallpaper, the backs of books, pictures, curios, and other ornaments. Of these he could have drawn up an exact catalogue: but he had never properly seen either the horizon or the stars.”


  This was, however, a late evaluation, after Hearn had found reason to quarrel with Chamberlain—as indeed this highly irascible author did with a majority of his friends. Earlier, before the break, Chamberlain had written more generously: “Never perhaps was scientific accuracy of detail married to such tender and exquisite brilliancy of style.”


  Both descriptions are accurate in that they indicate that Hearn, while reflecting the reality of the country around him, was also con-structing his own version of that land—he was creating what Roland Barthes was later to call a “fictive nation,” a national system of one’s own devising.


  This need to construct one’s very own Japan is common—all visitors must have experienced the urge. The Orient has long been perceived as difficult for the Occidental. Even now, long after picturesqueness has been tamed, there is still talk of “culture shock,” some yet describe living there as “coping,” guides still speak of “travel survival.” To devise one’s own land is thus a way of controlling it.


  At the same time, the Orient has long seemed a haven for Westerners seeking more intense spiritual and sensual experience— something Hearn was certainly attempting. In Japan there is much that initially seems enigmatic and there is thus the tantalizing promise of something beyond our common ken. For those not daunted by difficulty, an initial reaction is that a kind of paradise has been found, a land where whatever one desires seems possible.


  There is, however unfortunately, no such place and after a time the foreigner discovers this. Initially, though, enchanted, he seeks to “understand” this attractive land, to insist upon the inscrutable, to find enigma where there is none, and to view change as destruction.


  Chamberlain offers an example of these attitudes in a letter written to Hearn in 1892 “about the variability of one’s feeling toward Japan being like the oscillation of a pendulum: one day swinging toward pessimism and next to optimism.” He had these feelings often, “but the pessimistic feeling is generally consistent with some experience of new Japan and the optimistic with something of old Japan.” This was in accord with Hearn’s own initial findings. If Matsue was heaven, then Tokyo had to be hell.


  In this he provides us with an early example of the classical Western attitudes toward Japan. Three stages have been observed. The first of these is an unreasoning infatuation, the second is an equally heedless dislike, and the third is when one accepts the country as it is—a state more like a marriage than a love affair. If one hears much less nowadays about the three classical stages it is because there is now so much less to infatuate and, consequently, to later abominate.


  For well over a century, however, it was common for folks to fall in love with the place and, in the early stages of the affair, to compare all other countries unfavorably. During Hearn’s first years in the country such ideas were so visible in his writings that a later author, John Paris (Frank Ashton-Gwatkin), could write that Hearn’s books were mere visions of a land where everything was “kind, gentle, small, neat, artistic and spotlessly clean,” the reverse of “our own poor vexed continent where the monstrous and the hideous multiply daily.”


  That the new Japan could not live up to the utopia that Hearn was constructing is quite true. Yet this fact does not affect the fidelity of his partial vision, and if an understanding of the impossibility of paradise undercut his early infatuation, it at the same time gave a kind of energy to his thoughts about the country.

  



  


  
    * * *

  


  



  This energy is reflected in the evolution of Hearn’s style. When he arrived in Japan he wrote in the heightened, sensitive style typical of his fin-de-siècle times. For him the formative influences had been the florid Shelley, his favorite poet; the romantic Poe (in his student days Hearn called himself “The Raven”); the Gothic novelist and connoisseur of bizarre cultures, William Beckford; and George Borrow, the man who traveled with the exotic gypsies and coined a style to fit his Romany encounters.


  In Japan Hearn had initially admired the writings of Pierre Loti and attempted to emulate what he took to be the French writer’s technique: “On visiting a new country he always used to take notes of every fresh and powerful impression,—a landscape,—a sunset-blaze,—an architectural eccentricity,—a bit of picturesqueness in custom. . . .”


  In elucidating this admired style, Hearn imitates it with his rhapsodic periods, his incantations, and his punctuation. The use of dashes with commas is a typical effusion—even more so is a lavish use of another mark of punctuation which lent the author the name of “Old Semi-Colon.”


  This emotive use of punctuation was matched by a word choice that sought to create an aura of general emotion rather than to give a precise meaning. The result included a number of Japanese words as well—used entirely for atmosphere rather than for precise information.


  This practice was criticized by both Hearn’s publisher, Harper’s, and his friend Chamberlain. In his defense he wrote, typically, that “for me words have color, form, character; they have faces . . . moods, humours, eccentricities. . . . That they are unintelligible makes no difference at all.”


  They were truly unintelligible to him. He never learned properly to read or write, much less speak. Japanese remained a delightfully alien tongue to him, though in time he and his wife evolved a kind of baby-talk combined from both languages, and eventually he mastered the kana syllabary and could send her notes.


  His wife read to him the stories which he, like a child, transcribed; and it was she who provided him with much of the information that became the basis of his work. It is thus quite true, as Marius Jansen writes, that Hearn “never made great progress in spoken or written Japanese . . . and he committed errors that would have been impossible had he possessed command of the language.”


  This incapacity in language can be defended. Words, as Roland Barthes later emphasized, are arbitrary. They are symbols that seek to capture the real, they are not that reality itself. Indeed, that they are notoriously ill-fitting to the object intended is common knowledge. Hence, to describe something is often to destroy it. Writers are aware of this, or should be, and consequently attempt to try out new combinations which they hope will more precisely describe the intended. To not know a language, then, is to be free of its imprecision, and to retain the ability to approach afresh.


  In addition, this lack of knowledge seems appropriate to someone who saw himself as so set apart. Ignorance was like a vaccination against a general contagion—one did not come down with that general inattention to reality that language inevitably breeds. Hearn was thus not only blind in Japan, he was deaf as well. Both of these qualities contributed to his happiness.


  By 1893, however, the author was changing. Romancing about things he had seen (or been told of) was not enough; something more precise was called for. The flaccid Loti was no longer an inspiration. Instead, Hearn found in Rudyard Kipling—a writer who had also been to Japan—a much more muscular model. There was also the example of Hans Christian Andersen. Later he would have his publisher send him the collected stories of the Danish author. “How great the art of the man!—the immense volume of fancy,—the magical simplicity. . . .”


  Simplicity . . . after the heightened, the complicated, the curious, Hearn had learned from Japan itself the virtues of the spare. As he wrote to Chamberlain: “After years of studying poetical prose, I am forced now to study simplicity. After attempting my utmost at ornamentation, I am converted by my own mistakes. The great point is to touch with simple words. And I feel my style is not yet fixed—too artificial. By another year of study or two, I think I shall be able to do better.”


  One of the reasons for this evolving style was his own changing impressions of the country—stage two of the classical trinity was being reached. Again writing to Chamberlain, he stated, “As for changing my conclusions—well, I have had to change a good many. The tone [of my first book] is true in being the feeling of a place and time. Since then I’ve seen how thoroughly detestable [the] Japanese can be, and the revelation assisted in illuminating things.”


  As for the writing itself, Lafcadio told Chamberlain that for every page he wrote, ten were suppressed. He would begin by arranging notes and writing down ideas, then correcting the manuscript. The following day he would rewrite everything. Then he would begin the final copy, which would be done twice. He knew the work was finished, he said, when a kind of focusing occurred. This happened when the process was completed, the original length cut in about half, and the first impression returned ever the more strongly.


  To an old friend, Elwood Hendrick, he wrote that “the best work is done the way ants do things—by tiny tireless and regular additions.” He added that he never worked “without painfully forcingmyself to do it.” His method was to “let the thought develop itself,” which led to “four or five rewritings and at least two final copies.”


  This meant, in effect, a kind of description new to Hearn—one no longer concerned with preference and judgment but with precision; one much less concerned with places and much more concerned with people. It meant also being more clear about the person doing the writing—himself.


  Indeed, as Albert Mordell has written, it is true that in this sense “it is a mistake to think of Hearn as a ‘writer on Japan.’ Japan gave him nothing. He himself, not Japan, is the interesting subject.”

  



  * * *

  



  The solitary Hearn, seeking to lose himself in Japan, became gradually aware of individuality—theirs and his. While he had never wholly succumbed to those comforting generalizations about the Japanese that even now continue to clutter the literature, he had nonetheless done his bit toward the creating of a peaceful, beauty-loving public, invariably given to quoting haiku.


  Now, however, he saw more and more clearly that “the Japanese” were in reality individuals as varied as any in Cincinnati or New Orleans. By 1894 he was writing Chamberlain: “Lowell says the Japanese have no individuality. I wish he had to teach here for a year, and he would discover some of the most extraordinary individualities he ever saw.”


  He was now far distanced from Edwin Arnold, who had so praised quaint Japan and not once mentioned the miles of new railroad tracks. Hearn may not have liked the tracks but he wrote about them. This was because he was more and more writing about what he saw rather than about what he had wanted and expected to see.


  Hearn’s evocative and occasionally indulgent landscaping of Japan was succeeded by a penetrating and sometimes sentimental description of its people. These contributed to and led toward an attempt at interpretation, as he called it, in which his fictive country merged, finally, with the real.
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  Note: As noted in the Introduction, Japanese was always “a delightfully alien tongue” for Hearn. His original manuscripts include Japanese terms that are dialect variations and other renderings that are simply mistakes.


  Japanese words within this volume follow Hearn’s original Romanized spelling, which can differ from modern Romanization. In addition, Hearn’s spelling sometimes differed from essay to essay. This text retains Hearn’s original spelling of all Japanese and English words and Hearn’s original punctuation.


  [image: ] “There is some charm unutterable in the morning air, cool with the coolness of Japanese spring and wind-waves from the snowy cone of Fuji; a charm perhaps due rather to softest lucidity than to any positive tone,—an atmospheric limpidity extraordinary, with only a suggestion of blue in it, through which the most distant objects appear focused with amazing sharpness . . .” Thus did Hearn write in “My First Day in the Orient,” the essay that he chose to open his first book on Japan.


  It reads like an announcement of intention—paradise regained. And Hearn would continue in this vein for many hundreds of pages. His delight is manifest and his enthusiasm is infectious. These writings still retain the emotions that created them.


  What such emotions meant, however, was to be learned only after some years in the country. For this reason, the section “Strangeness and Charm” from one of Hearn’s last books on the country seems most fitting to open this anthology. It gives a thoughtful account of the emotional impact of Japan upon an emotional person—including a more tempered memory of that first day in the country.


  Hearn’s finest description of the strangeness and charm of turn-ofthe-century Japan is contained in his essay on Matsue, his own personal paradise, “The Chief City of the Province of the Gods.” In thisdetailed, decorated, and embellished essay, he clearly tells us that he adopted the place forever: It came to represent for him all the promise of Japan—in 1904, the year of his death, he was still wanting to return.


  He first went to Matsue in August 1890, having arrived in Japan less than six months before, and a month later was contentedly teaching at the local middle and high schools, having obtained the position through the kindness of Professor Basil Hall Chamberlain, then at the Tokyo Imperial University.


  The professor, already a famous man, living in Japan since 1873, was a distinguished scholar in the country; had mastered Japanese and was an authority on the language; had translated the oldest Japanese document, the Kojiki; had written on Japanese classical poetry; and had edited the still popular book about Japanese customs called Things Japanese. Consequently, he was also in a position to find friends jobs.


  For Hearn, living in Matsue was a defining experience. In earlier places—Martinique, New Orleans, Cincinnati—he had learned to cultivate the occasionally exotic, but in this isolated city on the Japan Sea the exotic became for him a daily experience. So exotic that he, not knowing the language, understanding little of the culture, was at some disadvantage in his everyday life—shopping and cooking, for example.


  The solution was a common one, reached by many men in similar circumstances: he must get married. Indeed, Hearn’s beloved mentor, Sir Edwin Arnold, was to marry a Japanese. Accordingly Lafcadio submitted to an arranged marriage—with Setsuko Koizumi, the young daughter of a local déclassé samurai household.


  This marriage was a success (his first, to a Cincinnati mulatto had not been) and it was to Setsuko that Hearn owed much of the felicity of his later years. Without her, Lafcadio could not have gathered all the information he needed, and certainly without her he could not have had the four children who so delighted his declining years.


  He also could not have gotten the house that they moved into in June 1891. It still stands. This is the small dwelling opening up ontoits small garden which is shown visitors to Matsue—Hearn’s glasses still on an open page, his pipe still in its tray. His delight both in the house and in the marriage is seen in one of his best essays from this period, “In a Japanese Garden.”


  During this enchanted Matsue year Hearn and his wife made a number of excursions to nearby places, and from these outings came some of his most memorable early writings. He traveled up and down the coast, went to Izumo, “home of the gods,” even went (as a kind of belated honeymoon trip) to the distant Oki islands.


  Here included are two of the finest of these early descriptions of Japan—one that has been forgotten and one that is rightfully famous. The first is an account of an excursion Hearn made to a nearby community of outcasts—that group now known as burakumin and then locally known as yama no mono. The second is a description of a boat trip to the Kuikedo—a place he calls “The Cave of the Children’s Ghosts.”


  Eventually, however, paradise was lost. In the fall of 1891, his contract with the Matsue schools ran out and again through the always helpful Chamberlain, he and Setsu moved to Kumamoto, where he was to teach at the local higher middle school. From the first he disliked the place—though after Matsue he would probably have disliked any place at all.


  Kumamoto, on the farther side of the southernmost island, Kyushu, had been much damaged in the civil wars attending the Meiji Restoration. The castle had been burned down, whole sections of the old city destroyed, and the new buildings were all Western and badly built at that. He might have been in St. Louis. Old Japan was that far away.


  Nonetheless, Kumamoto gave Hearn the time he needed to complete his first book on the country, Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan. In it he kept his promise to his publisher “to give a vivid impression of living in Japan.” It is still his most popular collection.


  Whether it also gives the impression of “one taking part in the daily existence of the common people, and thinking with their thoughts” (the rest of the promise) is a matter of opinion. Mine isthat the worth of this book—the worth of all his Japan writings—lies in Hearn’s ability to show us the common (as differentiated from the quaint, the fanciful, the picturesque) face of Japan; to retain for us the feel of the ordinary scene with ordinary people in it.


  This he does in a late piece, the 1904 “Letter from Japan,” written in Tokyo and devoted to the daily life of the people and what they were thinking about. These thoughts were largely political, a concern that Hearn had hitherto avoided.


  When he had arrived in 1890, Japan’s first constitutional government was sitting, however unhappily, in Tokyo but he, in old Matsue, could ignore it. By 1894, however, political reality was intruding itself. Japan had gone to war with China and many—among them some of his former students—died in the resulting battles. Now, in 1904, the Japanese were defeating the Russians, and these victories would ensure that the country became even more modern even faster.


  This new feeling he reflects in his 1904 letter—a description of the country in all ways different from that in “My First Day in the Orient,” of nearly fifteen years before. The fairy-tale atmosphere has evaporated and enchantment has metamorphosed itself into reality.


  Just before this, however, Hearn had—Prospero closing his book—utilized the trappings of enchantment for one final time to fashion an extraordinarily prescient piece called “Hōrai,” which, though it pretends to be a description of an old painting of the ancient Taoist isle, is actually an allegory of the modern archipelago of Japan.



  
    “Evil winds from the West are blowing over Hōrai; and the

    magical atmosphere, alas! is shrinking away before them . . .

    never again to appear save in pictures and poems and dreams. . . .”

  


  Hearn, the one-eyed, saw well what was happening to his Japan.


  
    
      	
        Strangeness and Charm

      

      	[image: ]
    

  


  The majority of the first impressions of Japan recorded by travelers are pleasurable impressions. Indeed, there must be something lacking, or something very harsh, in the nature to which Japan can make no emotional appeal. The appeal itself is the clue to a problem; and that problem is the character of a race and of its civilization.



  My own first impressions of Japan,—Japan as seen in the white sunshine of a perfect spring day,—had doubtless much in common with the average of such experiences. I remember especially the wonder and the delight of the vision. The wonder and the delight have never passed away: they are often revived for me even now, by some chance happening, after fourteen years of sojourn. But the reason of these feelings was difficult to learn,—or at least to guess; for I cannot yet claim to know much about Japan. . . . Long ago the best and dearest Japanese friend I ever had said to me, a little before his death: “When you find, in four or five years more, that you cannot understand the Japanese at all, then you will begin to know something about them.” After having realized the truth of my friend’s prediction,—after having discovered that I cannot understand the Japanese at all,—I feel better qualified to attempt this essay.


  As first perceived, the outward strangeness of things in Japan produces (in certain minds, at least) a queer thrill impossible to describe,—a feeling of weirdness which comes to us only with the perception of the totally unfamiliar. You find yourself moving through queer small streets full of odd small people, wearing robes and sandals of extraordinary shapes; and you can scarcely distinguish the sexes at sight. The houses are constructed and furnished in ways alien to all your experience; and you are astonished to find that you cannot conceive the use or meaning of numberless things on display in the shops. Food-stuffs of unimaginable derivation; utensils of enigmatic forms; emblems incomprehensible of some mysterious belief; strange masks and toys that commemorate legends of gods or demons; odd figures, too, of the gods themselves, with monstrous ears and smiling faces,—all these you may perceive as you wander about; though you must also notice telegraph-poles and type-writers, electric lamps and sewing machines. Everywhere on signs and hangings, and on the backs of people passing by, you will observe wonderful Chinese characters; and the wizardry of all these texts makes the dominant tone of the spectacle.


  Further acquaintance with this fantastic world will in nowise diminish the sense of strangeness evoked by the first vision of it. You will soon observe that even the physical actions of the people are unfamiliar,—that their work is done in ways the opposite of Western ways. Tools are of surprising shapes, and are handled after surprising methods: the blacksmith squats at his anvil, wielding a hammer such as no Western smith could use without long practice; the carpenter pulls, instead of pushing, his extraordinary plane and saw. Always the left is the right side, and the right side the wrong; and keys must be turned, to open or close a lock, in what we are accustomed to think the wrong direction. Mr. Percival Lowell has truthfully observed that the Japanese speak backwards, read backwards, write backwards,— and that this is “only the abc of their contrariety.” For the habit of writing backwards there are obvious evolutional reasons; and the requirements of Japanese calligraphy sufficiently explain why the artist pushes his brush or pencil instead of pulling it. But why, instead of putting the thread through the eye of the needle, should the Japanese maiden slip the eye of the needle over the point of the thread? Perhaps the most remarkable, out of a hundred possible examples of antipodal action, is furnished by the Japanese art of fencing. The swordsman, delivering his blow with both hands, does not pull the blade towards him in the moment of striking, but pushes it from him. He uses it, indeed, as other Asiatics do, not on the principle of the wedge, but of the saw; yet there is a pushing motion where we should expect a pulling motion in the stroke. . . . These and other forms of unfamiliar action are strange enough to suggest the notion of a humanity even physically as little related to us as might be the population of another planet,—the notion of some anatomical unlikeness. No such unlikeness, however, appears to exist; and all this oppositeness probably implies, not so much the outcome of a human experience entirely independent of Aryan experience, as the outcome of an experience evolutionally younger than our own.


  Yet that experience has been one of no mean order. Its manifestations do not merely startle: they also delight. The delicate perfection of workmanship, the light strength and grace of objects, the power manifest to obtain the best results with the least material, the achieving of mechanical ends by the simplest possible means, the comprehension of irregularity as æsthetic value, the shapeliness and perfect taste of everything, the sense displayed of harmony in tints or colors,—all this must convince you at once that our Occident has much to learn from this remote civilization, not only in matters of art and taste, but in matters likewise of economy and utility. It is no barbarian fancy that appeals to you in those amazing porcelains, those astonishing embroideries, those wonders of lacquer and ivory and bronze, which educate imagination in unfamiliar ways. No: these are the products of a civilization which became, within its own limits, so exquisite that none but an artist is capable of judging its manufactures,—a civilization that can be termed imperfect only by those who would also term imperfect the Greek civilization of three thousand years ago.


  But the underlying strangeness of this world,—the psychological strangeness,—is much more startling than the visible and superficial. You begin to suspect the range of it after having discovered that no adult Occidental can perfectly master the language. East and West the fundamental parts of human nature—the emotional bases of it— are much the same: the mental difference between a Japanese and a European child is mainly potential. But with growth the difference rapidly develops and widens, till it becomes, in adult life, inexpressible. The whole of the Japanese mental superstructure evolves into forms having nothing in common with Western psychological development: the expression of thought becomes regulated, and the expression of emotion inhibited in ways that bewilder and astound. The ideas of this people are not our ideas; their sentiments are not our sentiments; their ethical life represents for us regions of thought and emotion yet unexplored, or perhaps long forgotten. Any one of their ordinary phrases, translated into Western speech, makes hopeless nonsense; and the literal rendering into Japanese of the simplest English sentence would scarcely be comprehended by any Japanese who had never studied a European tongue. Could you learn all the words in a Japanese dictionary, your acquisition would not help you in the least to make yourself understood in speaking, unless you had learned also to think like a Japanese,—that is to say, to think backwards, to think upside-down and inside-out, to think in directions totally foreign to Aryan habit. Experience in the acquisition of European languages can help you to learn Japanese about as much as it could help you to acquire the language spoken by the inhabitants of Mars. To be able to use the Japanese tongue as a Japanese uses it, one would need to be born again, and to have one’s mind completely reconstructed, from the foundation upwards. It is possible that a person of European parentage, born in Japan, and accustomed from infancy to use the vernacular, might retain in after-life that instinctive knowledge which could alone enable him to adapt his mental relations to the relations of any Japanese environment. There is actually an English-man named Black, born in Japan, whose proficiency in the language is proved by the fact that he is able to earn a fairincome as a professional storyteller (hanashika). But this is an extraordinary case. . . . As for the literary language, I need only observe that to make acquaintance with it requires very much more than a knowledge of several thousand Chinese characters. It is safe to say that no Occidental can undertake to render at sight any literary text laid before him—indeed the number of native scholars able to do so is very small;—and although the learning displayed in this direction by various Europeans may justly compel our admiration, the work of none could have been given to the world without Japanese help.


  But as the outward strangeness of Japan proves to be full of beauty, so the inward strangeness appears to have its charm,—an ethical charm reflected in the common life of the people. The attractive aspects of that life do not indeed imply, to the ordinary observer, a psychological differentiation measurable by scores of centuries: only a scientific mind, like that of Mr. Percival Lowell, immediately perceives the problem presented. The less gifted stranger, if naturally sympathetic, is merely pleased and puzzled, and tries to explain, by his own experience of happy life on the other side of the world, the social conditions that charm him. Let us suppose that he has the good fortune of being able to live for six months or a year in some old-fashioned town of the interior. From the beginning of this sojourn he can scarcely fail to be impressed by the apparent kindliness and joyousness of the existence about him. In the relations of the people to each other, as well as in all their relations to himself, he will find a constant amenity, a tact, a good-nature such as he will elsewhere have met with only in the friendship of exclusive circles. Everybody greets everybody with happy looks and pleasant words; faces are always smiling; the commonest incidents of everyday life are transfigured by a courtesy at once so artless and so faultless that it appears to spring directly from the heart, without any teaching. Under all circumstances a certain outward cheerfulness never fails: no matter what troubles may come,—storm or fire, flood or earthquake,—the laughter of greeting voices, the bright smile and graceful bow, the kindly inquiry and the wish to please, continue to make existence beautiful. Religion brings no gloom into this sunshine: before the Buddhas and the gods folk smile as they pray; the temple courts are playgrounds for the children; and within the enclosure of the great public shrines—which are places of festivity rather than of solemnity—dancing-platforms are erected. Family existence would seem to be everywhere characterized by gentleness: there is no visible quarrelling, no loud harshness, no tears and reproaches. Cruelty, even to animals, appears to be unknown: one sees farmers, coming to town, trudging patiently beside their horses or oxen, aiding their dumb companions to bear the burden, and using no whips or goads. Drivers or pullers of carts will turn out of their way, under the most provoking circumstances, rather than overrun a lazy dog or a stupid chicken. . . . For no inconsiderable time one may live in the midst of appearances like these, and perceive nothing to spoil the pleasure of the experience.


  Of course the conditions of which I speak are now passing away; but they are still to be found in the remoter districts. I have lived in districts where no case of theft had occurred for hundreds of years,— where the newly-built prisons of Meiji remained empty and useless,—where the people left their doors unfastened by night as well as by day. These facts are familiar to every Japanese. In such a district, you might recognize that the kindness shown to you, as a stranger, is the consequence of official command; but how explain the goodness of the people to each other? When you discover no harshness, no rudeness, no dishonesty, no breaking of laws, and learn that this social condition has been the same for centuries, you are tempted to believe that you have entered into the domain of a morally superior humanity. All this soft urbanity, impeccable honesty, ingenuous kindliness of speech and act, you might naturally interpret as conduct directed by perfect goodness of heart. And the simplicity that delights you is no simplicity of barbarism. Here every one has been taught; every one knows how to write and speak beautifully, how to compose poetry, how to behave politely; there is everywhere cleanliness and good taste; interiors are bright and pure; the daily use of the hot bathis universal. How refuse to be charmed by a civilization in which every relation appears to be governed by altruism, every action directed by duty, and every object shaped by art? You cannot help being delighted by such conditions, or feeling indignant at hearing them denounced as “heathen.” And according to the degree of altruism within yourself, these good folk will be able, without any apparent effort, to make you happy. The mere sensation of the milieu is a placid happiness: it is like the sensation of a dream in which people greet us exactly as we like to be greeted, and say to us all that we like to hear, and do for us all that we wish to have done,—people moving soundlessly through spaces of perfect repose, all bathed in vapory light. Yes—for no little time these fairy folk can give you all the soft bliss of sleep. But sooner or later, if you dwell long with them, your contentment will prove to have much in common with the happiness of dreams. You will never forget the dream,—never; but it will lift at last, like those vapors of spring which lend preternatural loveliness to a Japanese landscape in the forenoon of radiant days. Really you are happy because you have entered bodily into Fairyland,—into a world that is not, and never could be your own. You have been transported out of your own century—over spaces enormous of perished time— into an era forgotten, into a vanished age,—back to something ancient as Egypt or Nineveh. That is the secret of the strangeness and beauty of things,—the secret of the thrill they give,—the secret of the elfish charm of the people and their ways. Fortunate mortal! the tide of Time has turned for you! But remember that here all is enchantment,—that you have fallen under the spell of the dead,—that the lights and the colors and the voices must fade away at last into emptiness and silence.

  



  


  
    * * *

  


  



  Some of us, at least, have often wished that it were possible to live for a season in the beautiful vanished world of Greek culture. Inspired by our first acquaintance with the charm of Greek art and thought, this wish comes to us even before we are capable of imagining the true conditions of the antique civilization. If the wish could be realized, we should certainly find it impossible to accommodate ourselves to those conditions,—not so much because of the difficulty of learning the environment, as because of the much greater difficulty of feeling just as people used to feel some thirty centuries ago. In spite of all that has been done for Greek studies since the Renaissance, we are still unable to understand many aspects of the old Greek life: no modern mind can really feel, for example, those sentiments and emotions to which the great tragedy of OEdipus made appeal. Nevertheless we are much in advance of our forefathers of the eighteenth century, as regards the knowledge of Greek civilization. In the time of the French revolution, it was thought possible to re-establish in France the conditions of a Greek republic, and to educate children according to the system of Sparta. To-day we are well aware that no mind developed by modern civilization could find happiness under any of those socialistic despotisms which existed in all the cities of the ancient world before the Roman conquest. We could no more mingle with the old Greek life, if it were resurrected for us,—no more become a part of it,—than we could change our mental identities. But how much would we not give for the delight of beholding it,—for the joy of attending one festival in Corinth, or of witnessing the Pan-Hellenic games ? . . .


  And yet, to witness the revival of some perished Greek civilization,— to walk about the very Crotona of Pythagoras,—to wander through the Syracuse of Theocritus,—were not any more of privilege than is the opportunity actually afforded us to study Japanese life. Indeed, from the evolutional point of view, it were less of a privilege,—since Japan offers us the living spectacle of conditions older, and psychologically much farther away from us, than those of any Greek period with which art and literature have made us closely acquainted.



  The reader scarcely needs to be reminded that a civilization less evolved than our own, and intellectually remote from us, is not on that account to be regarded as necessarily inferior in all respects. Hellenic civilization at its best represented an early stage of sociological evolution; yet the arts which it developed still furnish our supreme and unapproachable ideals of beauty. So, too, this much more archaic civilization of Old Japan attained an average of æsthetic and moral culture well worthy of our wonder and praise. Only a shallow mind—a very shallow mind—will pronounce the best of that culture inferior. But Japanese civilization is peculiar to a degree for which there is perhaps no Western parallel, since it offers us the spectacle of many successive layers of alien culture superimposed above the simple indigenous basis, and forming a very bewilderment of complexity. Most of this alien culture is Chinese, and bears but an indirect relation to the real subject of these studies. The peculiar and surprising fact is that, in spite of all superimposition, the original character of the people and of their society should still remain recognizable. The wonder of Japan is not to be sought in the countless borrowings with which she has clothed herself,—much as a princess of the olden time would don twelve ceremonial robes, of divers colors and qualities, folded one upon the other so as to show their many-tinted edges at throat and sleeves and skirt;—no, the real wonder is the Wearer. For the interest of the costume is much less in its beauty of form and tint than in its significance as idea, as representing something of the mind that devised or adopted it. And the supreme interest of the old Japanese civilization lies in what it expresses of the race-character,—that character which yet remains essentially unchanged by all the changes of Meiji.


  “Suggests” were perhaps a better word than “expresses,” for this race-character is rather to be divined than recognized. Our comprehension of it might be helped by some definite knowledge of origins; but such knowledge we do not yet possess. Ethnologists are agreed that the Japanese race has been formed by a mingling of peoples, and that the dominant element is Mongolian; but this dominant element is represented in two very different types,—one slender and almost feminine of aspect; the other, squat and powerful. Chinese and Korean elements are known to exist in the populations of certain districts; and there appears to have been a large infusion of Aino blood. Whether there be any Malay or Polynesian element also has not beendecided. Thus much only can be safely affirmed,—that the race, like all good races, is a mixed one; and that the peoples who originally united to form it have been so blended together as to develop, under long social discipline, a tolerably uniform type of character. This character, though immediately recognizable in some of its aspects, presents us with many enigmas that are very difficult to explain.


  Nevertheless, to understand it better has become a matter of importance. Japan has entered into the world’s competitive struggle; and the worth of any people in that struggle depends upon character quite as much as upon force. We can learn something about Japanese character if we are able to ascertain the nature of the conditions which shaped it,—the great general facts of the moral experience of the race. And these facts we should find expressed or suggested in the history of the national beliefs, and in the history of those social institutions derived from and developed by religion.
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  I


  The first of the noises of a Matsue day comes to the sleeper like the throbbing of a slow, enormous pulse exactly under his ear. It is a great, soft, dull buffet of sound—like a heartbeat in its regularity, in its muffled depth, in the way it quakes up through one’s pillow as to be felt rather than heard. It is simply the pounding of the ponderous pestle of the kometsuki, the cleaner of rice,—a sort of colossal wooden mallet with a handle about fifteen feet long horizontally balanced on a pivot. By treading with all his force on the end of the handle, the naked kometsuki elevates the pestle, which is then allowed to fall back by its own weight into the rice tub. The measured muffled echoing of its fall seems to me the most pathetic of all sounds of Japanese life; it is the beating, indeed, of the Pulse of the Land.


  Then the boom of the great bell of Tōkōji, the Zenshū temple, shakes over the town; then come melancholy echoes of drumming from the tiny little temple of Jizō in the street Zaimokuchō, near my house, signaling the Buddhist hour of morning prayer. And finally the cries of the earliest itinerant venders begin,— “Daikoyai! kabuya-kabu!” —the sellers of daikon and other strange vegetables. “Moyayamoya!” —the plaintive call of the women who sell little thin slips of kindling-wood for the lighting of charcoal fires.

  



  II

  



  Roused thus by these earliest sounds of the city’s wakening life, I slide open my little Japanese paper window to look out upon the morning over a soft green cloud of spring foliage rising from the river-bounded garden below. Before me, tremulously mirroring everything upon its farther side, glimmers the broad glassy mouth of the Ōhashigawa, opening into the grand Shinji Lake, which spreads out broadly to the right in a dim gray frame of peaks. Just opposite to me, across the stream, the blue-pointed Japanese dwellings have their to1 all closed; they are still shut up like boxes, for it is not yet sunrise, although it is day.


  But oh, the charm of the vision,—those first ghostly love-colors of a morning steeped in mist soft as sleep itself resolved into a visible exhalation. Long reaches of faintly-tinted vapor cloud the far lake verge,—long nebulous bands, such as you may have seen in old Japanese picture-books, and must have deemed only artistic whimsicalities unless you had previously looked upon the real phenomena. All the bases of the mountains are veiled by them, and they stretch athwart the loftier peaks at different heights like immeasurable lengths of gauze (this singular appearance the Japanese term “shelving”), 2 so that the lake appears incomparably larger than it really is, and not an actual lake, but a beautiful spectral sea of the same tint as the dawn-sky and mixing with it, while peak-tips rise like islands from the brume, and visionary strips of hill-ranges figure as league-long causeways stretching out of sight,—an exquisite chaos, ever changing aspect as the delicate fogs rise, slowly, very slowly. As the sun’s yellow rim comes into sight, fine thin lines of warmer tone— spectral violets and opalines—shoot across the flood, treetops take tender fire, and the unpainted façades of high edifices across the water change their wood-color to vapory gold through the delicious haze.


  Looking sunward, up the long Ōhashigawa, beyond the many-pillared wooden bridge, one high-pooped junk, just hoisting sail, seems to me the most fantastically beautiful craft I ever saw,—a dream of Orient seas, so idealized by the vapor is it; the ghost of a junk, but a ghost that catches the light as clouds do; a shape of gold mist, seemingly semi-diaphanous, and suspended in pale blue light.

  



  III

  



  And now from the river-front touching my garden there rises to me a sound of clapping of hands,—one, two, three, four claps,—but the owner of the hands is screened from view by the shrubbery. At the same time, however, I see men and women descending the stone steps of the wharves on the opposite side of the Ōhashigawa, all with little blue towels tucked into their girdles. They wash their faces and hands and rinse their mouths,—the customary ablution preliminary to Shintō prayer. Then they turn their faces to the sunrise and clap their hands four times and pray. From the long high white bridge come other clappings, like echoes, and others again from far light graceful craft, curved like new moons,—extraordinary boats, in which I see bare-limbed fishermen standing with foreheads bowed to the golden East. Now the clappings multiply,—multiply at last into an almost continuous volleying of sharp sounds. For all the population are saluting the rising sun,—O-Hi-San, the Lady of Fire, Amaterasu-oho-mi-Kami, the Lady of the Great Light. 3 “ Konnichi-Sama! Hail this day to thee, divinest Day-Maker! Thanks unutterable unto thee, for this thy sweet light, making beautiful the world!” So, doubtless, the thought, if not the utterance, of countless hearts. Some turn to the sun only, clapping their hands; yet many turn also to the West, to holy Kitzuki, the immemorial shrine; and not a few turn their faces successively to all the points of heaven; murmuring the names of a hundred gods; and others, again, after having saluted the Lady of Fire, look toward high Ichibata, toward the place of the great temple of Yakushi-Nyorai, who giveth sight to the blind,—not clapping their hands as in Shintō worship, but only rubbing the palms softly together after the Buddhist manner. But all—for in this most antique province of Japan all Buddhists are Shintōists likewise—utter the archaic words of Shintō prayer: “Harai tamai kiyome tamai to Kami imi tami.”


  Prayer to the most ancient gods who reigned before the coming of the Buddha, and who still reign here in their own Izumo-land,—in the Land of Reed Plains, in the Place of the Issuing of Clouds; prayer to the deities of primal chaos and primeval sea and of the beginnings of the world,—strange gods with long weird names, kindred of U-hiji-ni-no-Kami, the First Mud-Lord, kindred of Su-hiji-ni-no-Kami, the First Sand-Lady; prayer to those who came after them,—the gods of strength and beauty, the world-fashioners, makers of the mountains and the isles, ancestors of these sovereigns whose lineage still is named “The Sun’s Succession;” prayer to the Three Thousand Gods “residing within the provinces,” and to the Eight Hundred Myriads who dwell in the azure Takama-no-hara,—in the blue Plain of High Heaven. “Nippon-koku-chū-yaoyorozu-no-Kami-gami-sama!”

  



  IV

  



  “Ho-ke-kyō!”


  My uguisu is awake at last, and utters his morning prayer. You do not know what an uguisu is? An uguisu is a holy little bird that professes Buddhism. All uguisu have professed Buddhism from time immemorial; all uguisu preach alike to men the excellence of the divine Sutra.


  “Ho-ke-kyō!”


  In the Japanese tongue, Ho-ke-kyō; in Sanscrit, Saddharma-Pundarika: “The Sutra of the Lotus of the Good Law,” the divine book of the Nichiren sect. Very brief, indeed, is my little feathered Buddhist’s confession of faith,—only the sacred name reiterated over and over again like a litany, with liquid bursts of twittering between.


  “Ho-ke-kyō!”


  Only this one phrase, but how deliciously he utters it! With what slow amorous ecstasy he dwells upon its golden syllables!


  It hath been written: “He who shall keep, read, teach, or write this Sutra shall obtain eight hundred good qualities of the Eye. He shall see the whole Triple Universe down to the great hell Aviki, and up to the extremity of existence. He shall obtain twelve hundred good qualities of the Ear. He shall hear all sounds in the Triple Universe,— sounds of gods, goblins, demons, and beings not human.”


  “Ho-ke-kyō!”


  A single word only. But it is also written: “He who shall joyfully accept but a single word from this Sutra, incalculably greater shall be his merit than the merit of one who should supply all beings in the four hundred thousand Asankhyeyas of worlds with all the necessaries for happiness.”


  “Ho-ke-kyō!”


  Always he makes a reverent little pause after uttering it and before shrilling out his ecstatic warble, his bird-hymn of praise. First the warble; then a pause of about five seconds; then a slow, sweet, solemn utterance of the holy name in a tone as of meditative wonder; then another pause; then another wild, rich, passionate warble. Could you see him, you would marvel how so powerful and penetrating a soprano could ripple from so minute a throat; for he is one of the very tiniest of all feathered singers, yet his chant can be heard far across the broad river, and children going to school pause daily on the bridge, a whole cho away, to listen to his song. And uncomely withal: a neutral-tinted mite, almost lost in his immense box-cage of hinoki wood, darkened with paper screens over its little wire-grated windows, for he loves the gloom.


  Delicate he is and exacting even to tyranny. All his diet must be laboriously triturated and weighed in scales, and measured out to him at precisely the same hour each day. It demands all possible care and attention merely to keep him alive. He is precious, nevertheless. “Far and from the uttermost coasts is the price of him,” so rare he is. Indeed, I could not have afforded to buy him. He was sent to me by one of the sweetest ladies in Japan, daughter of the governor of Izumo, who, thinking the foreign teacher might feel lonesome during a brief illness, made him the exquisite gift of this dainty creature.

  



  V

  



  The clapping of hands has ceased; the toil of the day begins; continually louder and louder the pattering of geta over the bridge. It is a sound never to be forgotten, this pattering of geta over the Ōhashi,—rapid, merry, musical, like the sound of an enormous dance; and a dance it veritably is. The whole population is moving on tiptoe, and the multitudinous twinkling of feet over the verge of the sunlit roadway is an astonishment. All those feet are small, symmetrical,—light as the feet of figures painted on Greek vases,—and the step is always taken toes first; indeed, with geta it could be taken no other way, for the heel touches neither the geta nor the ground, and the foot is tilted forward by the wedge-shaped wooden sole. Merely to stand upon a pair of geta is difficult for one unaccustomed to their use, yet you see Japanese children running at full speed in geta with soles at least three inches high, held to the foot only by a forestrap fastened between the great toe and the other toes, and they never trip and the geta never falls off. Still more curious is the spectacle of men walking in bokkuri or takageta, a wooden sole with wooden supports at least five inches high fitted underneath it so as to make the whole structure seem the lacquered model of a wooden bench. But the wearers stride as freely as if they had nothing upon their feet.


  Now children begin to appear, hurrying to school. The undulation of the wide sleeves of their pretty speckled robes, as they run, looks precisely like a fluttering of extraordinary butterflies. The junks spread their great white or yellow wings, and the funnels of the little steamers which have been slumbering all night by the wharves begin to smoke.


  One of the tiny lake steamers lying at the opposite wharf has just opened its steam-throat to utter the most unimaginable, piercing, desperate, furious howl. When that cry is heard everybody laughs. The other little steamboats utter only plaintive mooings, but unto this particular vessel—newly built and launched by a rival company—there has been given a voice expressive to the most amazing degree of reckless hostility and savage defiance. The good people of Matsue, upon hearing its voice for the first time, gave it forthwith a new and just name,—Ōkami-Maru. “Maru” signifies a steamship.“Ōkami” signifies a wolf.


  VI

  



  A very curious little object now comes slowly floating down the river, and I do not think that you could possibly guess what it is.


  The Hotoke, or Buddhas, and the beneficent Kami are not the only divinities worshiped by the Japanese of the poorer classes. The deities of evil, or least some of them, are duly propitiated upon certain occasions, and requited by offerings whenever they graciously vouchsafe to inflict a temporary ill instead of an irremediable misfortune. 4 (After all, this is no more irrational than the thanksgiving prayer at the close of the hurricane season in the West Indies, after the destruction by storm of twenty-two thousand lives.) So men sometimes pray to Ekibiogami, the God of Pestilence, and to Kazeno-Kami, the God of Wind and of Bad Colds, and to Hoso-no-Kami, the God of Smallpox, and to divers evil genii.


  Now when a person is certainly going to get well of smallpox a feast is given to the Hoso-no-Kami, much as a feast is given to the Fox-God when a possessing fox has promised to allow himself to be cast out. Upon a sando-wara, or small straw mat, such as is used to close the end of a rice-bale, one or more kawarake, or small earthenware vessels, are placed. These are filled with a preparation of rice and red beans, called adzukimeshi, whereof both Inari-Sama and Hosono-Kami are supposed to be very fond. Little bamboo wands with gohei (paper cuttings) fastened to them are then planted either in the mat or in the adzukimeshi, and the color of these gohei must be red. (Be it observed that the gohei of other Kami are always white.) This offering is then either suspended to a tree, or set afloat in some running stream at a considerable distance from the home of the convalescent. This is called “seeing the God off.”

  



  VII

  



  The long white bridge with its pillars of iron is recognizably modern. It was, in fact, opened to the public only last spring with great ceremony. According to some most ancient custom, when a new bridge has been built the first persons to pass over it must be the happiest of the community. So the authorities of Matsue sought for the happiest folk, and selected two aged men who had both been married for more than half a century, and who had had not less than twelve children, and had never lost any of them. These good patriarchs first crossed the bridge, accompanied by their venerable wives, and followed by their grown-up children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren, amidst a great clamor of rejoicing, the showering of fireworks, and the firing of cannon.


  But the ancient bridge so recently replaced by this structure was much more picturesque, curving across the flood and supported upon multitudinous feet, like a long-legged centipede of the innocuous kind. For three hundred years it had stood over the stream firmly and well, and it had its particular tradition.


  When Horiō Yoshiharu, the great general who became daimyō of Izumo in the Keichō era, first undertook to put a bridge over the mouth of this river, the builders labored in vain; for there appeared to be no solid bottom for the pillars of the bridge to rest upon. Millions of great stones were cast into the river to no purpose, for the work constructed by day was swept away or swallowed up by night. Nevertheless, at last the bridge was built, but the pillars began to sink soon after it was finished; then a flood carried half of it away, and as often as it was repaired so often it was wrecked. Then a human sacrifice was made to appease the vexed spirits of the flood. A man was buried alive in the river-bed below the place of the middle pillar, where the current is most treacherous, and thereafter the bridge remained immovable for three hundred years.


  This victim was one Gensuke, who had lived in the street Saikamachi; for it had been determined that the first man who should cross the bridge wearing hakama without a machi 5 should be put under the bridge; and Gensuke sought to pass over not having a machi in his hakama, so they sacrificed him. Wherefore the midmost pillar of the bridge was for three hundred years called by his name,— Gensuke-bashira. It is averred that upon moonless nights a ghostly fire flitted about that pillar,—always in the dead watch hour between two and three; and the color of the light was red, though I am assured that in Japan, as in other lands, the fires of the dead are most often blue.

  



  VIII

  



  Now some say that Gensuke was not the name of a man, but the name of an era, corrupted by local dialect into the semblance of a personal appellation. Yet so profoundly is the legend believed, that when the new bridge was being built thousands of country-folk were afraid to come to town; for a rumor arose that a new victim was needed, who was to be chosen from among them, and that it had been determined to make the choice from those who still wore their hair in queues after the ancient manner. Wherefore hundreds of aged men cut off their queues. Then another rumor was circulated to the effect that the police had been secretly instructed to seize the one thousandth person of those who crossed the new bridge the first day, and to treat him after the manner of Gensuke. And at the time of the great festival of the Rice-God, when the city is usually thronged by farmers coming to worship at the many shrines of Inari, this year there came but few; and the loss to local commerce was estimated at several thousand yen.

  



  IX

  



  The vapors have vanished, sharply revealing a beautiful little islet in the lake, lying scarcely half a mile away,—a low, narrow strip of land with a Shintō shrine upon it, shadowed by giant pines; not pines like ours, but huge, gnarled, shaggy, tortuous shapes, vast-reaching like ancient oaks. Through a glass one can easily discern a torii, and before it two symbolic lions of stone (Kara-shishi), one with its head broken off, doubtless by its having been overturned and dashed about by heavy waves during some great storm. This islet is sacred to Benten, the Goddess of Eloquence and Beauty, wherefore it is called Benten-no-shima But it is more commonly called Yome-ga-shima, or “The Island of the Young Wife,” by reason of a legend. It is said that it arose in one night, noiselessly as a dream, bearing up from the depths of the lake the body of a drowned woman who had been very lovely, very pious, and very unhappy. The people, deeming this a sign from heaven, consecrated the islet to Benten, and thereon built a shrine unto her, planted trees about it, set a torii before it, and made a rampart about it with great curiously-shaped stones; and there they buried the drowned woman.


  Now the sky is blue down to the horizon, the air is a caress of spring. I go forth to wander through the queer old city.

  



  X

  



  I perceive that upon the sliding doors, or immediately above the principal entrance of nearly every house, are pasted oblong white papers bearing ideographic inscriptions; and overhanging every threshold I see the sacred emblem of Shintō, the little rice straw rope with its long fringe of pendent stalks. The white papers at once interest me; for they are ofuda, or holy texts and charms, of which I am a devout collector. Nearly all are from temples in Matsue or its vicinity; and the Buddhist ones indicate by the sacred words upon them to what particular shū, or sect, the family belongs,—for nearly every soul in this community professes some form of Buddhism as well as the all-dominant and more ancient faith of Shintō. And even one quite ignorant of Japanese ideographs can nearly always distinguish at a glance the formula of the great Nichiren sect from the peculiar appearance of the column of characters composing it, all bristling with long sharp points and banneret zigzags, like an army; the famous text Namu-myō-hō-ren-ge-kyō, inscribed of old upon the flag of the great captain Kato Kiyomasa, the extirpator of Spanish Christianity, the glorious vir ter execrandus of the Jesuits. Any pilgrim belonging to this sect has the right to call at whatever door bears the above formula and ask for alms or food.


  But by far the greater number of the ofuda are Shintō. Upon almost every door there is one ofuda especially likely to attract the attention of a stranger, because at the foot of the column of ideo-graphs composing its text there are two small figures of foxes, a black and a white fox, facing each other in a sitting posture, each with a little bunch of rice-straw in its mouth, instead of the more usual emblematic key. These ofuda are from the great Inari temple of Oshiroyama6 , within the castle grounds, and are charms against fire. They represent, indeed, the only form of assurance against fire yet known in Matsue,—so far, at least, as wooden dwellings are concerned. And although a single spark and a high wind are sufficient in combination to obliterate a larger city in one day, great fires are unknown in Matsue, and small ones are of rare occurrence.


  The charm is peculiar to the city; and of the Inari in question this tradition exists:—



  
    When Naomasu, the grandson of Iyeyasu, first came to Matsue to rule the province, there entered into his presence a beautiful boy, who said: “I came hither from the home of your august father in Echizen, to protect you from all harm. But I have no dwelling-place, and am staying therefore at the Buddhist temple of Fu-mon-in. Now if you will make for me a dwelling within the castle grounds, I will protect from fire the buildings there and the houses of the city, and your other residence likewise which is in the capital. For I am Inari Shinyemon.” With these words he vanished from sight. Therefore Naomasu dedicated to him the great temple which still stands in the castle grounds, surrounded by one thousand foxes of stone.


  


  XI

  



  I now turn into a narrow little street, which, although so ancient that its dwarfed two-story houses have the look of things grown up from the ground, is called the Street of the New Timber. New the timber may have been one hundred and fifty years ago; but the tints of the structures would ravish an artist,—the sombre ashen tones of the wood-work, the furry browns of old thatch, ribbed and patched and edged with the warm soft green of those velvety herbs and mosses which flourish upon Japanese roofs.


  However, the perspective of the street frames in a vision more surprising than any details of its moldering homes. Between very lofty bamboo poles, higher than any of the dwellings, and planted on both sides of the street in lines, extraordinary black nets are stretched, like prodigious cobwebs against the sky, evoking sudden memories of those monster spiders which figure in Japanese mythology and in the picture-books of the old artists. But these are only fishing-nets of silken thread; and this is the street of the fishermen. I take my way to the great bridge.

  



  XII

  



  A stupendous ghost!


  Looking eastward from the great bridge over those sharply beautiful mountains, green and blue, which tooth the horizon, I see a glorious spectre towering to the sky. Its base is effaced by far mists: out of the air the thing would seem to have shaped itself,—a phantom cone, diaphanously gray below, vaporously white above, with a dream of perpetual snow,—the mighty mountain of Daisen.


  At the first approach of winter it will in one night become all blanched from foot to crest; and then its snowy pyramid so much resembles that Sacred Mountain, often compared by poets to a white inverted fan, half opened, hanging in the sky, that it is called Izumo-Fuji, “the Fuji of Izumo.” But it is really in Hōki, not in Izumo, though it cannot be seen from any part of Hōki to such advantage as from here. It is the one sublime spectacle of this charming land; but it is visible only when the air is very pure. Many are the marvelous legends related concerning it, and somewhere upon its mysterious summit the Tengu are believed to dwell.

  



  XIII

  



  At the farther end of the bridge, close to the wharf where the little steamboats are, is a very small Jizō temple (Jizō-dō). Here are kept many bronze drags; and whenever any one has been drowned and the body not recovered, these are borrowed from the little temple and the river is dragged. If the body be thus found, a new drag must be presented to the temple.


  From here, half a mile southward to the great Shintō temple of Tenjin, deity of scholarship and calligraphy, broadly stretches Tenjinmachi, the Street of the Rich Merchants, all draped on either side with dark blue hangings, over which undulate with every windy palpitation from the lake while wondrous ideographs, which are names and signs, while down the wide way, in white perspective, diminishes a long line of telegraph poles.


  Beyond the temple of Tenjin the city is again divided by a river, the Shindotegawa, over which arches the bridge Tenjin-bashi. Again beyond this other large quarters extend to the hills and curve along the lake shore. But in the space between the two rivers is the richest and busiest life of the city, and also the vast and curious quarter of the temples. In this islanded district are likewise the theaters, and the place where wrestling-matches are held, and most of the resorts of pleasure.


  Parallel with Tenjinmachi runs the great street of the Buddhist temples, or Teramachi, of which the eastern side is one unbroken succession of temples,—a solid front of court walls tile-capped, with imposing gateways at regular intervals. Above this long stretch of tile-capped wall rise the beautiful tilted massive lines of gray-blue temple roofs against the sky. Here all the sects dwell side by side in harmony,—Nichiren-shū, Shingon-shū, Zen-shū, Tendai-shū, even that Shin-shū, unpopular in Izumo because those who follow its teaching strictly must not worship the Kami. Behind each temple court there is a cemetery, or hakaba; and eastward beyond these are other temples, and beyond them yet others,—masses of Buddhist architecture mixed with shreds of gardens and miniature homesteads, a huge labyrinth of moldering courts and fragments of streets.


  To-day, as usual, I find I can pass a few hours very profitably in visiting the temples; in looking at the ancient images seated within the cups of golden lotus-flowers under their aureoles of gold; in buying curious mamori; in examining the sculptures of the cemeteries, where I can nearly always find some dreaming Kwannon or smiling Jizō well worth the visit.


  The great courts of Buddhist temples are places of rare interest for one who loves to watch the life of the people; for these have been for unremembered centuries the playing-places of the children. Generations of happy infants have been amused in them. All the nurses, and little girls who carry tiny brothers or sisters upon their backs, go thither every morning that the sun shines; hundreds of children join them; and they play at strange, funny games,—“Onigokko,” or the game of Devil, “Kage-Oni,” which signifies the Shadow and the Demon, and “Mekusan-gokko,” which is a sort of “blindman’s buff.”


  Also, during the long summer evenings, these temples are wrestling-grounds, free to all who love wrestling; and in many of them there is a dohyM-ba, or wrestling-ring. Robust young laborers and sinewy artisans come to these courts to test their strength after the day’s tasks are done, and here the fame of more than one now noted wrestler was first made. When a youth has shown himself able to overmatch at wrestling all others in his own district, he is challenged by champions of other districts; and if he can overcome these also, he may hope eventually to become a skilled and popular professional wrestler.


  It is also in the temple courts that the sacred dances are performed and that public speeches are made. It is in the temple courts, too, that the most curious toys are sold, on the occasion of the great holidays,—toys most of which have a religious signification. There are grand old trees, and ponds full of tame fish, which put up their heads to beg for food when your shadow falls upon the water. The holy lotus is cultivated therein.


  “Though growing in the foulest slime, the lotus remains pure and undefiled.


  “And the soul of him who remains ever pure in the midst of temptation is likened unto the lotus.


  “Therefore is the lotus carven or painted upon the furniture of temples; therefore also does it appear in all the representations of our Lord Buddha.


  “In Paradise the blessed shall sit at ease enthroned upon the cups of golden lotus-flowers.” 7


  A bugle-call rings through the quaint street; and round the corner of the last temple come marching a troop of handsome young rifle-men, uniformed somewhat like French light infantry, marching by fours so perfectly that all the gaitered legs move as if belonging to a single body, and every sword-bayonet catches the sun at exactly the same angle, as the column wheels into view. These are the students of the Shihan-Gakkō, the College of Teachers, performing their daily military exercises. Their professors give them lectures upon the microscopic study of cellular tissues, upon the segregation of developing nerve structure, upon spectrum analysis, upon the evolution of the color sense, and upon the cultivation of bacteria in glycerine infusions. And they are none the less modest and knightly in manner for all their modern knowledge, nor the less reverentially devoted to their dear old fathers and mothers whose ideas were shaped in the era of feudalism.

  



  XIV

  



  Here come a band of pilgrims, with yellow straw overcoats, “raincoats” (mino), and enormous yellow straw hats, mushroom-shaped, of which the down-curving rim partly hides the face. All carry staffs, and wear their robes well girded up so as to leave free the lower limbs, which are inclosed in white cotton leggings of a peculiar and indescribable kind. Precisely the same sort of costume was worn by the same class of travelers many centuries ago; and just as you now see them trooping by,—whole families wandering together, the pilgrim child clinging to the father’s hand,—so may you see them pass in quaint procession across the faded pages of Japanese picture-books a hundred years old.


  At intervals they halt before some shop-front to look at the many curious things which they greatly enjoy seeing, but which they have no money to buy.


  I myself have become so accustomed to surprises, to interesting or extraordinary sights, that when a day happens to pass during which nothing remarkable has been heard or seen I feel vaguely discontented. But such blank days are rare: they occur in my own case only when the weather is too detestable to permit of going out-of-doors. For with ever so little money one can always obtain the pleasure of looking at curious things. And this has been one of the chief pleasures of the people in Japan for centuries and centuries, for the nation has passed its generations of lives in making or seeking such things. To divert one’s self seems, indeed, the main purpose of Japanese existence, beginning with the opening of the baby’s wondering eyes. The faces of the people have an indescribable look of patient expectancy,—the air of waiting for something interesting to make its appearance. If it fail to appear, they will travel to find it: they are astonishing pedestrians and tireless pilgrims, and I think they make pilgrimages not more for the sake of pleasing the gods than of pleasing themselves by the sight of rare and pretty things. For every temple is a museum, and every hill and valley throughout the land has its temple and its wonders.


  Even the poorest farmer, one so poor that he cannot afford to eat a grain of his own rice, can afford to make a pilgrimage of a month’s duration; and during that season when the growing rice needs least attention hundreds of thousands of the poorest go on pilgrimages. This is possible, because from ancient times it has been the custom for everybody to help pilgrims a little; and they can always find rest and shelter at particular inns (kichinyado) which receive pilgrims only, and where they are charged merely the cost of the wood used to cook their food.


  But multitudes of the poor undertake pilgrimages requiring much more than a month to perform, such as the pilgrimage to the thirty-three great temples of Kwannon, or that to the eighty-eight temples of Kōbōdaishi; and these, though years be needed to accomplish them, are as nothing compared to the enormous Sengaji, the pilgrimage to the thousand temples of the Nichiren sect. The time of a generation may pass ere this can be made. One may begin it in early youth, and complete it only when youth is long past. Yet there are several in Matsue, men and women, who have made this tremendous pilgrimage, seeing all Japan, and supporting themselves not merely by begging, but by some kinds of itinerant peddling.


  The pilgrim who desires to perform this pilgrimage carries on his shoulders a small box, shaped like a Buddhist shrine, in which he keeps his spare clothes and food. He also carries a little brazen gong, which he constantly sounds while passing through a city or village, at the same time chanting the Namu-myō-hō-ren-ge-kyō; and he always bears with him a little blank book, in which the priest of every temple visited stamps the temple seal in red ink. The pilgrimage over, this book with its one thousand seal impressions becomes an heirloom in the family of the pilgrim.

  



  XV

  



  I too must make divers pilgrimages, for all about the city, beyond the waters or beyond the hills, lie holy places immemorially old.


  Kitzuki, founded by the ancient gods, who “made stout the pillars upon the nethermost rock bottom, and made high the cross-beams to the Plain of High Heaven,”—Kitzuki, the Holy of Holies, whose high priest claims descent from the Goddess of the Sun; and Ichibata, famed shrine of Yakushi-Nyorai, who giveth sight to the blind,— Ichibata-no-Yakushi, whose lofty temple is approached by six hundred and forty steps of stone; and Kiomidzu, shrine of Kwannon of the Eleven Faces, before whose altar the sacred fire has burned without ceasing for a thousand years; and Sada, where the Sacred Snake lies coiled forever on the sambo of the gods; and Oba, with its temples of Izanami and Izanagi, parents of gods and men, the makers of the world; and Yaegaki, whither lovers go to pray for unions with the beloved; and Kaka, Kaka-ura, Kaka-no-Kukedo San,—all these I hope to see.


  But of all places, Kaka-ura! I assuredly I must go to Kaka.


  Few pilgrims go thither by sea, and boatmen are forbidden to go there if there be even wind enough “to move three hairs.” So that whosoever wishes to visit Kaka must either wait for a period of dead calm—very rare upon the coast of the Japanese Sea—or journey thereunto by land; and by land the way is difficult and wearisome. But I must see Kaka. For at Kaka, in a great cavern by the sea, there is a famous Jizō of stone; and each night, it is said, the ghosts of little children climb to the high cavern and pile up before the statue small heaps of pebbles; and every morning, in the soft sand, there may be seen the fresh prints of tiny naked feet, the feet of the infant ghosts. It is also said that in the cavern there is a rock out of which comes a stream of milk, as from a woman’s breast; and the white stream flows forever, and the phantom children drink of it. Pilgrims bring with them gifts of small straw sandals,—the zōri that children wear,—and leave them before the cavern, that the feet of the little ghosts may not be wounded by the sharp rocks. And the pilgrim treads with caution, lest he should overturn any of the many heaps of stones; for if this be done the children cry.

  



  XVI

  



  The city proper is as level as a table, but is bounded on two sides by low demilunes of charming hills shadowed with evergreen foliage and crowned with temples or shrines. There are thirty-five thousand souls dwelling in ten thousand houses forming thirty-three principal and many smaller streets; and from each end of almost every street, beyond the hills, the lake, or the eastern rice-fields, a mountain summit is always visible,—green, blue, or gray according to distance. One may ride, walk, or go by boat to any quarter of the town; for it is not only divided by two rivers, but is also intersected by numbers of canals crossed by queer little bridges curved like a well-bent bow. Architecturally (despite such constructions in European style as the College of Teachers, the great public school, the Kenchō, the new post-office) it is much like other quaint Japanese towns; the structure of its temples, taverns, shops, and private dwellings is the same as in other cities of the western coast. But doubtless owing to the fact that Matsue remained a feudal stronghold until a time within the memory of thousands still living, those feudal distinctions of caste so sharply drawn in ancient times are yet indicated with singular exactness by the varying architecture of different districts. The city can be definitely divided into three architectural quarters: the district of the merchants and shop-keepers, forming the heart of the settlement, where all the houses are two stories high; the district of the temples, including nearly the whole southeastern part of the town; and the district or districts of the shizoku (formerly called samurai) comprising a vast number of large, roomy, garden-girt, one-story dwellings. From these elegant homes in feudal days, could be summoned at a moment’s notice five thousand “two-sworded men” with their armed retainers, making a fighting total for the city alone of probably not less than thirteen thousand warriors. More than one third of all the city’s buildings were then samurai homes; for Matsue was the military center of the most ancient province of Japan. At both ends of the town, which curves in a crescent along the lake shore, were the two main settlements of samurai; but just as some of the most important temples are situated outside of the temple districts, so were many of the finest homesteads of this knightly caste situated in other quarters. They mustered most thickly, however, about the castle, which stands to-day on the summit of its citadel hill—the Oshiroyama—solid as when first built long centuries ago; a vast and sinister shape, all iron gray, rising against the sky from a cyclopean foundation of stone. Fantastically grim the thing is, and grotesquely complex in detail; looking somewhat like a huge pagoda, of which the second, third, and fourth stories have been squeezed down and telescoped into one another by their own weight. Crested at its summit, like a feudal helmet, with two colossal fishes of bronze lifting their curved bodies sky-ward from either angle of the roof, and bristling with horned gables and gargoyled eaves and tilted puzzles of tiled roofing at every story, the creation is a veritable architectural dragon, made up of magnificent monstrosities,—a dragon, moreover, full of eyes set at all conceivable angles, above, below, and on every side. From under the black scowl of the loftiest eaves, looking east and south, the whole city can be seen at a single glance, as in the vision of a soaring hawk; and from the northern angle the view plunges down three hundred feet to the castle road, where walking figures of men appear no larger than flies.

  



  XVII

  



  The grim castle has its legend.


  It is related that, in accordance with some primitive and barbarous custom, precisely like that of which so terrible a souvenir has been preserved for us in the most pathetic of Serbian ballads, “The Foundation of Skadra,” a maiden of Matsue was interred alive under the walls of the castle at the time of its erection, as a sacrifice to some forgotten gods. Her name has never been recorded; nothing concerning her is remembered except that she was beautiful and very fond of dancing.


  Now after the castle had been built, it is said that a law had to be passed forbidding that any girl should dance in the streets of Matsue. For whenever any maiden danced the hill Oshiroyama would shudder, and the great castle quiver from basement to summit.

  



  XVIII

  



  One may still sometimes hear in the streets a very humorous song, which every one in town formerly knew by heart, celebrating the Seven Wonders of Matsue. For Matsue was formerly divided into seven quarters, in each of which some extraordinary object or person was to be seen. It is now divided into five religious districts, each containing a temple of the state religion. People living within those districts are called ujiko, and the temple the ujigami, or dwelling place of the tutelary god. The ujiko must support the ujigami. (Every village and town has at least one ujigami.)


  There is probably not one of the multitudinous temples of Matsue which has not some marvelous tradition attached to it; each of the districts has many legends; and I think that each of the thirty-three streets has its own special ghost story. Of these ghost stories I cite two specimens: they are quite representative of one variety of Japanese folklore.


  Near to the Fu-mon-in temple, which is in the northeastern quarter, there is a bridge called Adzuki-togi-bashi, or The Bridge of the Washing of Peas. For it was said in other years that nightly a phantom woman sat beneath that bridge washing phantom peas. There is an exquisite Japanese iris-flower, of rainbow-violet color, which flower is named kaki-tsubata; and there is a song about that flower called kaki-tsubata-no-uta. Now this song must never be sung near the Adzuki-togi-bashi, because, for some strange reason, which seems to have been forgotten, the ghosts haunting that place become so angry upon hearing it that to sing it there is to expose one’s self to the most frightful calamities. There was once a samurai who feared nothing, who one night went to that bridge and loudly sang the song. No ghost appearing, he laughed and went home. At the gate of his house he met a beautiful tall woman whom he had never seen before, and who, bowing, presented him with a lacquered box—fumi-bako— such as women keep their letters in. He bowed to her in his knightly way; but she said, “I am only the servant,—this is my mistress’s gift,” and vanished out of his sight. Opening the box, he saw the bleeding head of a young child. Entering his house, he found upon the floor of the guest-room the dead body of his own infant son with the head torn off.


  Of the cemetery Dai-Oji, which is in the street called Nakabaramachi, this story is told:—



  
    In Nakabaramachi there is an ameya, or little shop in which midzu-ame is sold,—the amber-tinted syrup, made of malt, which is given to children when milk cannot be obtained for them. Every night at a late hour there came to that shop a very pale woman, all in white, to buy one rin 8 worth of midzu-ame. The ame-seller wondered that she was so thin and pale, and often questioned her kindly; but she answered nothing. At last one night he followed her, out of curiosity. She went to the cemetery; and he became afraid and returned.


    The next night the woman came again, but bought no midzu-ame, and only beckoned to the man to go with her. He followed her, with friends, into the cemetery. She walked to a certain tomb, and there disappeared; and they heard, under the ground, the crying of a child. Opening the tomb, they saw within it the corpse of the woman who nightly visited the ameya, with a living infant, laughing to see the lantern light, and beside the infant a little cup of midzu-ame. For the mother had been prematurely buried; the child was born in the tomb, and the ghost of the mother had thus provided for it,— love being stronger than death.

    


  


  XIX

  



  Over the Tenjin-bashi, or Bridge of Tenjin, and through small streets and narrow of densely populated districts, and past many a tenantless and moldering feudal homestead, I make my way to the extreme southwestern end of the city, to watch the sunset from a little sobaya 9 facing the lake. For to see the sun sink from this sobaya is one of the delights of Matsue.


  There are no such sunsets in Japan as in the tropics: the light is gentle as a light of dreams; they are no furies of color; there are no chromatic violences in nature in this Orient. All in sea or sky is tint rather than color, and tint vapor-toned. I think that the exquisite taste of the race in the matter of colors and of tints, as exemplified in the dyes of their wonderful textures, is largely attributable to the sober and delicate beauty of nature’s tones in this all-temperate world where nothing is garish.


  Before me the fair vast lake sleeps, softly luminous, far-ringed with chains of blue volcanic hills shaped like a sierra. On my right, at its eastern end, the most ancient quarter of the city spreads its roofs of blue-gray tile; the houses crowd thickly down to the shore, to dip their wooden feet into the flood. With a glass I can see my own windows and the far spreading of the roofs beyond, and above all else the green citadel with its grim castle, grotesquely peaked. The sun begins to set, and exquisite astonishments of tinting appear in water and sky.


  Dead rich purples cloud broadly behind and above the indigo blackness of the serrated hills—mist purples, fading upward smokily into faint vermilions and dim gold, which again melt up through ghostliest greens into the blue. The deeper waters of the lake, far away, take a tender violet indescribable, and the silhouette of the pine-shadowed island seems to float in that sea of soft sweet color. But the shallower and nearer is cut from the deeper water by the current as sharply as by a line drawn, and all the surface on this side of that line is a shimmering bronze,—old rich ruddy gold-bronze.


  All the fainter colors change every five minutes,—wondrously change and shift like tones and shades of fine shot-silks.

  



  XX

  



  Often in the streets at night, especially on the nights of sacred festivals (matsuri), one’s attention will be attracted to some small booth by the spectacle of an admiring and perfectly silent crowd pressing before it. As soon as one can get a chance to look one finds there is nothing to look at but a few vases containing sprays of flowers, or perhaps some light gracious branches freshly cut from a blossoming tree. It is simply a little flower-show, or, more correctly, a free exhibition of master skill in the arrangement of flowers. For the Japanese do not brutally chop off flower-heads to work them up into meaningless masses of color, as we barbarians do: they love nature too well for that; they know how much the natural charm of the flower depends upon its setting and mounting, its relation to leaf and stem, and they select a single graceful branch or spray just as nature made it. At first you will not, as a Western stranger, comprehend such an exhibition at all: you are yet a savage in such matters compared with the commonest coolies about you. But even while you are still wondering at popular interest in this simple little show, the charm of it will begin to grow upon you, will become a revelation to you; and, despite your Occidental idea of self-superiority, you will feel humbled by the discovery that all flower displays you have ever seen abroad were only monstrosities in comparison with the natural beauty of those few simple sprays. You will also observe how much the white or pale blue screen behind the flowers enhances the effect by lamp or lantern light. For the screen has been arranged with the special purpose of showing the exquisiteness of plant shadows; and the sharp silhouettes of sprays and blossoms cast thereon are beautiful beyond the imagining of any Western decorative artist.

  



  XXI

  



  It is still the season of mists in this land whose most ancient name signifies the Place of the Issuing of Clouds. With the passing of twilight a faint ghostly brume rises over lake and landscape, spectrally veiling surfaces, slowly obliterating distances. As I lean over the parapet of the Tenjin-bashi, on my homeward way, to take one last look eastward, I find that the mountains have already been effaced. Before me there is only a shadowy flood far vanishing into vagueness without a horizon—the phantom of a sea. And I become suddenly aware that little white things are fluttering slowly down into it from the fingers of a woman standing upon the bridge beside me, and murmuring something in a low sweet voice. She is praying for her dead child. Each of those little papers she is dropping into the current bears a tiny picture of Jizō, and perhaps a little inscription. For when a child dies the mother buys a small woodcut (hanko) of Jizō, and with it prints the image of the divinity upon one hundred little papers. And she sometimes also writes upon the papers words signifying “For the sake of . . . ,”—inscribing never the living, but the kaimyō or soul-name only, which the Buddhist priest has given to the dead, and which is written also upon the little commemorative tablet kept within the Buddhist household shrine, or butsuma. Then, upon a fixed day (most commonly the forty-ninth day after the burial), she goes to some place of running water and drops the little papers therein one by one; repeating, as each slips through her fingers, the holy invocation, “Namu Jizō, Dai Bosatsu!”


  Doubtless this pious little woman, praying beside me in the dusk, is very poor. Were she not, she would hire a boat and scatter her tiny papers far away upon the bosom of the lake. (It is now only after dark that this may be done; for the police—I know not why—have been instructed to prevent the pretty rite, just as in the open ports they have been instructed to prohibit the launching of the little straw boats of the dead, the shōryōbune).


  But why should the papers be cast into running water? A good old Tendai priest tells me that originally the rite was only for the souls of the drowned. But now these gentle hearts believe that all waters flow downward to the Shadow-world and through the Sai-no-Kawara, where Jizō is.

  



  XXII

  



  At home again I slide open once more my little paper window, and look out upon the night. I see the paper lanterns flitting over the bridge, like a long shimmering of fireflies. I see the spectres of a hundred lights trembling upon the black flood. I see the broad shōji of dwellings beyond the river suffused with the soft yellow radiance of invisible lamps; and upon those lighted spaces I can discern slender moving shadows, silhouettes of graceful women. Devoutly do I pray that glass may never become universally adopted in Japan,—there would be no more delicious shadows.


  I listen to the voices of the city awhile. I hear the great bell of Tōkōji rolling its soft Buddhist thunder across the dark, and the songs of the night-walkers whose hearts have been made merry with wine, and the long sonorous chanting of the night-peddlers.


  “U-mu-don-yai-soba-yai!” It is the seller of hot soba, Japanese buckwheat, making his last round.


  “Umai handan, machibito endan, usemono ninsō kasō kichikyō no urainai!” The cry of the itinerant fortune-teller.


  “Ame-yu!” The musical cry of the seller of midzu-ame, the sweet amber syrup which children love.


  “Amai!” The shrilling call of the seller of ama-zaké, sweet rice wine.


  “Kawachi-no-kuni-hiotan-yama-koi-no-tsuji-ura!” The peddler of love-papers, of divining-papers, pretty tinted things with little shadowy pictures upon them. When held near a fire or a lamp, words written upon them with invisible ink begin to appear. These are always about sweethearts, and sometimes tell one what he does not wish to know. The fortunate ones who read them believe themselves still more fortunate; the unlucky abandon all hope; the jealous become even more jealous than they were before.


  From all over the city there rises into the night a sound like the bubbling and booming of great frogs in a marsh,—the echoing of the tiny drums of the dancing girls, of the charming geisha. Like the rolling of a waterfall continually reverberates the multitudinous pattering of geta upon the bridge. A new light rises in the east; the moon is wheeling up from behind the peaks, very large and weird and wan through the white vapors. Again I hear the sounds of the clapping of many hands. For the wayfarers are paying obeisance to O-Tsuki-San: from the long bridge they are saluting the coming of the White Moon-Lady. 10


  I sleep, to dream of little children, in some moldering mossy temple court, playing at the game of Shadows and of Demons.
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Over a cenuury afer his death, author, wransiator, and educator
Lafcadio Hearn remains one of the béstknown Westemers ever to
make Japan his home. Almost more Japanese than the Japanese—to
think with their thoughis” was his aim—his prolific writings on things
Japanese vere instrumentalin introducing Japanese culture o the West.
In dhis masterful anchology, Donald Richie shows that Hearn was first
and foremosta reliable and enthusiastic observer, who faithfully record-
eda dediled account of the people, customs, and culure of Lae nine.
teenth-century Japan. Opening and closing with excerpts from Hearn's
fnal book, Richie’s astute selection Fom among “over 4,000 printed
pages” not including correspondence and other writing, also reveals
Hearn's ater, more sober and reflective atitudes to the things that he
observed and wrote about. Part One, “The Land,” chronicles Hearn's
early years when he wrote primarily about the appearance of his adop-
ed home. Part T, “The People, records the auchor's arer years when
he came 1o terms with the Japanese themselves. In this anthology,
Richie, more gifted in capiuring the essence of  person on the s

than any other foreign writer living in Japan, has picked out the best of
Hearn's evocarions.

Lafcadio Hearn (1850-1004), bom in Greece © an Anglo-Iish facher
and a Greek mother, was brought up in Greece and Ireland. He moved
t0 the US when he was nineteen, and then to Japan in 1590, where he
spent the rest of his life teaching and vriting, Hearn was one of the first
great interpreters of things Japanese for Western readers. His long resi-
dence in Japan, combined with hs perfect insight and sympachy, keen
intellect, poeic imaginarion, and clear writing stle have ensured him

a devored readership among both foreigners and Japanese for over 2
century.

TUTTLE PUBLISHING
Tukyo  Rslad, Vermont Sngspere
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