Introduction

The Tale of Genji (Genji monogatari) was written around the beginning of
the eleventh century by a member of the middle-ranking nobility at the Japa-
nese court, a woman known to us as Murasaki Shikibu (ca. 9732—1014?).
Murasaki is not a surname, nor is Shikibu a personal name: the two to-
gether make up a sobriquet translatable as “purple ceremonial.”

The polite avoidance of personal names was one of the notable character-
istics of aristocratic society in the Heian period (794—1185). A brief inspec-
tion of The Tale of Genji itself, which adheres to contemporary practice,
shows that Murasaki Shikibu’s narrator and characters prefer to identify
men in terms of the offices they hold, as in the case of the prominent figure
To-no-chujo, who serves in the dual capacity of head chamberlain (¢6) and
middle captain (ch#ij6). A clan or place-name may distinguish a character
from another who holds the same title; thus, “the Reizei emperor” is the
particular retired sovereign who lives at the Reizeiin, an imperial property
in the capital. Feminine sobriquets may be derived from order of birth
within a family (Naka-no-kimi, “second daughter™), location (“the Fuji-
tsubo lady,” a woman who lives in a building of that name at the imperial
palace), or the title of an office held by the woman herself or by a male
relative (Mikushigedono, “the mistress of the wardrobe”; Chunagon “[lady
related to a present or former] middle counselor”). A member of either sex
may acquire a name through association with a poem (Genji’s son Yugiri,
“evening mist”), a memorable incident (Yigao, “the lady of the [flowers

called] evening faces”), or a distinctive personal attribute (Kaoru, “the fra-
grant [gentleman]”).!

1. Murasaki Shikibu changes the characters’ sobriquets as they move from one status to
another, but it is common practice to use standardized terms in referring to them. Thus, Genji
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academy, where he studied under the famous scholar Sugawara no Fumitoki
(899—981); and he was always regarded as one of the premier Chinese poets
of the day. Whether in office or out, he composed poems at home, associated
on friendly terms with leading literati, frequented the salon of the cultivated
Prince Tomohira (964—1009), and participated in Chinese and Japanese
poetry meetings, both at the imperial palace and in the mansions of great
figures likes Fujiwara no Michinaga (966—1027), Michinaga’s sister Senshi
(962—1001), and his son Yorimichi (992—1074).

Tametoki seems to have been married at least twice, once to a woman of
whom nothing is known except that she bore him three children, older half-
siblings of Murasaki Shikibu; and later, after around 970, to Shikibu’s
mother, who was herself a member of a Fujiwara family of poets, and who
gave birth to two daughters and a son. It is believed that she died when the
second daughter, Shikibu, was still very young, and that Tametoki reared
their offspring. The son, Nobunori (d. 1o11), grew up to become a minor
poet and minor court official. He left his post to join Tametoki in Echigo
but died soon afterward. Nothing is known of the older daughter.

Shikibu is thought to have spent her girlhood with her father. She was with
him during the first part of his tour in Echizen, by which time she was well
along in her twenties—beyond the usual age for marriage if she was born
around 973, as is tentatively assumed by many scholars. It seems reasonable
to surmise that Tametoki had become concerned about providing for her
future, because she almost certainly returned to the capital ahead of him to
marry one of his friends, probably in 998 or 999. The bridegroom, Fujiwara
no Nobutaka (d. 1001), was in his mid-forties, the father of at least three
children by the numerous women in his life. Also a member of the zuryo
class, he had been more successful than Tametoki and was in comfortable
circumstances. In spite of his polygynous history, the marriage appears to
have been a happy one until it was cut short by his death in an epidemic in
1001. It produced one child, a daughter, Kenshi (b. 999).*

In a short memoir written a few years after she was widowed, Shikibu
describes her bereft existence at home as lonely and sad.’ As was true of

composition is Gss 1102, which is said to have been written when he was worried about his
daughter’s future in the imperial harem: hito no oya no / kokoro wa yami ni / aranedomo / ko
o omou michi ni / madoinuru ka na (“The hearts of parents are not realms where darkness
reigns—yet how easily we wander in confusion on the path of love for a child!™). The Tale of
Genji contains a number of allusions to this poem.

4. Kenshi is a personal name. It probably entered the historical record because she enjoyed
an unusually successful career, including recognition as a poet, liaisons with important men,
and appointment as nurse to a future emperor. Kenshi ultimately achieved junior third rank

and held a prestigious position in the Handmaids Office.
; Mvm Aside from a small collection of her poems, this memoir is our main source of informa-
ion about Shikibu’s life, but its biographical content is meager. Both the poetry collection and

the.
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he saw to it that Shoshi acquired the title of empress, with the result that
Emperor Ichijo became the first sovereign in Japanese history to possess two
wives of imperial rank, -

Michinaga exerted unparalleled influence at court for the rest of his life,
ultimately becoming the father-in-law of three emperors, one retired em-

peror, and a crown prince; the grandfather of two emperors; and the father
of two regents,

Teishi died in the twelfth month of 1000, a day after giving birth to a
daughter, her second. She and the emperor had been a devoted couple for
ten years, and he and his courtiers had delighted in visiting her palace apart-
ments, where her attendants could be counted on for witty, literate conver-
sation and amusing diversions. Now she was gone, but she had left behind
a son, Prince Atsuyasu (999—1018), who represented a potential threat to
Michinaga’s line unless Shoshi and her future offspring could weaken old
ties in the emperor’s mind.

Before presenting his child-daughter in 999, Michinaga had gone to great
lengths to assemble tasteful, luxurious furnishings for her apartments in the
Fujitsubo, to equip her with an elaborate trousseau, and, equally or perhaps
more important, to find a group of forty ladies-in-waiting capable of com-
peting with Teishi’s entourage. “Her attendants had been selected with the
utmost discrimination,” reports A Tale of Flowering Fortunes (Eiga mono-
gatari), a contemporary history. “It was not considered sufficient for a can-
didate to be personable and even-tempered: even if her father held fourth or
fifth rank, there was no hope for her if she was socially inept or lacking in
the niceties of deportment, for only the most polished and clegant were
accepted.”” There is no specific mention in this passage of an effort to re-
cruit literary women, but it is known that Shashi’s ladies-in-waiting in-
cluded two of the most talented poets of the age, Ise no Taya (22, entered
ca. 1007?) and Izumi Shikibu (b. ca. 9772, entered ca. 1009?). Akazome
Emon (?-?), a well-known poet who is generally accepted as the author of
Flowering Fortunes, herself served Shoshi’s mother and frequented the em-
press’s rooms.

In view of Michinaga’s interest in the creation and maintenance of a bril-
liant salon for Shashi, it is no surprise to learn that Murasaki Shikibu en-
tered the empress’s service after the original chapters of The Tale of Genji
began to circulate—probably in 1005 or 1006, when Shoshi was in her late
teens and Shikibu was around thirty. Like the Akashi lady in her book,
Shikibu seems to have felt ill at ease in a milieu so much more exalted than

goﬁ?ﬁn—.mﬂ:-% since she was by her own account reticent and intro-

but her memoir contains warm praise of her mistress. She considers

Cl]
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5 i&&ww sress in the poetry of Bo Juyi, keeping the sessions private to

h and McCullough, Tale of Flowering Fortunes, 1: 218.
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1 monogatari. Nor is Early in the conversation, Uma-no-kami introduces what has come to be

heme. Rather, most of known as the “hidden flower theme” in The Tale of Genji, describing a

out the history of pre- hypothetical situation that seems to have had a strong appeal for young

10re des nobles whose principal wives were not necessarily of their own choosing. 1f

a girl with every advantage turns out supremely well, he says, that is no
more than we might expect. “What would be amazing would be to discover

9. The Uji chapters are not represented in this translation, which confines itself to notewor-
thy events in Genji’s life; and they will not be discussed here. It should be noted, however, that
many people regard them as Murasaki Shikibu’s finest achievement. The structure is tighter
than in the rest of the book; the principal characters are few in number and brilliantly drawn;
and the relationship between human emotions and the natural environment, always a concern
EyEﬂg court literature, is impressed on the reader with consummate skill as Kaoru and the
men in his life try to cope with their problems against a backdrop of wild waters and
ooding wintry mountains. See Seidensticker, Tale of Genji, the standard complete transla-
tion; and, for commentary, Ramirez-Christensen, “Operation of the Lyrical Mode.” For an
astute, comprehensive study of the entire work, see Shirane, Bridge of Dreams, which makes
nsive use of the voluminous publications of Japanese specialists. The Genji is also discussed

in three recent books: Field, Splendor of Longing; Konishi, History of Japanese
re, Vol. 2; and Okada, Figures of Resistance. For a useful handbook, see Bowring,

saki Shikibu: “The Tale of Genji.’ An alternative to the Seidensticker translation is Waley's

A Novel in Six Parts, which reads well but contains many mistranslations,
(“Six Parts” is a division created by Waley.)
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Chapters 3—6 describe a series of hidden-flower adventures, each center-
ing on a different woman (or child, in one case)—Utsusemi, Yugao, Mura-
saki, and the safflower lady—each taking place in the same general period,
when Genji is seventeen to nineteen, and each capable of standing alone as
an independent story. At the age of twenty, Genji begins an off-and-on affair
with Oborozukiyo, a lady who has been chosen by her influential family for
presentation to the reigning emperor;'® and at the age of twenty-five, he is
seen paying an occasional visit to an undemanding woman known as the
lady from the house of the scattering blossoms.

Self-exiled in Suma to escape the ire of Oborozukiyo’s relatives, who have
discovered his transgression, he enters into a halfhearted liaison with the
Akashi lady, another hidden flower—halfhearted because by this time he is
devoted to Murasaki, who has become his principal wife after the Rokujo
lady’s jealous spirit has brought about Aoi’s death. His return to the capital,
at the age of twenty-eight, marks the beginning of a long period of happy
life with Murasaki. From time to time, he is attracted to other women—
Akikonomu, Asagao, Tamakazura—but never so strongly as to threaten
Murasaki’s place in his heart, and indeed never even to the point of physical
intimacy. It is only when he reaches forty that he establishes the Third Prin-
cess as a primary wife, thereby setting in motion the chain of events that
ends with Murasaki’s death.

Those who regard Genji as a champion womanizer may feel that the fore-
going summary makes their case. It might be argued, however, that his is
not a remarkable showing, particularly in view of the prevailing standards
of behavior for noblemen. Almost all of his liaisons began before he was
nineteen years old. The two in his early twenties (with Oborozukiyo and the
lady from the house of the scattering blossoms) were not serious; the one
with the Akashi lady took place under special circumstances; and we know
of no other real involvement until his lukewarm agreement to marry the
Third Princess, eleven years later.

Murasaki Shikibu’s own view of Genji’s conduct seems ambivalent. At the
beginning of Chapter 2, the narrator says, “Genji made his mistakes—so
many, indeed, as to lay him open to the charge that his fine sobriquet, ‘the
shining one,” was a misnomer; and there even seems to have been talk
(which can only be called malicious) about affairs that he tried to keep se-
cret, afraid of acquiring a reputation for indiscretion if still more tales of his
‘amours should be passed on to future generations. In reality, his sensitivity
to the world’s opinion was acute. He was the soul of circumspection, and
lesser captain must have been vastly amused by his lack of ro-
resting adventures.” At times, characters in the tale remark on

at other times, they praise his sobriety and reliability where
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arrangement reminiscent of the rear palace at court, he has provided accom-
modations for Murasaki, for the Akashi lady, for the lady from the house
of scattering blossoms, and for the imperial consort Akikonomu during her
stays away from the palace. When he takes the Third Princess as a wife, he
does so not by visiting her at home, as was the custom among subjects, but
by receiving her at the Rokujo Mansion as though she were a new consort
entering the imperial palace. And when the Third Princess and Murasaki
live in the mansion as dual principal wives, the relationship is not dissimilar
to that of Emperor Ichijo’s two principal consorts, Empress Teishi and Em-
press Shoshi. In his public persona, at least, Genji has indeed become the
shining one who eclipses all rivals, fictional or real-life.'®
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And for the Akashi lady, there is a winter garden, not merely because
winter is the only season left, but because it was on a winter day, four years
earlier, that she gave up her three-year-old daughter, whom Genji wished
Murasaki to train as a future imperial consort: “A hedge of Chinese bamboo
separated it from the storehouses. There were a great many pine trees,
planted to offer a pleasing prospect when snow fell; also, a chrysanthemum
hedge, to capture the morning frost in early winter, a grove of oaks to flaunt
their color, and numbers of little-known trees transplanted from deep in the
mountains.”

Of the episode responsible for the Akashi lady’s identification with win-
ter, Haruo Shirane writes, “The snow, sleet, and frozen lake . . . reflect the
emotional state of the heroine. . . . The snow, associated in Heian poetry
and aesthetics with serene beauty, highlights her elegant figure even as it
embodies her sorrow.”'* This kind of association between man and his en-
vironment is a fundamental characteristic of classical Japanese poetry; and
it is obvious that Murasaki Shikibu has poetic conventions firmly in mind,
not only as she deals with each of the Rokujoin gardens in its turn, but also
throughout her work. Time and again, she describes a scene in nature, re-
lates it to human emotions, which may either harmonize with the surround-
ings or stand in ironic contrast, and concludes with a poem, usually a so-
liloquy or part of an exchange, “a metaphorical fusion . . . in which the
elements of the setting become the vehicle for the character’s emotion.”** In
the passage below, we see Genji during the early days at Suma.

The winds of autumn, “the saddest season of all,” blew at Suma. The breakers of
which Yukihira speaks, in his “blowing across the barrier,” sounded very close at
night, even though the sea was a fair distance away; and to Genji it seemed that
nothing could be as evocative of melancholy musings as autumn in such a place.
Awakening alone one night, after his few attendants were all asleep, he raised his
head from the pillow and listened to the howling gale. The waves seemed about
to invade the room, and he wept unawares until his pillow was in danger of float-
ing away. When he essayed a few notes on the seven-stringed koto, the sound was
lonesome and uncanny, even to his own ears. He broke off and intoned the words

of a poem:

koiwabite That the breaking waves
~ naku ne ni magau harmonize with these sobs
~ uranami wa wrung from a grieving heart—

is it because the wind blows
from where someone yearns for me?

- omou kata yori
? Sl _wtnmvi fukuramu
, j. on of this kind in the Genji will almost always turn out to be
sifiable under one of a small number of topics recognized in the Heian
ceptable for serious poetic composition: the four seasons, love,

, “Operation of the Lyrical Mode,” p. 25.
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ailing and desirous of taking Buddhist vows, is trying to secure the future of
his favorite child, the Third Princess, who is thirteen or fourteen years old,
teady for marriage by Heian standards. After considerable deliberation, he
offers the girl to Genji, who accepts with mingled reluctance, gratification
at the connection, and curiosity. The princess enters the Rokujo Mansion as
a second main wife early in the following year, her superior social status
acknowledged by the spacious quarters assigned to her and her attendants.
Murasaki accepts the situation gracefully. Some seven years later, when
Genii is forty-seven, Murasaki falls gravely ill, and Genji goes to stay with
her at his Nijo Mansion, an earlier residence that she has always considered
her home. While they are away, Kashiwagi, one of To-no-chajé’s sons, se-
duces and impregnates the princess. Genji finds out what has happened,
and the birth of the child, Kaoru, is soon followed by the princess’s entry
into religious orders and by the guilt-ridden Kashiwagi’s decline and death.
Three years pass, during which the author’s attention shifts to Yugiri’s af-
fairs, and then, when Genji is fifty-one, he loses Murasaki, who has never
made a complete recovery from her illness.

As this summary suggests, Part Two is shorter, less crowded with char-
acters and events, and more tightly organized than Part One. There are
some digressions—notably, the chapters dealing with Yagiri—but they are
relatively minor. The narrator concerns herself almost entirely with Genji’s
marriage to the Third Princess and its consequences, and with the behavior
and feelings of Genji and Murasaki during the last decade of their lives.

An attentive reader will already have discovered, in the course of Part
One, that Genji’s character is not without its flaws. It seemed at the outset
that Murasaki Shikibu might have meant to create a hero who would be the
exact opposite of a man like Michinaga’s father, the regent Kaneie, who
emerges in The Gossamer Journal and other contemporary writings as en-
tirely devoid of sensitivity, especially in his relations with women. Kaneie’s
indifference to the “aesthetic of sensibility” is revealed both by his callous
treatment of his wife, Michitsuna’s Mother, and by his poor calligraphy;
Geniji’s perfect realization of the ideal, by his often-expressed solicitude for
the feelings of others and his mastery of every polite accomplishment. Once
Genji has made even a fleeting commitment, a woman need not fear aban-
donment: the Nijo and Rokujo mansions shelter a number of needy ladies,
no longer of any particular interest to him, whom he provides with material
comforts and a face-saving degree of personal attention. And all he asks in
return is conformity to the model of tolerant womanly behavior set forth in
Chapter 2, “The Broom Tree.”
~ What the “Broom Tree” ideal demands, however, is that the man be given
free rein to indulge in affairs with other women. For Genji, his marriage to

ther woman understands that she must accept occasional neglect;

i

rriage to Murasaki and his relationship with the Akashi lady are

~ Aoi and his relationship with the Rokuj lady are both unsatisfactory be-
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As Part Two begins, Murasaki views the marriage with mixed emotions.
On the one hand, she worries about her advancing age (she is thirty-one),
about Genji’s seeming inability to find contentment with one woman, and,
no doubt, about her childless state. On the other, she has been Genji’s main
wife for seventeen years, unrivaled in status and, to all appearances, in his
affections. Genji’s marriage to the Third Princess is thus both a devastating
shock and a confirmation of long-standing, half-unconscious fears and mis-
givings. The princess turns out to be an uninteresting little thing, nothing
like the young Murasaki. It never occurs to Genii to fall in love with her,
and Murasaki soon recognizes that she is no threat in that respect. It is,
rather, the symbolic import of the marriage that causes her acute unhappi-
ness. Genji now has a main wife whose exalted status demands that she be
recognized as superior. Moreover, he has shown, Murasaki thinks, that he
will always give his own desires priority over her happiness, confident in his
ability to talk her around. How can she expect to hold the love of such a

man after her beauty fades? The narrator describes her state of mind just
before she falls ill:

As usual on nights when Genji was away, Murasaki stayed up late, listening to her
attendants read stories aloud. In those old tales, which professed to record true-to-
life happenings, a woman often got involved with a man who was fickle, licentious,
and unfaithful, but he always seemed to settle down in the end. How strange that
her own life should have remained so fraught with uncertainty! It was true that hers
had been an unusually fortunate karma in some respects, but was she never to be

free of these miserable forebodings—these worries that no woman could find endur-
able or acceptable? It was too much!2*

It is this unremitting mental turmoil that brings on Murasaki’s illness in
“New Herbs: Part Two,” and that leads to her death some four years later.

The “Broom Tree” prescription for a happy marriage proves to have been
a false guide. From Uma-no-kami’s point of view, Murasaki’s conduct has
been impeccable, but she has loved Genji too well, and the psychological
toll has been too great. After her death, Genji expresses the wish that he had
been more careful about causing her pain, but the main lesson he draws is
that he has somehow been fated to suffer more than others in this life. Ironi-
cally, Genji the shining one, the exemplar of sensitivity, has failed to com-
prehend the fearful strength of the emotions aroused by his conduct—a
strength symbolized by the apparition of the Rokujo lady’s spirit at Mura-
saki’s bedside—and the failure has destroyed both his dearest treasure and

himself. If Murasaki Shikibu is to continue her narrative, she must find a
new hero.

- 24. Here, as repeatedly in Genji monogatari, the ambiguity of classical Japanese makes it
- impossible to tell how much of the passage is quotation and how much narratorial comment.
he author’s portrayal of Murasaki's unhappiness follows conventions established in the Love
on of Kokinshii, where the grieving woman in fear of abandonment is a familiar figure.




CHAPTER ONE
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Kiritsubo
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[ From Genii’s birth unul his twelfth year |

During the reign of a certain sovereign, it happened that one rather insig-

nificant lady enjoyed far greater imperial favor than any of the other con-

sorts and concubines. She was regarded with contempt and jealousy by

proud ladies of superior status—personages who had always taken their

own success very much for granted—and her equals and inferiors among the

concubines felt even more disgruntled. Perpetually agitated by her constant

presence at the emperor’s side, her rivals made her bear an increasingly

heavy burden of resentment. And whether for that reason or another, she
grew frail and melancholy, and took to staying away from court. The em-
peror, who pitied her with all his heart, ignored the criticism and treated
“her in a manner that seemed destined to go down in history as an exem-
 plar of favoritism.

> senior nobles and courtiers averted their eyes in disapproval. “No-
watch such excessive displays of affection. This is the kind of
turmoil and trouble in China,” they said. People in general
nvn situation unpleasant and distressing—bad enough to
ﬂpﬁm Gueifei.!

éuo absence of a reliable male sponsor left her
, notwithstanding the exertions of her
al wife, who was an old-fashioned woman

ggglgxgaﬁndgm
ital in 755, the imperial army blamed her and
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and put those apartments at her disposal—an act for which, needless to
say, she was never forgiven by the person in question.

dqraa.qrn young prince entered his third year, the emperor celebrated the
assumption-of-the-trousers ceremony with lavish splendor, calling on all the
resources nm the palace storehouse bureau and the storeroom, just as he had
done for his n_n_nmﬁ son. ._.r.n_.n was much criticism of the way the event was
handled, but it was .vamm&_n to dislike the boy, who was growing up with
a beauty of face and disposition so uncommon as to seem quite unique.
Knowledgeable people found it incredible that such a one should have been
born into this world.

In the summer of that year, the Kiritsubo lady sought permission to retire
from the palace because of a slight indisposition. The emperor refused to
agree. Accustomed to seeing her in precarious health year after year, he said,
“Stay awhile and see how you get along.” But her condition worsened daily,
and after a mere five or six days, she had sunk so low that her weeping
mother persuaded him to release her. She resolved to depart unnoticed, leav-
ing the young prince behind, lest she be subjected to fresh humiliation even
at such a time. The emperor could postpone the parting no longer, nor, to
his inexpressible sorrow, was it even possible for him to see her off. Her
sweet face was emaciated, and she slipped toward unconsciousness, after
struggling in vain to express her anguish. His mind in a daze, the emperor
swore all kinds of tearful vows, but she lay there, unable to answer, her eyes
dim and her body limp, as though she were no longer certain that she still
lived.

The emperor was frantic with anxiety. He issued orders for her departure
in a hand-drawn carriage, but then he went to her room, and again could
not bring himself to let her go. “Didn’t we promise to stay together always,
even on the road to death? I know you're sick, but I don’t see how you can
abandon me and go your own way,” he said.

She gazed at him with infinite sadness. [Her poem:]

kagiri tote Grieved beyond measure
wakaruru michi no to say farewell and set forth

kanashiki ni on this last journey,
ikamahoshiki wa gladly would I choose instead
inochi narikeri the road of the living.

“If T had dreamed this would happen . . .” She gasped for breath. She
: onmo want to say something more, but she was shockingly ill m.:._ weak.
longed to keep her there, just as she was, so that he might witness her
i ger arrived with an urgent plea from
“We have engaged eminent monks to conduct certain prayer
are scheduled to begin today. They will be starting tonight.”
eIf to endure the agony of letting her go.

1t t0o full for sleep, he waited impatiently for the first light of

already giving way to dismal forebodings before his messen-
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£ face. The people at the house, Q.m:.mnn& and Snnvmsm. to share his bed. Even for those who merely witnessed his misery, the au-

ag i m mﬂr»ﬁ_ died shortly after B_ﬁ_s_mra.. ’ tumn of that year was a dew-drenched season.
into seclusion, mwmrn.n and dazed. His deareg; Wigh “She may vn dead, .cS.:n.m still so crazy about her that nobody else can

" where he could see him, ‘nnmwa_.nm.m om.}n Mothep, feel happy,” said the Kokiden lady, nursing her grievance.
e ¢ for the child’s remaining in the palage Whenever the emperor saw the First Prince, he missed the young prince
nces, and it was decided that he should leave, Th,, hig more, and he kept sending people to find out how the boy was getting
ening and wailing, and that the emperor himsel along—trusted ladies-in-waiting, an old nurse, and so forth, One evening,
i o tears, seemed strange indeed to the boy, whe i when an »:nca.:.man had brought a sudden chill to the air, his thoughts
Partings between parent and child are il strayed to nr.o _A_:nmmvo _mn_w.@n: more often than usual, and he decided to
, but this one was indescribably moving send a certain Yugei-no-myobu with a message to her mother. After dis-
RS nce, and people prepared mm.. th patching her by the light of a beautiful early moon, he sat lost in melan-
The .Ebnron RE S b arsi ot bitter i ¢ nmmo._v. reverie. He had been accustomed to enjoying music at such times. The
i it hiers in Baindleint; : __.m Kiritsubo lady E.EE m_w< the roﬂo.inr incomparable skill, and if she mur-
0 s ssicnodtc ﬁrw_ Mn. mured some trifling bit of poetry, it was sure to excel the compositions of
S e Lic feol: h adies- the other consorts. For a moment, he seemed to see her reclining by his
mﬁ w_M.% :M mo—.n““mm.mc €n mr_“ side, but the form and face in the vision were less substantial than earthly
already 1 - Even wit darkness.*

‘was foolish enough to think of
site, I'll be able to accept her
| but now, to the conster-

When Myobu’s attendants pulled her carriage inside the gate at her des-
tination, she was saddened by the aspect of the grounds. In earlier days, the
widowed mother had managed to keep up the place as a suitable residence

‘tumbling out of the carriage. for her daughter, but the autumn storm seemed to have wreaked havoc on
eople said. the plants in the garden, which had shot up while their owner lay prostrate,
imperial envoy, sent to an- lost in the darkness of parental grief; and no visitor except the moonlight
tion to third rank—and the had braved the tangled growths of wild vines.s

grief. The promotion After the guest had been received at the south entrance to the main hall,

se for his failure toso some time elapsed before she or the mother could find words. Then the
Consort” during her =~ mother said, “It makes me miserable to linger on like this. And now I feel
” he thought. There terribly embarrassed to have an exalted messenger like yourself grope her

way through the dews of these mugwort-choked grounds.” She wept as
though indeed unable to bear her lot.

“Naishi-no-suke told His Majesty she felt much worse—really devas-
- tated—after she came here and saw things for herself. Even for an insensi-
- tive person like me, the experience is almost too much,” Myabu said. After
- abrief pause, she delivered the emperor’s message. “His Majesty said to tell
you, ‘For a time, I felt like someone in a dream, and I still can’t seem to
awaken, even though I am a little calmer now. There is nobody here to

onymous (KKs 647): mubatama no / yami no utsutsu wa / sadaka naru / yame ni ikura
razarikeri (“It was little better than the vivid dream I dreamt—that meeting with
hly darkness, black as leopard-flower seeds™).

Kanesuke (Gss 1102): hito no oya no / kokoro wa yami ni / aranedomo / ko
doinuru ka na (“The hearts of parents are not realms where darkness
w easily we wander in confusion on the path of love for a child!”); Ki no Tsu-
‘hito mo / naki yado naredo / kuru haru wa / yaemugura ni mo / sawara-
i house where nobody pays visits, springtime, when it comes, does
R s of wila vin™),
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to the very moment of his death.
always intended. Don’t make the m
said. I thought it would be better f
there without influential backing,
words, so I sent her off, As it hap
extravagantly—far more than her

‘Be sure she’s presented at court as we
istake of giving up because I'm gone,” he
or her not to enter the palace than to live
but I didn’t feel able to ignore his last
pened, His Majesty always favored her

. _ . status warranted. [ think she tried to as-
sociate with the other ladies in the usual manner, hiding the inhuman af-

fronts she suffered, but her rivals were frightfully jealous, and her life be-

came such a series of torments that she finally died an unnatural death. To
me it seems that His Majesty’s love was more an affliction than a blessing.
That shows how unreasonable a

bereaved parent can be.” The hour grew
late as she faltered on in the same vein, choked with tears.

“His Majesty feels the same,” Myébu said. “He says, ‘I realize now that
hers was a cruel karma: our time together was destined to be short, and that
was why I adored her in a way that shocked some people. The last thing 1
wanted was to cause anybody the slightest disappointment, but there was
much unwarranted bad feeling because of her, and at last she left me alone
like this. It’s more than I can do to control my grief; I've turned into a

disgraceful eccentric—which, I suppose, may also be the result of acts com-

mitted in a previous existence.” He sits there weeping, saying over and over,

‘If only I knew what had happened in my last life.’” She broke down. Then,
mindful of the need to hurry back, she said in tears, “It’s very late; 1 must
deliver your reply before dawn.”

It was not easy to leave the simple dwelling where the sky stretched clear
and cloudless in the light of the setting moon, the breeze blew cool, and

the insects in the grasses seemed intent on evoking tears with their wails.
[Myobu recited:]

suzumushi no Though I were to wail

koe no kagiri o like a shrilling bell cricket

tsukushite mo with unstinting voice,
nagaki yo akazu yet would the long night be too short
furu namida ka na

to end the flow of my tears.

The mother instructed a lady-in-waiting to respond:

.

itodoshiku The person who comes
‘mushi no ne shigeki from the place above the clouds
asajiu ni brings ever more dew
- tsuyu okisouru to the neglected garden
- kumo no uebito where insect voices lament.”

nﬁn:onn»mmou*oﬁn_wvo_.uﬁvga.nrnsoﬁrnnmwﬁ
'some of the Kiritsubo lady’s things as keepsakes—a set of robes,
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one in the poem—the token brought back
of the dead!” he said to himself. "

“If only the hairpin were the
e m a visit to nrn.min:.iw place
ut such thoughts were vain. [His poem:]
tazuneyuku
maboroshi mo ga na
tsute nite mo
tama no arika o
soko to shirubeku

Would that I could find
a wizard to seek her out,
for then I might know,
at least by hearsay, the place
in which her spirit dwells.

There is a limit to what a brush can do, no matter how skillful the artist
may be, and thus Yang Gueifei’s painted face and figure lacked the warmth
of life. To be sure, one could recognize in the pictures the woman to whom
the poet likened the Taiyi hibiscus and the Weiyang willow; and she was
probably a brilliant beauty in her Tang-style robes. But to the emperor, with
his memories of the Kiritsubo lady’s engaging manner and touching charm,
his lost love seemed beyond comparison with the color of any flower or the
song of any bird. He had sworn day and night that they should be “as two
birds sharing a wing, as two trees with joined branches,” and now there
was only the everlasting sorrow of the death that had made a mockery of
his vows.'!

Delighted by the beauty of the moon, and having long ceased to frequent
the Imperial Apartments, the Kokiden lady was making music late into the
night while the sovereign sat desolate, his gloom exacerbated by the sough-
ing wind and the chirring insects.'? He listened with distaste, and the sound
of the instruments aroused pity in the hearts of the courtiers and ladies-in-
waiting who had been witness to his recent behavior. The Kokiden lady,
willful and difficult by nature, probably wanted to let people know that the
imperial grief was no concern of hers.

The moon set. [The emperor:]

kumo no ue mo What light does it shed
namida ni kururu art the neglected dwelling—
aki no tsuki the autumn moon

whose radiance is dimmed by tears
even above the clouds?

ika de sumuran
asajiu no yado

The emperor stayed up, fretting about the grandmother and child, while
his attendants trimmed and re-trimmed the lamp until the oil was gone. The

~ 1o. In “The Song of Everlasting Sorrow;” a Taoist priest finds Yang Gueifei on an enchanted
E-E—-!i receives from her a golden hairpin as a memento for the emperor.
11, The quotation is from “The Song of Everlasting Sorrow.”

: i 12, The Imperial Apartments (ue no mitsubone) were two rooms used by consorts and
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him with affection, if only because he’ ) L
higsladier; bie:toak.the . use he’s a motherless child.” When he visited

y along and let him go inside the blinds, even at

the Kokiden. The Kokiden lady, for h i
Tt nossn%_ or her part, could not bring herself to keep

‘ ance was so fair that it would have elicited
smiles from the most fearsome warriors. She had borne the emperor two
daughters, but their beauty was not equal to his.

The other ladies also let the child see their faces. Simultaneously intrigued
and daunted by a refinement and elegance astonishing in one so young, they
all treated him as a companion with whom it would not do to be too artless
and open.

~.ﬂ was os_x to have rnnz expected that the boy would excel in his formal
Chinese studies, but his proficiency at the koto and flute was also the talk
of the palace. Indeed, so numerous and so rare were his accomplishments

that it would undoubtedly seem a disagreeable exaggeration if [ were to list
them all.

Around that time, the emperor learned of a skilled physiognomist who

had come to the capital with a party of Koreans. Mindful of Retired Em-
peror Uda’s injunction against summoning foreigners to the palace, he sent
the young prince to the Korokan in great secrecy. The major controller of
the right, who had been assigned general responsibility for the boy’s up-
bringing, took him there as his own son.

The physiognomist kept cocking his head in bewilderment. “He bears the
stamp of one destined to ascend to the supreme status of emperor and be-
come the father of the nation, but turmoil and distress may ensue if that
happens. We might consider the possibility that he is meant to assist with
the government as an imperial surrogate, but that would contradict the signs
I observe,” he said.

The controller was also a learned doctor, and the two engaged in an in-
teresting conversation. They exchanged poems in Chinese, among them a
clever composition in which the physiognomist said something to this effect:
“I depart for home in a day or two, but I shall feel sad now that meeting
this remarkable young man has brought me such happiness.” The prince
produced a touching couplet, to which the Korean responded with extrava-
gant praise and splendid gifts. There were also many gifts from the court to
the Korean.

Word of the consultation inevitably spread. The emperor guarded the se-
cret, but the crown prince’s grandfather, the minister, heard about it and
formed his own suspicions concerning its significance.

- The emperor was both a prudent man and also moEnﬂrEm of a Japanese-
style physiognomist himself; and certain vonmo.:w_ observations had hitherto
kept him from even naming the boy an imperial prince.'* Now he made up
his mind, impressed by the Korean's sagacity. “I don’t want him to be set
% Bu=« designated as an imperial prince (shinn) or imperial princess (nai-
a social cachet and made the recipient eligible for special perquisites.
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emperor visited most frequently, whether she liked it or not. I need hardly
say that none of the other imperial consorts considered herself inferior in
appearance, and that all were in fact beautiful. But they were a bit past their
prime. The Fujitsubo lady was young and sweet, and Geniji caught glimpses
of her in the natural course of events, try as she might to hide her face. He
had heard from Naishi-no-suke of her close resemblance to the mother he
could not remember, and in his boyish heart, he came to love her with wist-
ful nostalgia—to yearn to visit her constantly, and to see her on terms of
affectionate intimacy.

The two of them were the people the emperor loved best in the world.
“Don’t keep him at arm’s length,” he told the lady. “It’s odd, but I feel as
though I ought to consider you his surrogate mother. You mustn’t think he’s
rude; be loving with him. His mother’s face and expression were so much
like yours that you could pass for her.”

Young though he was, Genji found ways of demonstrating his fondness
for the Fujitsubo lady—with small gifts of cherry blossoms, for instance, or
of autumn leaves. His obvious devotion rekindled the Kokiden lady’s old
animosity, which was aggravated by a smoldering dislike of the Fujitsubo
lady herself, and she could no longer bear the sight of him.

Genji’s glowing beauty was incomparably appealing, far superior to the
appearance of the crown prince who was so precious to the Kokiden lady,
and whom society praised to the skies. People called him “the shining one.”
And the Fujitsubo lady, with whom he shared the emperor’s deepest love,
was called “the radiant sun princess.”

Although the emperor considered it a pity for Genji to discard the hair-
dress and robes of a child, he arranged a capping ceremony when the boy
was twelve. He assumed personal charge of the event, gave it his full atten-
tion, and made additions of his own to the prescribed ritual. Everything was
to be perfect; he was determined that it should create no less a stir than the
crown prince’s capping, which had taken place in an earlier year at the
Shishinden, and which everyone had pronounced magnificent. The banquets
scheduled for various places became the subject of special commands, for,
he said, the officials at the palace storehouse bureau and the granary might
grow careless if they merely followed regulations.

The emperor’s chair was placed facing eastward in the eastern eave-
chamber of the imperial residential hall, and in front of it were the seats of
the initiate and the minister of state who was to confer the cap. Genji arrived
{ during the hour of the monkey [3:00 P.M.—5:00 P.M.]. To those who saw
‘ the bright face framed in boyish loops of hair, it seemed a shame to alter his
appearance. The treasury minister, who prepared the new coiffure, seemed

to regret the responsibility as he cut the beautiful locks; and the emperor,
loo m.n.n. found himself remembering the dead lady. If only she might
have witnessed this scene! Only by stern self-discipline did he master his
“tumultuous emotions.
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of the right, unable to ignore so eligible a candidate, had arranged a mar-
riage with his cossetted fourth daughter, even though his relationship with
the boy’s father was strained. The minister made ita point to treat him every
bit as generously as the minister of the left treated Genji, and both sons-in-
law enjoyed ideal relationships with their wives’ fathers.
- With the emperor constantly demanding his presence, there was little
- chance of Genji’s settling down to life away from court. The boy cherished
the secret belief that no woman could equal the Fujitsubo lady in beauty,
and his love for her kept his young heart in turmoil. “If only I might marry
meone like that—but there isn’t anybody. His Lordship’s daughter seems
etty uﬁnﬂ.&&i but I don’t really care for her,” he thought.
w that Genji had come of age, the emperor no longer allowed him
ide the Fujitsubo lady’s blinds as he had done in the past. The boy ex-
f m ngs by playing his flute in harmony with the consort’s koto
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CHAPTER TWO
[2]

The Broom Tree

ﬁ%ﬂ

[ Summer of Genji’s seventeenth year |

Genji made his mistakes—so many, indeed, as to lay him open to the
charge that his fine sobriquet, “the shining one,” was a misnomer; and
there even seems to have been talk (which can only be called malicious)
about affairs that he tried to keep secret, afraid of acquiring a reputation
for indiscretion if still more tales of his amours should be passed on to
future generations. In reality, his sensitivity to the world’s opinion was
acute. He was the soul of circumspection, and the Katano lesser cap-
tain must have been vastly amused by his lack of romantic, interesting
adventures.'

Around the time when he was still a middle captain, he took great de-
light in his court duties and seldom left the palace for his father-in-law’s
house. The minister’s people suspected a case of “the confusion of secret
love,” but, to tell the truth, his was not a nature to be much attracted to
frivolous, commonplace, spur-of-the-moment affairs.? Instead, he had a de-
plorable habit of very occasionally, and most uncharacteristically, setting
mm.w_._obi on a relationship that was bound to result in misery; and at such

times his behavior was not always what it should have been.
- During

: m%%ﬁ vide him with magnificent costumes, perfect down to the last

the unrelenting summer rains, the court observed an extended
ritual seclusion, and Geniji stayed on duty for an unusually long
and disgruntled, the people at the minister’s mansion con-

lesser captain, the hero of a lost romance, is said to have been an ever-
who paid no attention to public opinion. Tamagami, Genji monogatari

sec. 1): kasugano no / wakamurasaki no / surigoromo / shinobu no mi-
e the random patterns on this robe, dyed with young purple from
-d is the heart of one secretly in love”).
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someone of whom I would think, ‘] absolutely can’t let her slip from my
grasp.” Most of them take inordinate pride in their own skills and deni-
grate others in a thoroughly disagreeable manner

“Sometimes, a man will get exci :

ted over reports of i
girl with a pair of doting parents S ogrelecerli e

b ng .iro are rearing her in strict seclusion,
their hearts set on a brilliant marriage. She’s vnwcﬂ._?_.mnsn_n_=:0nn=n|
o

and, with time on her hands because she doesn’t mingle in society yet, she’s
become absorbed in some little art, taken up in imitation of those E..o::a
by dint of incessant practice. When the

people who look after her mention her to others, they keep her weak points
to themselves and talk up the reasonably good ones. And since the man has
never seen her, how can he be sure that he should dismiss their reports as
false, merely on the basis of guesswork? But once he gets on intimate terms
with her, lured by the hope that it may all be true, she invariably disappoints
his expectations.” He breathed a deep sigh.
Genji smiled, as though his com
perience had recalled a similar in
any woman who can’t boast o
“If there were,

panion’s rather intimidating display of ex-
cident in his own past. “I wonder if there’s
f at least one accomplishment,” he said.
no man would let himself be persuaded to approach her. |
imagine there are just about as many hopeless cases as there are paragons.

“When a girl is born into an exalted household, there will always be pro-
tective people around to conceal her faults, and she will naturally seem
to be the peak of perfection. Women from the middle rank have distinct
personalities and individual tastes; there are many ways of distinguishing
among them. As for the lower class, they can be of no particular interest.”

He seemed to have mastered every detail of his subject. His curiosity
whetted, Genji said, “Now about those classes—what should the basis be
for distinguishing among them? How shall we treat the high-born individual
who sinks into ruin, loses rank, and scarcely lives like a human being, or
the common fellow who rises to become a senior noble, decorates his house
with all the self-confidence in the world, and considers himself as good as
anybody else?”

Just then, Uma-no-kami and T6 Shikibu-no-j6 arrived to participate in
the ritual seclusion. They were great sophisticates, clever at argumentation,
and T6-no-chiijo drew them into a debate on the nature of class, delighted
to see them. A good many disagreeable things were said

~ “Even when a man rises in the world, people will reject him if his lincage

t fit his new status,” Uma-no-kami declared. “And even if someone

comes from an exalted family and continues to have a high opinion of him-

self, he’ll suffer from want and be forced into unbecoming expedients if he
make his way in the world, falls behind, and loses his popularity. Our

ion should be that both belong in the second rank. Society has already
ned the status of the so-called zuryo—the men who get involved in the
erning the provinces—but there are gradations among them, and
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learns how hard it is to settle on anyone, even a person who would seem
perfectly all right as somebody else’s wife. It is not all that easy, | imagine,
to find men with the potential to serve as pillars of state, but it takes more
than one or two people to run the government, no matter how able they
may be. The superior accepts help from the inferior, the inferior defers to
the superior, and broad-ranging functions are performed in a spirit of ac-
commodation. When we come to think about the lone woman who must
act as mistress within the narrow confines of a household, we can see that
she’ll have to have a great number of indispensable qualities. It becomes a
case of “When I venture this, thinking, since the case is thus—when this is
well, that is ill,’* and a man reconsiders, acknowledging the scarcity of can-
didates who are even marginally acceptable. It isn’t that he deliberately
adopts the role of a dilettante, indulging a flirtatious heart by meeting and
comparing all kinds of women—no, he merely wants to satisfy himself that
a girl is the wife for him, so he throws himself into the attempt to at least
find someone he can love, and whose flaws are not egregious enough to
require correction and instruction. His first such choice is bound to be hard.

“Once a man is married to a woman, it can be difficult for him to aban-
don her, even though she may not be what he could wish. People will re-
mark on his constancy in staying with her, and, naturally, the fact that they
are still together will cause others to surmise that she possesses exceptional
qualities. But in all my observation of marriages, I've never encountered one
that seemed unbelievably successful. And considering the problems of
people like me, whose range of options is fairly wide, what kinds of alter-
natives are there for you young lords, who search at the very highest level?

“While women remain pretty and young-looking, they all make irre-
proachable behavior a point of pride. One of them may write to a man, but
her ambiguous language and faint handwriting will keep him guessing. Or
let’s say a man calls on a woman and makes up his mind not to leave with-
out actually meeting her. He'll be subjected to an unconscionable wait, and
then, when he ventures a gallant sally, in the hope of at least eliciting a word
or two, she merely murmurs a little something under her breath. All this is
an excellent way to hide defects.

“Sometimes a man falls head over heels in love, fascinated by a woman’s
apparent gentleness and femininity, but the moment he begins catering to
her whims, she turns into a tease. Of all their faults, I think this is the worst.

“Seeing to her husband’s needs is the one responsibility a wife can't ne-
glect, so it would seem just as well for her not to brood over the pathos of
ephemerality, or feel an obligation to respond with sensitivity to every fleet-
ing phenomenon, or immerse herself in elegant pursuits. On the other hand,
there’s the plain-looking housewife who demonstrates her sense of respon-

us (KKS 1060): soe ni tote / to sureba kakari / kaku sureba / ana iishirazu / ausa

3. Anonymo
‘kirusa ni (“When I venture this, thinking, ‘Since the case is thus,’ that is what results. When |
try that . . . what to say? When this is well, that is ill").
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all in order to test his he

> i i
art? Her emotion swells, fed by people who praise
before you know it. She seems to be in a state

onla aches her decision, and it doesn’t occur to her
that she may someday look back on her secular life with regret. But her

acquaintances come to commiserate with her—‘What a tragedy! To think
you were ready to go this far’—and the news of her action is greeted with
tears by her husband, whom she still can’t bring herself to hate. “Why in the

world did you do it when he loved you so much?’ say her servants and
elderly ladies-in-waiting. As she gropes for

: the tresses that once brushed her
cheeks, her own face contorts with misery. She trie

s to be brave, but the
tears overflow, and each time it :

s more than she can bear: she’s so full of
regrets that the Buddha must think her heart is more impure than it was

before. It certainly seems to me that a woman is more likely to stray onto
one of the evil paths when she’s halfway enlightened than when she remains

a sinful lay person. And even if the karmic bond is so strong that the man
finds her before she takes the vows, the memory is bound to rankle in his
mind. The truly strong, impressive marriage is the one in which the woman

stays at the man’s side through thick and thin, overlooking disagreeable
incidents. Escapades like this are bound to leave a residue of uneasiness and
constraint.

“It’s also foolish for a woman to show open resentment and pick a quarrel
with a man just because he gets involved in a meaningless affair with some-
one else. As long as he associates the wife fondly with the early days of their
love, he will value the relationship, however attractive the other woman may
seem; but the marriage may well end if she deluges him with complaints.

“A husband’s love will increase if a woman remains calm in every situa-
tion, merely hints at her knowledge of causes for jealousy, and speaks only
in an unobjectionable, roundabout fashion of matters at which she might
casily take offense. In more cases than not, he’ll be moved to mend his ways.
On the other hand, a woman will find herself dismissed as negligible, no
matter how sweet and appealing she may be, if she simply stands back,
inordinately reluctant to interfere, and lets her husband do whatever he
pleases. A man doesn’t really get any fun out of drifting like an unmoored
boat, wouldn’t you agree?”

To-no-chijé nodded. “It can be a serious matter when we have to doubt
the fidelity of someone whose charm and appeal have captured our heart,”
he said. “We think we can reform the person by remaining faithful ourselves
and overlooking the transgressions, but we aren’t likely to succeed. On the
whole, I suppose it’s best to adopt an attitude of calm forbearance toward
behavior at which we might take legitimate offense.” This was a verdict that
fit his own sister’s case, he thought. He was disappointed and vexed to find
that Genji had dozed off and had nothing to say on the subject.

Uma-no-kami, the expert, talked on, and To-no-chajo paid close atten-
tion, eager to hear the rest of his dissertation.
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and wished she could be more even-tempered, but her attacks never let up.
On the one hand, it was exasperating, but there were times when I felt sorry
for her, too, wondering how she could keep on caring so much for someone
so unreliable; and almost without realizing it, I lost the desire to roam.

“This woman paid scrupulous attention to all my needs and tried her best

to see that everything was exactly as I desired. For instance, she would
puzzle out ways to perform tasks she really was unequal to, determined to
get them done for my sake; or she would devote tremendous effort to mas-
tering a skill at which she didn’t excel, so that I wouldn’t find her wanting.
I had thought that such behavior signified a strong will, but she was always
submissive and gentle. She paid great attention to makeup and dress because
she was afraid her ugliness might disgust me, she avoided strangers because
she thought it might be a blow to my dignity for her to be seen, and in
general she tried to be prudent and circumspect. As we went on together, 1
found no fault in her character except for the one thing—her intolerable
jealousy.

“At that point, I thought, ‘She seems to be an inordinately devoted, timid
woman. If I can scare her just enough to teach her a lesson, she’ll probably
calm down and quit being so obnoxious.’ It seemed to me that if 1 let her
know I intended to break with her because I was fed up, anyone so submis-
sive would be bound to mend her ways; and I intentionally put on a great
show of coldness. Then, when she flew into one of her usual jealous rages, |
said, ‘Strong as our karmic bond may be, this kind of willfulness will sever
it; | won’t be seeing you anymore if this keeps up. If you want to break
things off, just go on nursing your groundless suspicions. If you want us to
stay together far into the future, you'll have to bear the hard things, learn
to shrug them off, and quit being jealous. Then I'll love you with all my
heart, and you'll be my principal wife when I rise to a modest prominence.”

“After I had gone on for a while in that lofty vein, satisfied that 1 was
doing a fine job of teaching, she answered with a faint smile. ‘I wouldn't be
impatient or upset if it were simply a matter of accepting your present pov-
erty and insignificance and waiting for you to move up in the world, but I
can’t bear the anguish of going on like this month after month and year
after year, putting up with your cruelty and hoping against hope that you
might change someday. The time has come for us to part.” The hostility in
her voice aroused my anger, and 1 showered her with abuse. Too impas-
sioned to control herself, she seized one of my fingers and bic it.

“I turned on her with exaggerated reproaches. ‘I'll never be able to per-
form my duties at court with a wound like this. Now how am 1 supposed to
rise above the insignificance you cast up to me? I'll just have to become a
monk.” I left, holding my finger curled against my palm and saying, ‘Very
well, today marks the end for us.’ To my parting poem I added the comment,

“You can have no complaint’:

BT i
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I won't be able ¥ overlook it. If you learn to settle down, I'm willing for us
to live together.” “All very well,” I thought, ‘but sh ¥
me.” Convinced that a little discipl; B aaeGanc heasiig P g o S
B o, butiinseead subie M M“n:soc_a do her good, 1 made no prom-
B b toiheart st b er to some Very perverse antics. She
y rt and died, and only then did I realize the folly of
my sport.

“When she comes to mind now, I always have the feeling that she was a
woman who met every requirement for a lifetime companion. There was no
matter, however _mnwo. or small, on which I couldn’t consult her with profit.
When it came to dyeing, she was a veritable Tatsutahime, and as a seam-
stress she was a Em_)..n_,.mm n_m.m as the Weaver Maid.” As he sat remembering
her, she seemed to him infinitely pathetic.

“We’d probably settle for less than the Weaver Maid’s skill if we could
share the Ox-Driver’s good fortune in keeping his spouse forever,” To-no-
chjo chimed in. “It sounds as though your Tatsutahime must have been
truly unique among women. No wonder it’s hard to find the ideal wife when
we can’t even count on things as trivial as blossoms and autumn leaves,
which all too often display drab colors, unworthy of the season, and come
and go without meriting our attention.”

“Around the same time,” Uma-no-kami resumed, “I was seeing some-
thing of a woman who had a nicer personality than the other one, and
whose tastes seemed to be refined. She composed poetry, wrote a flowing
hand, and played the koto agreeably—in fact, I didn’t notice any short-
comings at all. She wasn’t bad looking, either, so 1 paid her an occa-
sional surreptitious visit, meanwhile relying on the nagger to look after me;
and in time 1 fell deeply in love. When the other one died, | was dazed
with grief, but it does no good to cling to the departed, and 1 got into the
habit of paying her frequent visits. Gradually, I became aware of a some-
what flashy, flirtatious side to her character, which displeased me and led
to the conclusion that she wouldn’t make a trustworthy wife. My visits
fell off, and presently it began to look as though she had taken a secret
lover.

“As I was leaving the palace on a beautiful moonlit night
month, I met a certain courtier who joined me in my carriage.
spend the night at the major counselor’s place.*

“] have an odd feeling of concern about a house where someone has
probably been waiting for me tonight,” my companion mam..

“As it happened, the woman I've been telling you about lived on the way.
We could see the reflection of the moon in the lake beyond her outer wall
(which was crumbling here and there), and the other man got out—unable,
he announced, to go past a place where even the moon had sought a lodg-
ing. He had apparently been on close terms with my mistress for quite a

3

in the tenth
1 decided to

4. The major counselor was probably his father.
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long as the liaison lasts, to watch his fair one flirt and preen herself on her
attainments. But I couldn’t help turning against this woman and judging her
too little trustworthy, too forward, to qualify as a partner in what I would
consider a permanent relationship, even though my visits might be irregular.
I used the events of that evening as an excuse for breaking with her.

“When I think over those two experiences and compare them, | see that
even as a youth I recognized the unseemly, untrustworthy character of a

woman who would flaunt her talents like that. I expect to hold the same

view with deeper conviction in the future. You gentlemen are probably in-
terested only in flirtatious, yielding women—dewdrops on bush clover, as it

were, seemingly ready to fall if we break the branch, or hailstones on bam-
boo grass, ready to vanish if we pick them up. But you'll know better in
another seven years or so. Take a humble man’s advice: beware of the female
who looks like an easy conquest. Such women commit indiscretions, and
their men acquire reputations as fools.”

To this advice, T6-no-chijo responded with his usual affirmative nod.
Geniji gave a slight smile in apparent agreement. “They’re both rather awk-
ward, embarrassing stories, aren’t they?” he said, laughing.

“Let me tell you a story about a foolish woman,” To-no-chijo said. “She
was someone whom I had begun to visit in strictest secrecy, and whom it
had seemed worth my while to keep seeing in the same way. There was no
thought in my mind of a permanent relationship, but she became dear to
me as | got used to her, and I felt that it would be impossible to forget her,
even though my visits were irregular. I noticed that she showed signs of
regarding me as her protector; and that being the case, there were times
when I couldn’t help expecting her to get upset, but she didn’t seem to notice
that anything was wrong: however long my absence, she always seemed
determined to act patient and resigned, and not to consider me a philanderer
who merely dropped in now and then. Moved to compassion, | kept assur-
ing her that she could count on me. She was a defenseless orphan, and 1
found it appealing that she thought, ‘I'm all right; I have him,” whenever
any problem came up.

“Then someone at my wife’s house availed herself of an opportunity to
drop a cruel, vicious innuendo in my mistress’s ear. It happened during a
period when [ had let a long time elapse without visiting her, my mind at
ease because of her mild manner; and it wasn’t until later that I learned of
it. Never dreaming that she had suffered such a harsh blow, I continued to
Stay away, without even sending a letter—though, of course, I didn’t forget

r,«—. Meanwhile, she felt extremely depressed and vulnerable, especially

since there was a child to consider. In desperation, she picked a wild pink
and sent it to me.” There were tears in his eyes.

~ “What did her letter say?” Genji asked.

“I'don’t seem to remember anything in particular. [There was a poem:]
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manently. The ‘wild pink’

her, but I haven’t been able tq learn anything about her yet.

“This woman wouy] i :
d certainly seem to be an example of your unreliable

type. Deceived by her placid air, I went on loving her wi izi
e s e thivies o e g her without realizing that

E er—a fruitless, one-sided love, indeed. I'm
m_.m.n_cm:w forgetting her now, but I have 4 mnn_:“m that she can’t help remem-
bering me, that there are evenings when her heart aches with |
knows there’s nobody but herself t

son, the kind a man can’t keep.

“Your :m.mwim.%o:mn Was a memorable woman, but such jealousy would
be hard to live with—and, one suspects, might produce active dislike under
the wrong circumstances. In the case of the accomplished performer on the
koto, we must consider her flirtatious nature a damning flaw. There s also

sentiments of my unreliable mistress. If we

A ch c e would make the best wife, [ don’t believe
we could do it. This kind of comparison of good and bad points is far from
casy. But where is there a woman who possesses all

the faults? Some may think of Kichijoten, but she’
mysterious for comfort.” Everyone laughed.

“Shikibu must have some interesting stories. Tell us a little something,”
To-no-chijo urged.

“What story from the lowest of the low could merit the at
tlemen like you?” Shikibu-no-j6 demurred.

To-no-chajo was serious. “Come on,” he insisted. “You’re wasting time.”

After mulling over possible subjects, Shikibu-no-jo began his account.
“Once while I was still a student of literature, I ran across an example of
the brainy woman, Just as in the case Uma-no-kami has described, she of-
fered sage advice when I consulted her about my work, and revealed a mar-
velous ability to cope with the problems of everyday life. Her learning would
have put some of our would-be scholars to shame, too. All in all, she was
enough to make a man afraid to open his mouth.

“This happened at a time when [ was visiting a certain professor to study
with him. I'd been informed that he had several daughters, and when an
opportunity arose, I made advances to one of them. The father heard abour
it and brought out the wine bowl. ‘Listen while | sing of two ways,” he said.'®
I wasn’t especially eager to visit the girl, but I let myself become involved
with her rather than offend him. She looked after me with loving care, sea-
soned our pillow talk with instruction in such Chinese lore as might help
me in the proper execution of my official duties, and wrote me letters in a

Was an adorable child. [ want very much to find

tention of gen-

10. A line from a ition by Bo Juyi. The poem continues, “It's easy for a 1.0__ man’s
- daughter to get E-a“_u.u_“ﬂ”au.an looks down on her husband; it’s hard for a poor man’s ._.E._ur.
s get married, but she’s good to her mother-in-law.” The professor is offering Shikibu-
6 his daugher.
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au koto no
Y0 o shi hedateny
naka naraba
hiruma mo nanj ka
mabayukaramashi

If the two of us
were of those couples who meet
cach night without fail,
what embarrassment would [ feel
if you were to come by day3:12
“It was a characteristica]]
The others burst into appalled laughter,
“You made the whole thing up!»
“Where would anyone find sy
“I'd rather settle down with
snapped his fingers,
“That can hardly be called a story,”
“Tell us something a little more suitabl
Shikibu-no-j6 sat motionless. “What could be better than that?> he asked.
“To me it seems pathetic that an inferior man or wom
show people every last bit of what little jt
Uma-no-kami. “A woman will lack charm if she achieves full mastery of the
three histories and five classics, the core of the Chinese curriculum. On the
other hand, we can hardly say that the mere fact of her sex renders her
utterly ignorant, utterly incapable of coping with what goes on in public
and private. Even though she may not make a point of getting an education,
her eyes and ears will naturally pick up quite a bit if she’s at all bright. But
if, having acquired the ability to dash off Chinese characters, she stuffs a
letter to another woman more than hal

f full of them instead of avoiding
them altogether, as would be proper, then the recipient thinks, ‘How dis-

agreeable she is! Why couldn’t she have chosen a more graceful style?” It
doesn’t occur to the writer that her calligraphy lacks grace, but to the
reader, whose voice will inevitably produce stiff, harsh sounds, it seems as
though she has been trying to show off. This kind of thing is by no means
uncommon, even in the highest circles.

“Nothing is more annoying than the would-be poet, the slave to the art
who constructs a composition around some clever historical allusion and
sends it to a man who is in no mood for versification. If he doesn’t answer,
he’s a boor; if he can’t rise to the challenge, he feels humiliated. Let’s say it’s
around the time of one of the court banquets—for instance, the morning of
the fifth-month festival, when he’s about to rush off to the imperial palace

and can’t possibly sit down for quiet reflection about sweet flags, yer she

Y swift response,” he concluded in a grave voice.

ch a woman?”

a witch. That’s gruesome!” The speaker

said someone in a dis

paraging voice.
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an always wants to
is that he or she knows,” said

- sends him a poem with a handsome root. Or he may be frantically trying to

cobble together a Chinese poem on some difficult topic for the ninth-day

- banquet, yet she sends a reproachful missive, hinting that her tears resemble
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CHAPTER THREE
(4]

Yugao

ﬁ%ﬂ

[ Summer to tenth month of Genji’s seventeenth year. Rokujo lady: 24;
Yiigao: 19; Aoi: 21 |

It happened around the time when he was making secret visits to a lady in
the vicinity of Rokujo Avenue. Feeling in need of a brief rest as he was on
his way to her house from the palace, he stopped on Gojo Avenue to pay
a sick call at the home of his former nurse, Daini, who had become a nun
in search of relief from a grave illness. The carriage gate was bolted, and
he sent someone to call Koremitsu.!

Gazing idly at the squalid avenue while he waited, he noticed that the
house next door had a new wickerwork fence made of cypress wood. The
half-shutters above it had all been raised for a distance of four or five
bays, and from behind pale, cool-looking rattan blinds a large number of
attractive feminine foreheads were visible as their owners peeped at his
carriage. The women were apparently moving about, and it seemed to him
that they must be very tall as he tried to visualize their lower bodies. In-
trigued, he wondered who they were. He had chosen a plain carriage and
had n.uogs& the warning shouts that usually cleared his way; and now
to expose his face for a better look, certain that he would

‘ d. The whole of the modest establishment was in view
inside the gate, which was only a shutter-like contrivance, raised on
e; and its ramshackle appearance evoked poignant thoughts of the
place might I single out.”? Stately mansions are no less

d that they were the only flowers in bloom, some blos-
is the nun’s son, and that Genji is his foster-brother (meno-

 wa / izure ka sashite / wa ga naramu / yukitomaru o
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Even when a child falls below

. . the average, a biased observer like a nurse
will be foolish enough to rega

ard him as perfect. The connection with
someone as remarkable as Genji had naturally been a source of enormous

pride for the nun, and she continued to weep without apparent reason, as
though perhaps regretting her loss of the importance and dignity she con-
sidered rnn.wn: to rmE,w acquired during her years of close personal atten-
dance on him. Her children exchanged pained glances and nudges. Such a
display of c:?o,\orwa tears in front of His Lordship could only make it
seem that she was clinging to the world she had forsaken.

Geniji for his part felt deep emotion. “After death claimed my natural
protectors while I was a small child, there seemed to be a great EE..Q people
ready to care for me, but you were the only one I felt really close to. Now
that I'm grown up, there are constraints that make it impossible to see you
morning and evening, or even to call and ask about your health whenever 1
please, but I always begin to feel unhappy when we're separated for a long
time. ‘How I wish that in this world there were no final partings!””* He
wiped away tears as he spoke, his voice quiet and confidential, and the
motion of his sleeve filled the room with fragrance. Forgetting their dis-
approval, the nun’s children wept in sympathy. “When you think about
it, Mother has been blessed with an extraordinary karma,’
themselves.

Genji issued instructions for more performances of rituals. When he was
ready to leave, he told Koremitsu to bring over a torch so that he could look
at the neighbor’s fan. It carried an intriguing scent of perfume from the
robes of someone who seemed to have made regular use of it, and on it there
Was a poem, written in elegant cursive script:

* they said to

kokoroate ni Just at a hazard,
sore ka to zo miru might it perchance be his—
shiratsuyu no the face in the twilight,
hikari soetaru a yiigao enhanced
yugao no hana by the radiance of the dew?

Dashed off with a deliberate lack of individuality, the calligraphy sug-
gested cultivation and taste. Genji was conscious of an unexpected stir of
interest. “Do you happen to have found out who lives in the house to the
west?” he asked Koremitsu.

- Koremitsu wished Genji would curb his troublesome instincts, but he
could not very well say so. “For the five or six days I've been here, I've _,..m,n:
oo busy with Mother, worrying and taking care of her, to find out anything
about the neighbors,” he answered in a snappish voice.

Tknow you think I shouldn’t have asked,” Genji said, “but there’s some-
gz-nﬁ.-ﬁ (KKS 9oT1): yo no naka ni/ saranu wakare no / naku mo ga na/

hito no ko no tame (“For sorrowing sons who would have their parents
‘e wow I wish that in this world there were no final partings™).
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of my mother, who still seems frail,” he said. Drawing nearer, he added,
“After receiving your instructions, 1 had someone question a person who
knew about the house next door, but he didn’t tell us much. According to
him, a certain lady has apparently been living there in strict secrecy ever
since the fifth month or thereabouts, but nobody has been told who wrn s,
not even the members of the household. I've looked through cracks in the
boundary fence a few times, and it’s true you can make out the figures of
young women behind the blinds. They wear what look like abbreviated
trains draped around their hips—a gesture in the direction of formality, I'd
say, as though they were waiting on somebody. Yesterday, when the rays of
the setting sun were streaming into the house, | saw a beautiful woman
sitting down to write a letter. She looked unhappy, and her arttendants were
trying to hide tears. I saw it all quite clearly.”

Genji smiled. It would be interesting to learn more.

“A good reputation is important for someone in his position,” Koremitsu
thought. “But actually, when you think about it—his youth, the deference
and praise he receives—he’d seem tasteless and dreary if he weren’t a bit of
a gallant. After all, the right woman will captivate any man, even one of
those lesser mortals to whom society denies the privilege of infidelity.” To
Genji he said, “I manufactured a little pretext for sending a letter to the
house, thinking that it might be a way to get a look at her, and a prompt
reply came back, written in a practiced hand. She seems to have some fairly
presentable young attendants.”

“Approach her again,” said Genji. “I won’t be satisfied until I find out
who she is.” The house fell into the category dismissed by Uma-no-kami as
the lowest of the low, but the lady seemed out of the ordinary. What if he
were to discover an undreamt-of gem in those surroundings?

Autumn arrived. Through nobody’s fault but his own, there were certain
things that caused Genji overwhelming grief, and his wife existed in a state
of constant bitterness because he visited her father’s mansion so seldom.

The Rokujé lady was also much to be pitied, for there had been a percep-
tible diminution in his ardor since he had overcome her stubborn resistance.
Others wondered why his present feelings lacked the passion that had driven
him before she was his. Morbidly sensitive by nature, she had feared all
along that the disparity between their ages would cause gossip if word of
En affair leaked out; and now, more than ever, despairing thoughts

crowded into her mind when she awoke during the painful nights alone.
- One foggy morning, Genji left the Rokujo Mansion in response to re-

‘peated urging, sleepy-faced and sighing. Chiijo-no-menoto raised the shut-
ters in one of the bays and moved the curtain-stand aside, as though inviting
her mistress to watch his departure, and the lady raised her head to look

@aﬁﬂ was as people always said: he was incomparable, lingering in seeming

&Y

dor, Lady Chiijé went to accompany him, a graceful, elegant figure in
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Everyone felt drawn to Genji, even Strangers who barely caught a glimps:
of him. (After all, even a coarse mountain peasant seeks out a flowering tree
when he needs a rest.)® Of those who beheld his radiant countenance, no
one well-born father but longed to send him his precious daughter, not on¢
humble man with a presentable sister but hoped to have her serve him, i
whatever menial capacity. And it was indeed unlike ; that he should hae
been an object of indifference to any discerning person who had been ex-
posed to his charm at first hand, even through the receipt of a poem on?
suitable occasion. It s eay to imagine that Chij6 and the other ladies:”
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mE. to go vmwr to the house of the evening faces. Koremitsu had been
punctilious in his surveillance through the fence. “ simply can’t learn who
she is,” he Rv.oza. “She seems bent on concealment. But I think her young
_m&mm-m:-s‘m_::m are rather bored. Sometimes they cross to the _c:m.moEr
building, the one with the half-shutters, and peep through its blinds when
they hear a carriage; and it’s my impression that the one who seems to be
their mistress will occasionally slip out to join them. From the little I can
see of her, she is delightful. One day a carriage came along with attendants
clearing the way. Some of the household were watching, and a child maid-
servant called out, all excited, ‘Lady Ukon! Come and see right away! Lord
To-no-chujo is going by!” An older lady-in-waiting appeared and Zw:& to
her to be silent. ‘The idea! Hold your tongue!” she said. ‘How do you know
it’s His Lordship? Let me see.” She started across to the _o:m. building.
There’s a sort of plank bridge they use when they go back and forth; and in
her haste, she caught the skirt of her robe on something, stumbled, and
almost fell off. ‘I declare, this bridge is an absolute menace!” she said in a
huff. She seemed to lose interest in the carriage.

“‘His Lordship was wearing an informal cloak, and he had his escorts
with him. [ saw So-and-so and Thus-and-so,’ the child said. She knew whose
carriage it was—you could tell from the way she reeled off the names of the
escorts and pages.”

“I do wish I could have seen that,” Genji said. It occurred to him that the
nun’s neighbor might be the very woman To6-no-chajo had told them
about—the one his friend still remembered with affection. If only he could
find out!

Koremitsu took note of his expression. “I've made it my business to court
one of the girls; now | know every corner of their house. When I visit, I let
them pull the wool over my eyes—I mean, I pretend not to notice that a
certain young woman is careful to address the others as though they were
all ladies-in-waiting together. They think they’re being very clever about
hiding the truth. There are children around, and whenever one of them uses
an honorific by mistake, the grown-ups go to ridiculous lengths to distract
my attention, trying to preserve the fiction that the ladies-in-waiting are the
only people in the house.” He laughed.

“You'll have to help me see them the next time I visit your mother,” Genji
said. Judging from the nature of the lady’s dwelling, temporary shelter
though it might be, he could only conclude that she must belong to the
lowest class—the one that had been dismissed on the rainy night as beneath
notice. But what if one were to be surprised by something of interest in such
a quarter?

Reluctant to disappoint his master in the slightest way, and himself a
seasoned philanderer, Koremitsu tried one scheme after another, and finally,
through a high-handed tactic, he succeeded in introducing Genji into the
mistress’s bedchamber. I shall omit the tedious tale of his campaign.
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illi let it

; his failure to find her, but he was far ?03 s:.:_:m.mo :

nos_mnﬂ_w“:m:omm%nazo? he thought of smuggling her into his 2:0 .Z—.mmﬁ

nﬂ_:z .:m might spare himself the intolerable anguish of m.vmsm_:m mm:_m .
asons of secrecy. It would be awkward if people toun

did, it would probably be because karma had ordained it.

d could have aroused a passion such as he had felt for no

go a
mmO:g
elsewhere for re
out—but if they
What kind of bon

woman?
oﬂﬂmoi would you like to go to a place where you could feel perfectly at

case—where the two of us would have plenty of time to nm_r.u:,rn asked her.

“Everything just seems so odd! No matter s.\rm.ﬂ you say, I'm scared Vn-
cause you don’t act like other people.” The nr__m_.mv speech brought an in-
dulgent smile to his lips. *“You're amrr one of us is probably a fox. Let me
bewitch you,” he said in a tender voice. She then became extremely submis-
sive, willing to accept whatever he might do.

He was touched by her docility, her readiness to assent even to so shock-
ingly unorthodox a proposal. T6-no-chujo’s description of his lost lady
came to mind at once, and he wondered again if he had stumbled on the
wild pink, but he refrained from pressing her, telling himself that she must
have reasons for concealing her identity. She was not one to run away sud-
denly into hiding just to make a dramatic gesture; she would act only if a
man’s visits dropped off. It even occurred to him to picture how pathetic she
would be if his heart happened to stray a bit, although of course he had no
intention of looking elsewhere.

It was the fifteenth of the eighth month, a brilliant moonlit night. Moon-
beams streamed in through countless cracks in the board roof, affording an
intriguing view of the kind of dwelling Genji seldom saw. It seemed to be

getting on toward dawn; he could hear the rough voices of working people
awakening next door.
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:rmmor.c ga Revere as a guide
Orczw: B_n? 0 the faith inspiring the prayers
shirube nite .

of that pious man:
be true to vows that will bind us
in the coming world as in this.

kon yo mo fukaki
chigiri tagau na

Mindful of the inauspicious occurrences associated with the Hall of Long
Life, he had avoided mention of shared wings, pledging instead to be true
until Maitreya’s coming—a notably exaggerated commitment.'?

[Her response:]

saki no yo no
chigiri shiraruru

mi no usa ni
yukusue kanete
tanomigatasa yo

I cannot foresee
a future full of promise—
not when my sorrows
show me what has been fated
from an earlier life.

It was a sad little answer.

The moon lingered above the horizon, and the lady, as though seduced by
its example, hesitated about embarking on so unexpected an excursion.
Genji set himself to overcoming her misgivings. Meanwhile, the moon
ducked behind a cloud, and a beautiful dawn began to break. Unwilling to
risk the embarrassment of being seen in broad daylight, he whisked her into
the carriage and made his usual swift departure. Ukon rode with them.

They arrived at a certain mansion in the vicinity. Genji sent for the care-
taker.!* It was very dark under the trees as they waited outside the gate, a
dilapidated structure overgrown with tiny ferns; and Genji’s sleeves were
drenched, merely from raising the carriage blind in the heavy, damp mist.
“I've never done anything like this before,” he said. “I didn’t expect to feel
so nervous.” [He recited:]

inishie mo Even in the past,
kaku ya wa hito no was ever heart as perplexed
madoiken as is mine today,

following at dawn a path

wa ga mada shiranu
I have never known before?

shinonome no michi

Her answering poem was shy:

Its bright rays, I fear,
may vanish in mid-heaven—
the moon journeying on,

yama no ha no
kokoro mo shirade
yuku tsuki wa

13. According to “The Song of Everlasting Sorrow,” it was in n_..n.I»__ om Long Life that
Emperor Xuanzong and Yang Gueifei pledged to be “as two birds sharing a wing, as two trees
with joined branches.” On Maitreya, see Glossary. :

14. Old commentaries identify the mansion as the Kawara-no-in, a residence of _omg&J.
grandeur built by a son of Emperor Saga, Minamoto no Toru (822-95). _u_dun.:-& to Retired
Emperor Uda in 895, it later fell into ruin, Murasaki Shikibu's contemporaries would have
known it was nearby, and probably would have thought of it.
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:Io,.z do you like ‘the radiance of the dew’;" 16
With a sidelong glance, she m .

: : urmured a faint re i
to consider amusingly Wickeiney sponse, which he chose

hikari ari to
mishi yigao no

uwatsuyu wa
tasogaredoki no
sorame narikeri

It was a mistake,

caused by dusk’s uncertain light,
that led me to see

radiance in dewdrops
on yigao flowers,

Genji’s beauty was indeed in
contrast with the surroundings made him look s
auspiciously so. “I wouldn’t let you see my face because I resented the way
you kept me at a distance,” he said.

. “Now, though, you have to tell me who
you are. For all I know, you could be a fox.” wz:rn_m&‘&::mﬁowﬁ

privacy, very much the bashful child, “I am byt the daughter of a fisher-
man...,"” she said.””

“Oh, very well. I suppose it’s my own fault,’
intimate conversation, which was succeeded in
more conversation, and at length the day drew

Fruit and other dainties arrived from Koremitsu, who had managed to
track Genji down. Koremitsu himself felt obliged to keep his distance, lest
Ukon confront him with awkward accusations. Amused that Geniji’s in-
fatuation had impelled him to become a vagabond, he could not but surmise
that the lady must merit the devotion she inspired—nor could he suppress
some feeling of disgust with the magnanimity that had prompted him to
stand aside, instead of attempting what would probably have been a suc-
cessful courtship of his own.

Genji was gazing at the evening sky, a scene quieter than anything in his
experience. Upon observing that the lady seemed intimidated by the dark-
ness inside the room, he raised the blinds next to the veranda and stretched
out by her side. They looked at each other, their faces bright in the rays of
the setting sun. She had considered the whole affair unbelievably strange,
but now she forgot her qualms and relaxed in a delightfully appealing man-
ner. She had clung to him all day long with a timidity that he found touch-
ingly childish.

He closed the shutters early and called for the lamp to be lit. “You seem

comparable as he sat at his ease, and the
till handsomer, almost in-

" His reproaches gave way to

turn by more reproaches and
to a close.

16. His question is a reference to her first poem, “Just at a hazard” (p. 61). There is a pun
on the bud bursting its coat and the untying of a mask, which Genij is here found to be wearing.

17. Anonymous (SKKS 1703): shiranami no / yosuru nagisa ni / yo o tsukusu / ama no ko
nareba / yado mo sadamezu (“I have no abode, for I am but the daughter of a mmrn:ﬂm:...
spending my life on the shore where white waves roll in”). In the w“.x.nnr that mo__os.m._.nm::
introduces marine imagery from another poem by using the expression warekara, which can
mean “from me” (i.e., “my fault”) and is also the name of a small crustacean. Fujiwara no
Naoiko (kks 807): ama no karu / mo ni sumu mushi no :q»_.nrn.a to / ne o koso :uwuaa / yo
o ba uramiji (“Without blaming him, I mourn the faults that bring thoughts of the *from me
shrimp dwelling on strands of seaweed harvested by fisherfolk™).
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sleep in an isolated place like this? I thought Koremitsu was here. What’s
become of him?”

“Master Ko...ﬁ::m: was here, but he went home. He said, ‘He hasn’t
given me any instructions. Tell him I'll come just before dawn to await his
pleasure.””

The servant, a member of the palace guards, could be heard twanging his
bow with expert skill and mTOCQJ@ Em_.:m:mm against carelessness with fire
as he went off toward the caretaker’s room.?' The sound reminded Genji of
the imperial palace. The roll call would be over by now; the guardsmen were
probably twanging their bows and proclaiming their names. It was still not
very late.

He went back inside and groped his way to the lady. As before, she lay
prostrate, with Ukon face down beside her. “What's the matter?” he said to
Ukon. “You act scared to death. You’re probably afraid of a fox or some-
thing in this deserted place, but there’s nothing to worry about as long as
I’'m here.” He pulled her to her feet.

“Im terrified! I was lying on my stomach because I felt sick. My lady
must be petrified,” Ukon said.

“So it would seem.” To the lady, he said, “Why are you so afraid?”” When
he touched her, there was no sign of life. He shook her. She was limp and
seemed unconscious. She was such a child, he thought in despair. Had a
malignant influence stolen her spirit?

The servant arrived with a torch. Since Ukon seemed incapable of motion,
Genji pulled over the curtain-stand to shield the lady. “Bring the light up,”
he said.

Disconcerted by the command, which would never have been issued in
the normal course of events, the servant hesitated to venture beyond the
threshold of the eave-chamber.

“Come along with it! This is no place for ceremony,” Genji said.

When the light illumined the lady, he saw beside the pillow a figure whose
face was that of the woman in his dream—a vision no sooner glimpsed than
gone. He remembered an old tale in which just such a thing had happened.
It was strange and uncanny, but his first thought was for the lady. His mind
in turmoil, he lay close and tried to rouse her, indifferent to his own danger.
“Wake up!” he urged. But her body was icy, for she had long since ceased
to breathe., Words were of no avail, nor was there any reliable person to help
him. A monk might have filled the need, had one been present.

Although he had made a show of courage earlier, the sight of his dead
mistress was too much for his young heart. He clasped her tight in his arms.
“Come back, my darling! Don’t make me suffer this agony!” But the body
was cold, starting to look unpleasant.

Ukon wept in a paroxysm of grief, her previous terror forgotten.

Genii took hold of himself, encouraged by the memory of what had hap-

21. He is going to get fire for the torch.
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Zo_.moﬁnr he had even reported late when summoned. He called him in,
but what he Em:Rﬂ to say was too distressing; the words refused to come.

When Ukon q_nmrmna who had arrived, the whole history of the affair re-
turned to her mind, and she burst into tears. Genji was also overcome. He
rm.m 8::::& mo m:.__.u_.mnm Ukon in his role of stalwart protector, but now,
with _AOHQ,:_E: s arrival, he breathed 2 sigh of relief, and his grief welled
up. For a time, he gave way to irrepressible tears.

When he had _u_._:.nn_ himself together, he said, “Something weird has hap-
pened here: to call it astounding would be an understatement, | remember
hearing that sutras need to be recited after a sudden event like this, and I
sent for the holy teacher so I could commission read
he hasn’t come. Do you know why?”

“He went up to Mount Hiei yesterday,” Koremitsu said. “This is amaz-
ing! Could she have been ill before she came?”

“I'm sure she wasn’t,” Geniji said in tears. The pathetic expression on his
handsome face wrung Koremitsu’s heart, and he too began to sob.

Koremitsu had come, to be sure, but it is the man of marure years, expe-
rienced in the vicissitudes of life, who serves as a source of strength in a
crisis. The two of them were only boys, with no idea what to do.

“We can’t let the caretaker know,” Koremitsu said. “He himself could be
trusted because of his ties to you, but he’ll have relatives around, people
who'll let it out without meaning to. The first thing is for you to get away
from this mansion.”

“But no place is more deserted than this,” Genji said.

“That’s true.” Koremitsu thought about it. “We can’t go to Her Lady-
ship’s house. Her attendants would start wailing and carrying on, and
there’d be all kinds of questions among the commoners in that crowded
neighborhood. The truth would be bound to get out. A mountain temple—
that’s it! People are always being buried in such places; we wouldn’t attract
any attention.” He thought some more. “An old acquaintance of mine, a
former lady-in-waiting, has gone to live in the eastern hills as a nun. She’s
my father’s nurse, exceedingly ancient now. The district seems fairly popu-
lous, but her cell is quiet and secluded.” He had the carriage brought so that
they might merge unnoticed into the homeward stream of early-morning

traffic.
- Since Genji appeared to be incapable of carrying the lady, Koremitsu
wrapped her in a quilt and put her in the carriage. The tiny body seemed

ings and prayers, but

pathetic rather than repellent. He had been unable to bring himself to truss
~ her up like a parcel, and her flowing hair was enough to blind any eye with

helpless tears. Overcome by grief, Genji wanted to stay with her to the end,

- but Koremitsu demurred. “Take the horse and go home to Nijo before the

mnanaoim....w.nu»E.IovEc_S:Eﬂoarnﬁiumni:rrn::mm-
, gave his horse to Genji, and tied up his trousers for walking. Then he

out on the strange, unforeseen journey to the nunnery, his pride sacri-

ced to the compassion he felt as he looked at Genji’s stricken face.
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Koremitsu appeared at dusk. The usual visitors, told of Genji’s defilement,
had all departed without seating themselves, and the mansion was almost
deserted. Genji called him in.

“Tell me what happened. Did you make sure there was no hope?” He
wept with his sleeve pressed to his face.

Koremitsu also shed tears. “I'm afraid she’s gone. I didn’t think the vigil
should be prolonged, and tomorrow is an auspicious day, so I've made ar-
rangements for the funeral with a saintly old monk I know,” he said.

“What about the attendant who was with her?”

“] doubt that she’ll survive, either. Her mind is confused. She says she
won'’t let her mistress go without her, and this morning she seemed ready to
leap into a chasm. She wants to tell the people back at Gojo, but I've man-
aged to put her off. “Take a little time to pull yourself together,’ I told her.
“Think things over first.””’

Genji’s heart was full. “I feel terribly ill. I wonder if I
he said.

“Why brood about it? After all, it’s karma that determines everything.
This needs to be kept quiet; I'll handle all the details myself,” Koremitsu said.

“You’re right. I do try to see it that way. But I can’t bear to think of the
inevitable criticism—the accusations that I've sacrificed a human life for
my own wanton pleasure. Don’t let Shosho-no-myobu find out,” he cau-
tioned.?s “And especially not your mother. She’s always getting after me
about these affairs; I simply couldn’t face her.”

“] won’t. I’'ve even lied to the monks,” Koremitsu said. Genji was
reassured.

The ladies-in-waiting overheard snatches of the conversation. “It’s very
odd; what can be happening?” they wondered. “He won’t even go to the
palace because he says he’s been defiled, and now there’s all this whispering
and sighing.”

Genji’s thoughts turned to the funeral rites. “Be sure to manage things
nicely,” he said.

“Oh, that’s nothing. There won’t be much of anything to do.” Koremitsu
stood up to go.

Genji was overwhelmed by a sudden new access of grief. “You won’t ap-
prove, but I’'m going to the temple on horseback. I'll always be miserable if
I don’t see her one last time,” he said.

Koremitsu swallowed his misgivings. “If you've decided, so be it. Please
go right away; you need to get back early in the night.”

Genji prepared for the journey by changing into a hunting robe, one of
an assortment with which he had provided himself for his recent incognito
excursions. Mindful of the previous night’s horrors, he pondered the wis-
dom of going through with the bizarre expedition to which his bleak, tor-
mented heart was driving him, but it was impossible to assuage his misery

26. Probably Koremitsu'’s sister.

’
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Genji _n?_ the cell with %wv emotion and many backward glances. The
wayside mo__mmm.imm heavy with dew, the morning fog so impenetrable that
he seemed to himself a forlorn wanderer, setting off on a journey into no-
where. As he rode, he thought of how the lady had looked lying there, the
same as ever to all appearances, clad by force of circumstance in his own
red singlet, Er_n: was one of the robes they had used as cover, What might
have vwnz the origin of such a karmic bond? Noticing that he seemed un-
steady in the saddle, Koremitsu helped him along, but near the bank of the
Kamo River, in great apparent distress, he slid to the ground from the
horse’s back. “I wonder if it’s my destiny to die by the roadside, | just don’t
see how I can get all the way home,” he said.

Koremitsu was nonplused. “If I'd had any sense, I'd never have taken him
on an excursion like this, whether he wanted to go or not,” he thought. In
dismay, he cleansed his hands in the river and prayed to Kiyomizu Kannon,
for he could think of nothing else to do. Genji forced himself to take heart.
He offered silent prayers to the buddhas, and finally, thanks to Koremitsu’s
help, he managed to reach the Nijo Mansion.

The ladies-in-waiting sighed to one another over the strange errand that
had kept their master out so late. “It really won’t do! He’s been so unusually
restless lately—all those clandestine outings—and now this! Why in the
world would he ramble off that way when he looked deathly ill yesterday?”

Genji took to his bed, genuinely and miserably ill, and within two or three
days, he was alarmingly enfeebled. The emperor was devastated. A hubbub
of continuous prayer arose at temples and shrines in every quarter: rituals
addressed to the gods, yin-yang purifications, Buddhist esoteric rites—I
could not possibly list them all. The general public held to the vociferous
opinion that his incomparable beauty was to blame; it was an ominous sign
that he was not long for this world.

Desperate though he felt his illness to be, Genji summoned Ukon to the
Nijo Mansion, assigned her a room near his own quarters, and enrolled her
among his ladies-in-waiting. Koremitsu was frantic with worry, but he
forced himself to seem calm and did what he could to help Ukon perform
her duties, aware that there was nobody else for her to turn to. Whenever
Geniji felt a little better, he summoned her, sent her on errands, and so forth;
and she was soon at ease with the other attendants. Although she was no
beauty in her deep black mourning, she was a prepossessing enough young
person.

“It looks as though I must die too—as though my fate has been %8_..
mined by the bond forged during that strange, fleeting interlude. I can imag-
ine how forlorn you must feel after losing the mistress you depended on for
50 long, and I had meant to try to comfort you by looking after you if 1
lived. Unfortunately, I'll probably follow her soon.” He spoke in a confiden-

~ tial voice, shedding weak tears.

- For the moment, Ukon put aside thoughts of the one whom grief could
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_ n_,o:.n want to keep anything from you; it was only that, after her death,
I didn’t think I o:m_:. to blurt out something she had treated as a secret.
wo.nr of her parents died prematurely. Her father was a middle captain of
third B.:_A. He _A.Enm her dearly, but he seemed to worry that his career was
stagnating, and in the end he couldn’t even maintain his hold on life. Later,
through some little happenstance, she began to receive visits from Lord Té-
no-chtjo, who was still a lesser captain then. He kept up the relationship
for three years and seemed to be very much in love, but some horrible
threats came from the minister of the right’s house last fall. Being an exces-
sively timid person, my lady was terrified, and she stole away to the house
of an old nurse, in the western sector of the city. It was a squalid place. She
was unhappy there, and wanted to move to the hills, but that direction was
unfavorable this year, so she took up residence in the shabby dwelling you
know about, merely to avoid the taboo.? It was a sorrow to her that you
found her there. She was far more diffident than most people; it embar-
rassed her to reveal her worries, and she always put on a placid front when
you were together.”

It was just as he had thought, Genji said to himself. His love and pity
increased as the fragments of the lady’s story came together in his mind. *I
once heard To-no-chajo lament the loss of a child. Did she have one?”

he said.

“Yes, it was born year before last, in the spring—a sweet little girl,”
she said.

“Where is she? Give her to me without letting people know. It would be
wonderful to have her as a keepsake of the lady whose loss is so hard to
bear.” He went on in a confidential voice, “I ought to tell To-no-chiijo about
her, but he would be sure to overwhelm me with reproaches that wouldn't
change a thing. In any case, I don’t see what objection there could be to my
rearing her. Make some excuse to the nurse, or whoever else is with her
and bring her here.”

“I'd be very happy if you took her. It’s sad to think of her growing up in
the western sector, which is where she is now. There was nobody reliable to
entrust her to at Gojo.”

The quiet evening scene was like a painting—the poignant charm of the
sky, the withering plants in the front garden, the feeble insect voices, the
reddening maple trees. Looking out at it all, Ukon marveled that she had
stumbled into such a splendid situation, and it was with a flush of embar-
rassment that she recalled the house at Gojo.

- The throaty coo of a pigeon in the bamboo reminded Genji of roi.%o
same call had frightened the lady while they were at the ruined mansion,

and a vision of her pathetic face rose before him. “How old was she?” he

In w -yang cosmology, certain directions were unfavorable for an individual at certain
es. If it was essential to reach a place, a person could spend one or more nights in a house

from which he or she could travel in another direction.
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must have had a splendid karma 1o },
outsiders, and yet to have excited syc

Geniji picked up a pair of trousers f
had tailored. [His poem:|

ave remained completely unknown to
h remarkable grief.”

rom one of the costumes he had quietly

nakunaku mo
kyo wa wa ga yuu

shitahimo o
izure no yo ni ka
tokete mirubeki

In what other world

shall we meet with hearts at ease—
in what world untie

the strings I fasten today,

weeping, ever weeping?

He recited heartfelt v:mmr»-?.<c8aoﬁ with his mind on the lady. She had
been wandering up to this point; now she must be setting out on a desig-
nated path.

For no good reason, his heart beat faster whenever he encountered To-
no-chijo. He would have liked to let him know that the wild pink was being
cared for, but he held his peace, unable to face the thought of his friend’s
reproaches.

Back at the Gojo house, everyone was greatly upset by the lady’s disap-
pearance, but there was nothing to go on, no way to find her. It was so odd,
her attendants lamented, so strange that not even Ukon should have come
back! Admittedly, there was no proof, but they whispered that appearances
had pointed to Genji as their mistress’s lover. They brought their complaints
to Koremitsu, who professed bewilderment, talked as though he knew noth-
ing at all, and continued to visit and flirt as before. The episode seemed
increasingly dreamlike. Perhaps, they speculated, the man had been the dis-
solute son of a provincial governor—someone who had carried her off into
the countryside because he was afraid of T6-no-chiijo. The mistress of the
house was one of three children whose mother was the nurse in the western
sector. Ukon’s parentage was different, and the mistress, shedding nostalgic
tears, thought that she must be withholding news of the lady’s whereabouts
for standoffish reasons of her own. Ukon for her part thought that she
vould become the center of a tremendous furor if she revealed the truth;

#&u&n also knew that Genji remained set on secrecy. She felt unable even

uire about the little girl, and the lady’s people continued in the same
f stunned surprise and ignorance.

i mourned on. If only he might at least dream about her! Instead, on
t after the forty-ninth-day services, his dreams were visited by an
figure, the exact image of the woman who had appeared at the
- in the mansion. Looking back on the event, he could not help be-
creature at the ruined mansion had lodged itself in his
lady had died because she happened to be present also.

e
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The monk prepared appropriate charms
and chanted mystic invocations. Meanwhil

Stepping outside for a moment, Genji lo
point afforded a clear view of all the scatte
the winding path to the cave, there was
fence, similar to the residences of the oth
out, and with trim buildings and galleries a
there?”” he asked.

“That’s where Bishop So-and-so has been in retreat for the last two
years,” said one of his attendants.

“The bishop is a man with whom one has to be on one’s best behavior.
4 It was a mistake to go to such absurd lengths with this disguise. I hope he
enji's eighteenth year. Murasaki: about 1o, doesn’t find out I'm here.”

2 A group of neat, pretty little girls appeared, also clearly visible as they
drew offertory water and cut flowers. L

“There must be a woman about the place,” an attendant said.

“But surely the bishop would never install a woman there,” said

gave them to Genji to swallow,
e, the sun rose high.

oked around. The high vantage
red cells lower down. Just below
a residence with a brushwood
er monks but more neatly laid
nd a pleasant grove. “Who lives

another.
r. He ordered prayers fy “Who can she be?”
rites, but nothing seeme One of them went down and peered through the fence. “You can see a
; beautiful little girl, some young ladies-in-waiting, and some page girls,
.m.-munr a temple in the too,” he reported.

Noting the advance of the sun as he performed his rituals, Genji won-
dered if the disease might be getting ready to flare up. Someone suggested
doing something to take his mind off it, and he went out to look toward
the capital from the mountain behind the cave. The haze extended far into
the distance, softening the outlines of the trees in all directions. “It looks
just like a picture,” he said. “Someone who lived in a place like this could

s same sickness was going
ires in cases where others
It would be troublesom

Vo ; wish for nothing better.”
IsG, he said m"._ “This scenery is nothing special. You would paint some remarkable pic-
.n,.nm:nm. The o tures if you saw the ocean and mountains in other provinces. I'm thinking
the third month, 8! of places like Mount Fuji and Such-and-such Peak,” one of his men said.
me, but the trees!” Someone else tried to amuse him with a lengthy discourse on the virtues

of the bays and coasts to the west. “When it comes to places nearer at hand,
nothing can compare with Akashi Bay in Harima Province,” this man said.
“There isn’t any single feature of particular interest; it’s the strangely peace-
ful effect of the sea view that sets it apart. A former governor of the province
mw_agn»nﬂum_ﬂon there—a man who’s just recently taken w:.&r.mn VOWS,
onsidering that he was either the son or the grandson of a minister of state,
&mﬁoﬁﬁag&n«?r& a successful career, but he was an nnon.sin sort, and
igned a middle captaincy rather than take part in court life. He became
,m.w.hw his own request, but his tenure was moannr:_.m of a fiasco vn-
ailed to win the respect of the local people. The idea of returning
capital as a failure didn’t appeal to him, so he shaved his head after
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“It’s getting late, and Your Lordshj
should start home as soon as possible,” someone said.

The sage demurred. “It isn't merely a matter of the diseas
nant spirits seem to be present, too. Spend tonight
home tomorrow,” he said.

The attendants fell in with the suggestion,
novel prospect of a night spent as a traveler.
he said.

For want of other diversions to help him through the rest of the long
spring day, Genji went down to the bishop’s brushwood fence, trusting the
hazy twilight to shield him from obser

vation. He sent back all his attendants
except Koremitsu and peered inside. There was a private icon in the west
room directly in front of him,

and devotions were being performed by some-
one who proved to be a nun. The blinds were slightly raised; flowers were
apparently being offered. The nun, who seemed to be of high birth, was

leaning against a pillar in the middle of the room, reciting in an infirm voice
from a sutra placed on an armrest. Genji found her a moving sight—a
woman in her forties, with an aristocrat’s white skin, emaciated but full-
faced, with attractive shoulder-length hair that seemed more pleasingly
modern than if it had been left long. There were two neatly attired women
with her, and small girls came and went at play. A girl of about ten came
running in, dressed in a white chemise and a limp globeflower-yellow robe.
Incomparably superior to all the others in appearance, she showed promise
of developing into a remarkable woman, Her hair fanned out, swaying, as
she moved, and her tearful face had been rubbed red.

The nun looked up. “What’s the matter? Have you been quarreling with

one of the girls?” she asked. Noticing a slight resemblance, Genji wondered
if the child was hers.

_ “Inu let my baby sparrow get away. [ had him under the incense basket,”

P seems to have escaped an attack. You

e; some malig-
in quiet prayer and go

and Genji was attracted by the
“All right, I'll leave at dawn,”

_&o child said with a woebegone look.2

“This really won’t do!” said one of the two ladies-in-waiting. “That stu-

- pd &.n_ needs another scolding. Where could the bird have gone? It was just

cute, too. | hope a crow doesn’t find it.” She stood up and went out.
$ a presentable woman with a long, flowing head of hair. It seemed
¢ was called Shonagon-no-menoto, and that she was the one who
of the child.
on't be a baby. You're a hopeless infant. It never crosses your
die any day now; all you think of is that sparrow. I keep
aful to shut it up in a cage. What am I going to do with
ere,” the nun said. The child knelt near her. The sweet face,
veb rows, the forehead from which a childish hand had

erv; sian women warmed and perfumed robes by draping them over
; g0, which were inverted above braziers containing burning




The Tale Gk

re immensely appealing, N
Genji thought, ovmmg.m

5_.2_

S0 ¢y

f—all WE

cth iunn_.:._.—m-

his interest, he realizeq
truc gt M&% he loved so n_nm_._vr
ht tears to his eyes,

ught of her E.w_“mn el

s head. ..#_u_:u: innocent. Some girls of

you 're SUC!

t _.ﬁ.m
0
ng lady already .rma an axnow_a““
* hen she lost His ro_..%r_P her father 5
eant W ill you get along if 1 mnm:.d YOU noys
and Genji could not help feeling sad 4 b
the girl looked the nun full in the face, they

thoug was, hair tumbling forward in beay,

2 nd hung her head, her

It is hard for the dew
to pass from existence,
. leaving the young herb
" to meet an unknown future
n it grows to maturity.

‘must not think
from existence
still unaware

- full growth will mean
newly sprouted herb.

of the residence. “Isn®
~of all days, to sits
iddle captain has com¢

5 1 haven’t gone to pay m

'
v
E

Lt

Is and fever. He’s made!

‘What do yousl
make a pers0"

Young Murasaki 89

intrigued. “She’s a perfect dear,” he thought again. “Who can she be? I'd

love to have rm.u. with me day and night a5 5 consolation—a substitute for
that other one.” It was an idea that struck deep roots.

He was lying down when one of the bishop’s disciples came and asked to
see Koremitsu. The message carried to his ears in the narrow confines of the
cell. “Someone has just msvmo_.a& me of your presence in our neighborhood.
I ought to wait upon you immediately, but it troubles me that you have kept
your visit a secret, knowing as you do that | am in retreat at this temple. It
would also have been natural to furnish you with a lodging in the hermitage
here. I am most disappointed.”

Geniji replied, “I began to suffer from chills and fever around the middle
of the month. The constant attacks became unbearable, and when someone
told me about this place, I decided on the spur of the moment to come here.
I came in strict secrecy because I felt it would be awkward for so famous a
healer if he failed to cure me—more embarrassing than for an ordinary
monk. I shall be happy to visit you at once.”

The bishop was prompt to present himself. Monk though he was, his
great personal dignity and high renown made Genji self-conscious about
his own casual appearance. After talking of things having to do with his
period of retreat, the bishop urged Genji to visit him, “The hermitage is
merely a simple brush-thatched hut like all the others, but I should like to
show you the stream flowing from the spring, which is rather pleasantly
cool,” he said.

Genji decided to go, his desire to learn more of the appealing child out-
weighing the embarrassment with which he recalled the bishop’s extrava-
gant comments to the ladies who had yet to see him.

The garden was all that the bishop had promised, its trees and shrubs
familiar enough in kind but meticulously arranged to create tasteful effects.
Since it was the dark of the moon, basket-fires burned beside the stream,
and lanterns had also been lit. The south apartment was tidily furnished.’
An elegant fragrance drifted in from somewhere, and the scent of sacred
incense hung in the air. The remarkable perfume from Genji’s robes, re-
leased whenever he moved, seemed to make the hearts of the ladies inside
beat faster.

The bishop told edifying stories illustrating the ephemerality of worldly
things, discoursed instructively on the life to come, and so forth. Genji re-
flected on the frightening nature of his own sin. By setting his heart on that

impossible dream, he was condemning himself to a lifetime of misery in this

‘world—and how much greater would be his torment in the next! He longed
to retire to a dwelling like his host’s—but then there was his concern for the
sweet child he had seen before nightfall.

m. .Hmﬁ_ho;& room in the main hall of an aristocratic residence was used for the reception




of Gem!
[ had a dream about wap,;

: :m
» he said.
ut of the blue, one Mg},

n
o S T e
i ong 0, but
Frora yisit W r, who dicd 2 O My
afraid the VIV B_Smn_m.“. che took religious VOWs after

incipal W' " aleh. As you see, I don't go

g as his vﬂ: 7
younger EMMM 1y she s been h_m ww the best place for her, and she hag

death, and that this WOU
the capital She E_.. «[ have heard that the m;
the ; 11 was. Mma
_o_mw_ﬁs ¢ he knew s@w M.o_gwnw__muq of her? I'm not asking with mﬁﬁ
0 %cmw“_ﬂ% just a plain i re than ten
daughter. It must BEEBSINEORT CAN (2D years g,
: ains with her upbringing because j,
a1 consort, but he died before he coylg
f¢ with the responsibility, and somehow Pring
cret—I don’t know who the intermediary
wife, a woman of the highest sociy
sorts of ways, and the constan
v true it is that worry does cause

The Tale

| ughter’s child. Was it be-
ns that she resembled the

and make her his wife!
ntos?” he asked in the

e child? I do hav
ted and whom!

o of us don’
E,_Ea anotht!

|
|

nay 1 ask that yo° ,

i
B

Young Murasaki -

Qrreme ih il ntsrcsmen e o' b
o arl ; ) : ] t J:_A of no further way to plead his cause.

It’s time for a ritua in the Amida chapel,” the bishop said. “I haven’t
performed the vesper service yet; I'll return after [ finish.” He set out for the
chapel.

Genji was .mnnram wretchedly ill. A shower brought rain pelting down, a
cold mountain wind sprang up, and he could hear the roar of a waterfall
whose volume had suddenly increased. The chilling sound of a sutra reading
reached his ears from time to time, chanted in a slightly drowsy voice. The
surroundings were enough to move the most unreflective of men, and for
Genji, his mind teeming with problems, there was no question of sleep. Al-
though the bishop had said that he was merely leaving to perform the vesper
service, it was now very late.

It was clear that the people inside the hermitage were also still awake.
Despite their efforts at quiet, Genji heard the faint noise of rosary beads
brushing against an armrest, and there was a hearteningly familiar rustle of
skirts, suggestive of elegance and refinement. The hermitage was small, and
the women were nearby. A row of folding screens had been erected as an
outer wall for their room. He went over to it, pushed the middle screen
slightly ajar, and rapped his fan against his hand. The ladies-in-waiting
seemed startled, but they could scarcely pretend not to notice, and he heard
one of them inch forward on her knees. Then she moved back a bit. “How
strange! Perhaps I've made a mistake,” she said in an uncertain voice.

“But they say the Buddha never errs as a guide, not even in the dark.
His aristocratic young voice made her shrink from the thought of how her
own speech must sound in comparison, but she said, “Where is it that you
wish to go? I don’t quite understand.”

“This must seem very sudden; it’s natural that you should wonder. But
may I just trouble you to pass along a poem?”

”5

hatsukusa no Ever since that glimpse
wakaba no ue o of the young leaf on the herb
mitsuru yori so newly sprouted,
tabine no sode mo never has it been free of dew—
tsuyu zo kawakanu the sleeve of the travel robe.

~ “I believe you must be aware that there is nobody here who might under-
stand such a message. To whom could I take it?” she mm_m.. o2 __
b4 ..Eonan tell yourself that I must have a reason for giving it to you,

he

: .r.§_ . impli i igious house-
’s rapping was a request for help. He implies here that someonc in n‘_.n__m._ocm

to %u“u the wﬁ..MH».- »H.m!._nw.. The second half of his sentence 1s a __m_i_,g:&

his own situation to that of the ignorant beings the Lotus Sutra describes as

darkness into darkness without ever hearing the Buddha'’s name.” See Hurvitz,
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on ceremony; please just recognize that my intentions are not those of an
ordinary man,” he said.

But the nun refused to give him the answer he wanted. “He apparently
doesn’t understand that she’s far too young for marriage,” she thought.

The bishop was coming. “All right,” Genji said, replacing the screen. “At
Jeast, I feel better for having brought the subject up.”

It was getting on toward dawn, and the voices chanting repentance rites
sounded very holy as they mingled with the sound of the waterfall, carried
from the Lotus Concentration Hall by the mountain wind. [Geniji recited a

poem:]

fukimayou
miyamaoroshi ni

yume samete
namida moyosu
taki no oto ka na

My dreams were dispelled
by voices borne on the gale
gusting from the hills;
my eyes overflow with tears
at the sound of the cascade.”

[The bishop:]

The purified heart
of one who makes this his dwelling
remains unperturbed
by the mountain stream that has evoked
a visitor’s sudden tears.

sashikumi ni
sode nurashikeru

yamamizu ni
sumeru kokoro wa
sawagi ya wa suru

“This shows, no doubt, that I have grown accustomed to the sound.”

The sky gradually lightened, and the mountain birds, invisible in the per-
vasive haze, raised a chorus of song that seemed to come out of nowhere.
Moving with frequent pauses, a deer made its way through a brocade of
many-colored blossoms, scattered in drifts from unidentifiable trees and
bushes—a sight so novel that Genji forgot about his ailment.

Difficult though it was for the sage to move, he managed to reach the
bishop’s hermitage, and to perform a protective ritual on Genji's behalf,
reciting the dharani with immense authority in a hoarse voice blurred by
missing teeth.

A number of people arrived to act as Genji’s escorts for the return journey.
They offered congratulations on his recovery. There was also a message
from the emperor. The bishop did everything possible to welcome the visi-
tors, sending all the way to the valley for unusual fruits and nuts. He offered
Genji some wine. I have sworn a solemn vow to stay here until the Sm. of
the year, but I can’t help regretting it now, because it prevents me from going

12 down to see you on your way,” he said.

“My heart will stay with your hills and streams, but His Majesty is anx-

tality, contains overtones

SRS e : : b o
7- The poem, a polite expression of thanks for a night's hospi i

- to the circumstances: “My dreams were dispelled” can mean,
" “Sound of the Waterfall” was a chant used for repentance rites.
8. Genji has been cured; the purpose of this ritual is to keep him healthy.
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| the wind _unnnnmnm you. discouraging.

Genji sent the nun a note by a small page, one of the bishop’s attendants:

1l give him an
* the nun said.

ty of his voice were Emﬁg
G J

. yumagure In the uncertain dusk,
4 . honoka ni .rnsm no I'saw but dimly the hue
voring the feeling iro o mite of the blossom;
Jong last I have seen kesa wa kasumi no this morning I go forth
onge blossom, tachi zo wazurau with vision obscured by haze.

arn my gaze
n cherry tree.?

The nun wrote back in elegant, aristocratic script, set down in an easy
running hand:
hen the time is ripe’ wo,;

makoto ni ya I shall wait to see
; hana no atari wa if it be true—this hint
ooked at him wit) tachiuki to from hazy skies
; kasumuru sora no of regret to leave the place
keshiki o0 mo mimu where the blossom has come forth.

As Genji was entering the carriage, a large party of gentlemen, including
his brothers-in-law, arrived from the minister’s mansion to escort him, dis-
turbed because he had left without telling people where he was going. To-
no-chnjo, Sachuben, and others of the minister’s sons were among those
‘who had come in search of him. “We are always eager to accompany you
on an excursion like this. The last thing we expected was to be left behind,”
they complained. Someone added, “It would be a shame to start back with-
~out lingering awhile in the shade of these gorgeous cherry blossoms.”

They seated themselves in rows on the moss, near some rocks, and began
drink. The spot was below the waterfall, with a delightful view of the
ending stream.

,‘«\

impossible to look away from the peerless—indeed, uncanny—

senji’s appearance as he leaned languidly against a rock. As usual,

the mansion included an escort who played the oboe, and
entleman, an enthusiastic amateur musician, who had

o carry his panpipes.

rsonally carrying a seven-stringed koto. “Do play
ji. “It would be a treat even for our mountain
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“Is neglect so painful?” ghe answered haly
her face intimidatingly elegant and beautifyl ::

“You almost never talk to me— . A
is ._._maa? the word for people in our situation; it’s a harsh ”_Mv:m%. <__m:
things. But then you always make me feel small. Even tho %\_M putting
thing I can to try to change your mind, you j 3 Whsg s

. febes ust seem to disl;
Well, while there’s life there’s hope, I suppose.” He n:Hn_.M& H_MM__MMMH:JMMMM.

gly, with a sidelong glance,

and now | must confess to

pretended to be falling asleep, meanwhi
reflections on his relations with women.

Much as he wanted to see the young herb mature, it was only natural that
the nun should consider the child unready for marriage. The point would
be hard to argue. But why not try to find some means of simply bringing her
home, so that she might always be present to help him forget his troubles?
He wondered how she could look so much like her aunt. Prince Hyobukyo
himself was aristocratic and elegant enough, but not particularly handsome.
Could it be because the Fujitsubo lady was the prince’s full sister? The
child’s kinship to the lady made her seem very precious, and he swore to
himself that he would find a way to get her.

The next day, he sent courtesy letters to the hermitage. He probably took
the occasion to drop a hint to the bishop. To the nun, he said in part, “When
you seemed unwilling to consider my proposal, I felt too embarrassed to
attempt a full explanation of what was in my mind. I would be so happy if
this letter—this persistence—could convince you of the extraordinary depth
of my feeling.” There was an enclosure, a small knotted letter: !*

All my heart I left
with the mountain cherry tree.

omokage wa
mi 0 mo hanarezu

yamazakura Why, then, should its image
kokoro no kagiri never absent itself
tomete koshikado from what remains of me?

“I worry about the wind in the night, too.” s
Needless to say, his calligraphy was exquisite; and the very style of the
letter, with its casual wrapping, seemed superb to the dazzled eyes of the

13. “Neglect” paraphrases the lady’s reply, which puts Genji on the defensive by punning

on the verb tou (“inquire™; “visit”). Her question can mean either, “Is it painful when someone

inquire?” or, “Is it painful when someone fails to visit?” :

T mom the n_u—.m_m Murasaki. As the name implies, knotted letters (musubibumi)

d into knots. They were used for love letters. More formal communications
such R.,Gnnmm.u letter to the nun, were written on flat pieces of paper and m:n_omnn_
‘bent and twisted at the ends. Genii’s poem initiates Murasaki's association with

ssoms : t the book.

w?ﬂa«ﬁ&.ﬂ&.wﬂﬂ”:ﬂ&hﬂ / okite zo mitsuru / ume no hana / yo no ma no
w.w_upw!.uﬁn of the plum! I arose to inspect them in dawn’s early light,

wind in the night might have carried them away”).
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kumisomete
kuyashi to kikishi

yama no i no
asaki nagara ya
kage o misubeki

How can I show her
to one whose shallowness must bring
regrets resembling those
of the traveler who sought to scoop
water from a shallow spring? 7
Koremitsu’s report was much the same. To Geniji's disappointment, Sho-
nagon said, “If my mistress’s health impro ,

: 1proves, she'll stay here awhile longer
and then move to her house in the city. 1 imagine she’ll be in touch with
your master after that.”

The mc__:m_.__.u.o lady had withdrawn from the palace because of an indis-
position. Genji felt very sorry for the worried, woebegone emperor, but
he also reflected that now, if ever, was his opportunity. So great was his
mental turmoil that his visits to other quarters stopped altogether. Whether
he was at court or at home, he gazed absently into space during the day-
time; and after nightfall he harassed O-no-myobu with entreaties. [ can't
say how Myobu managed it, but he did meer the lady in a quite inexcus-
able manner. Even while he was with her, he was tormented by the feeling
that it was only a dream. For her, the mere recollection of a certain aston-
ishing earlier event had been a source of infinite grief, and she had made a
firm resolve to prevent a repetition. Now she seemed extremely depressed
and upset; and the reserve and discretion of her demeanor made him feel
rather small, lovable and sweet though she was. He almost resented the
very qualities that set her apart from other women, the lack of any taint
of mediocrity. It was hopeless to try to express all that was in his mind,
or even to exhaust one of the innumerable subjects he wanted to broach.
He would have liked to be staying on Kurabu-no-yama [Darkness Moun-
tain], but the night was cruelly short, and he could only think, in despair,

that it would have been better if the meeting had not taken place.'s [His
poem:]

mite mo mata 1 would become one
au yo mare naru with this most precious of dreams,
yume no uchi ni for though I see you now,
yagate magiruru there may never be a :m.mrﬂ
Wwa ga mi to mo ga na when we two meer again.

As he um.e,_nn. he choked with sobs. She could not help feeling sorry for him.

7 allusion to a composition, also based on the Asakayama poem, in which the m?wrn..
lceves scooping water, which turns out to be too muddy to drink. Anonymous (KKR]

: g»%v?—-no\ kumisometekeru / asakereba / sode nomi nururu / yama no i no mizu ( I

pt to scoop a drink of water from the mountain spring: the pool has proved
e merely drenched my sleeves”). .

u[nolyama zwvvﬂa frequently in classical Japanese literature as a place where
ht might be expected. It has been variously identified as an old name for Kura-
akyd-ku, Kyoto) and as a mountain in Omi Province (Shiga Prefecture).
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but Myobu .?: extremely nervous; in her opinion, things were now even
more complicated than before, and there was no way at all to contrive a
secret meeting. He no longer received even the trifling one-line replies with

which the lady had occasionally acknowledged his messages.

It was not until the seventh month that the Fujitsubo lady went back to
the imperial palace. The emperor was charmed by the novelty of her pres-
ence and moved by her frail appearance, and he loved her even better than
before. Somewhat full of figure, with a face thin from worry, she remained
a woman of incomparable beauty. As usual, he spent all his time in her
apartments. With Hra.mammos at hand during which music was most interest-
ing, he also kept Geniji at his side, calling on him to play the seven-stringed
koto, the flute, or some other instrument. Genji did his best to behave in a
discreet manner, but there were times when he failed to hide his passion;
and on such occasions the lady could not help letting her thoughts dwell on
things she would sooner have forgotten.

The bishop’s sister had left the hermitage, her health improved. Genji
learned where she was living in the city and sent an occasional letter. Natu-
rally enough, the answer was always the same, but his longing for the Fuji-
tsubo lady was more desperate than ever during those months, and he
thought of nothing else.

Toward the end of autumn, he felt unbearably sad and depressed. One
night when the moon was especially beautiful, his thoughts turned belatedly
to a place where he had been accustomed to pay secret visits. Raindrops had
begun to fall, perhaps the beginning of a shower. His destination was near
the intersection of Rokujo and Kyogoku avenues, which seemed rather a
long distance from his point of departure, the imperial palace. On the way,
he noticed a neglected dwelling shaded by ancient trees.

“That house belonged to the late inspector—major counselor,” said Ko-
remitsu, who was attending him as usual. “I stopped by there for something
one day, and a lady-in-waiting told me they were beside themselves with
anxiety about the nun. She’s apparently sunk very low.”

“Poor lady! I ought to have called. Why didn’t you let me know? Go in
and tell them I’'m here to inquire about her,” Geniji said.

k Koremitsu sent someone inside with the message. “Tell them His Lordship

as made a special trip,” he said.
The ladie

s-in-waiting were taken aback when the messenger announced
Geniji’s arrival. “This is awkward. Her Ladyship has gone into a shocking
...n,mmnmun during the last few days; she can’t possibly receive anyone,” they
“‘wm&..wﬁ it would have been disrespectful to turn him away, so they tidied
the south eave-chamber and ushered him in.
“Thi Ngs are in a sad state of disarray here, but we did want to thank you
your visit, at least,” said one of the nun’s attendants. “Please forgive our
X of preparation and the remote location of this room.”

mﬁo& a novelty to be received in such a place, Genji thought. He
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It was Shonagon who replied. “The person you asked about is going to
retire to the temple in the hills; it seems that any day now may be her _mmﬂ
If she fails to thank you in this world, she will do s in the next.” He Ewm.
deeply moved. .
Autumn evenings were the times w
sively on the lady for whom he pined, and the season must also have in-
creased his irrational desire to secure possession of the little girl who was
related to her. Recalling the night when the nun had composed th
about the dew’s reluctance to vanish, he yearned for the child. And v
was a twinge of apprehension. What if she proved less than he anti
[He composed a poem:]

hen his thoughts dwelt most obses-

e poem
et there
cipated?

te ni tsumite
itsu shi ka mo mimu
murasaki no
ne ni kayoikeru
nobe no wakakusa

May I soon pluck it

and make it mine—the young herb
growing on the plain,

its roots akin to those

of the purple murasaki.2!

It was decided that the emperor would visit the Suzakuin in the tenth
month. Everyone qualified to perform as a dancer was pressed into ser-
vice—sons of exalted houses, senior nobles, and courtiers, as well as the
usual professionals—and all were fully occupied with refining their skills,
from princes and ministers on down.

Realizing that he had let considerable time elapse without inquiring about
the nun at the temple in the hills, Genji made a point of sending off a mes-
senger. The only response came from the bishop. “*She finally succumbed on
the twentieth of last month. Such is the way of the world, but I grieve for her.”

He read the letter with a poignant awareness of the ephemerality of
worldly things. And what of the child the nun had fretted over? At her age,
she must miss her grandmother dreadfully. He dispatched a warm letter of
condolence, moved by memories of his own mother’s death, dim though
they were. Shonagon returned an appropriate answer.

He learned that the household had returned to the mansion in the city at
the end of the mourning period, and a few days later he took advantage of

e m?avuﬂmrn to call in person. The atmosphere at the neglected estate seemed

murasaki (Lithospermum officinale var. erythrorhizon) is a gromwell common in
throughout Japan. About two feet high, it bears small, white, five-petaled flowers
d stalk in summer, and its thick, purple roots yield a pigment that was v.:nnm
ctions as a metaphor for the Fujitsubo lady, who derives her sobriquet
wisteria (fuji) in the courtyard (tsubo) of her residence at the palace; later, it
d’s name. Genji's poem alludes to a poem Ariwara no Narihira composed to
cloak to the husband of his wife’s sister (Kks 868): murasaki no /iro
haru ni / no naru kusaki zo / wakarezarikeru (“When deep color stains
roots, we cannot but prize each grass and shrub on the .v_n_q_ m—_,_.nzr_am
hi poem says, in effect, “When a man’s love for his i_mn‘m.mqn.ﬁm
extends to all who are associated with her; he makes no distinction
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She got up and approached the room, asking in a sweet voice, “Shonagon,
where is the gentleman? Has Father arrived?”
“It’s not the prince, but you mustn’t trear m

Geniji said.

Child H_.:.E.hm_,_ she was, she recognized the voice of the splendid gentleman
who had visited mwn temple. She went up to her nurse, afraid of having said
the wrong thing. “Let’s go, Shonagon, I'm sleepy.”

“Why must you hide from me now? Sleep on my knees. Come a little
closer,” Genji said.

“This is what I meant. She’s still at the innocent age.” The nurse pushed
her charge toward him, and the child sat down with an unconcerned air.
Genji put his hand inside the curtain. Her hair hung in silky strands above
the soft robe, and the abundance of the ends suggested that it must be re-
markably lovely. He took her hand.

Disconcerted and frightened by the approach of someone unfamiliar, she
pulled away and retreated inside. “I said I wanted to go to bed.”

Geniji slipped in after her. “I'm the one who’s going to care for you from
now on. Don’t be unfriendly.”

“This is unnerving, sir. You’re going much too far. Whatever you may say
to her will be a waste of time,” the nurse said in distress.

“She’s only a child; there’s no question of my doing anything. I merely
want you to understand that mine is no ordinary love,” Genji said.

A violent hailstorm made the night seem eerie. Tears came to Geniji’s eyes.
“She must be dreadfully lonely with so few people around.” It would be
unbearable, he thought, to go off and leave her like this. “Close the shut-
ters,” he told them. “It’s a terrible night out. I'll be on duty; the rest of you
stay close by.” He entered the curtain-dais with a matter-of-fact air.

The ladies-in-waiting were aghast. Shonagon felt especially dismayed and
indignant, but she merely sighed. There was nothing to gain by making a
scene.
~ The terrified child trembled with apprehension, her fair skin roughening
as though chilled. Moved to pity, Genji wrapped her in her singlet. Not
unshocked by his own behavior, he began to talk in affectionate tones about
gs that he thought might please her. “How about coming to a place

ere there are lots of interesting pictures and dolls to play with?™ he asked.

s friendly, gentle speech calmed her fears, but she tossed and turned, too

orm raged throughout the night.

@m have been truly lonely if His Lordship hadn’t stayed. What a
of marriageable age!” the ladies-in-waiting whispered to one
xious nurse stayed as close as possible to the curtain-dais.

> wind had died down a bit, Genji emerged in the dark, as a.ocm.r

t. “Now that I've seen what a pitiful situation this is for her, I'll

to keep from worrying. | want to move her to the place

e like a stranger. Come here,”

.
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that she must wear robes limp with age. “Over the years while she was living
with the ailing old lady, I used to urge her to come and make friends with
the people at my house, but she was strangely reluctant, and my wife also
seemed hesitant about stepping forward. I'm sorry she has to move under
these circumstances,” he said.

“But there’s no need for her to go right away,” Shonagon said. “She can
stay here awhile longer, lonely though it is. I'm sure it will be best if she
doesn’t move until she’s old enough to understand what goes on around
her.” She added, “She never stops grieving; she won’t eat a thing.” The
child’s face was indeed very thin, but it made her look all the more refined
and appealing.

“You shouldn’t carry on so,” the prince told his daughter. “There’s no use
thinking about the dead now. I'm here; everything’s all right.” The day drew
to a close as he talked on in the same vein, and he prepared to take his leave.
The child wept to see him go, her unhappiness drawing tears from his own
eyes. “You mustn’t take things so hard. I'll move you to my house in a day
or two,” he said. He set out after many repetitions of this and other soothing
remarks. The house seemed empty after his departure, and the little girl shed
tears of loneliness.

No worries about the future crossed the child’s mind; all her thoughts
were of her grandmother, the person to whom she had been close for years,
with never a moment’s separation, and who was now dead. The intensity of
her grief brought a lump to her throat and kept her from her usual play,
child though she was. There were a certain number of distractions during
the daytime, but she lapsed into gloom after dark. Unable to comfort her,
the nurse wept with her. “How can you go on like this?” she said.

Geniji sent Koremitsu to help the household for the night. “I ought to
come myself, but His Majesty has summoned me,” his message said. “1 feel
deep concern for the child after having seen her in those sad circumstances.”
~ “This is no way to act at the beginning of a relationship, even if it isn’t a
Rum B.mnnmmo.: Shonagon said.>
.érn prince will be sure to scold us for neglecting our duty if he hears

utit,” said someone else.

very careful,” Shonagon told her charge. “Don’t make some childish
ice to Lord Genji when you happen to be talking to your father.” But
the child was dismayingly inattentive.

told Koremitsu of her concerns. “Perhaps an ineluctable fate
r his wife at some future time. But in my opinion, she’s far from
marriage now. I worry because I don’t understand the motive be-
‘master’s odd advances. Furthermore, her father called today and
 care of her so I don’t have to worry; don’t neglect your respon-
S all terribly upsetting. Your master’s gallantry is more worrisome

1to a serious relationship was expected to visit the woman on each of
their initial night together.
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tapped on a corner door,
She came out.

“His Lordship has arrived,” Koremitsu said.

“The child is asleep. How is it that you've come
asked, thinking to herself that Genji was probably o
an assignation.

] heard a while ago that she was about to move to the prince’s house. |
have something to say to her before she goes,” Genji said.

Shonagon laughed. “What can it be? She won't produce much of an an-
swer.” To her consternation, Genji entered the room. “Some older ladies are
relaxing here,” she said. “They’re quite unpresentable.”

“Your mistress probably isn’t awake yet,” Genji said. “I'll get her up.
How could anyone sleep through this enchanting morning mist?” He moved
to the interior, where the women were too stunned to utter a word of
protest.

The child was fast asleep. He picked her up and awakened her, and she
opened her eyes. “Father has come for me,” she thought, still half asleep.
Genji smoothed her tangled hair. “Let’s go. The prince has sent me for you.”
Puzzled and frightened, she realized that he was not her father. “Now, now,
this won’t do. I’'m just the same as your father, you know,” he said. He
carried her out.

“What are you doing?” said Tayu and Shonagon.

“I told her I wanted to take her to a nice place because | was anxious
about not being able to come here whenever I pleased. Now | am dismayed
to learn that she’s supposed to move elsewhere, which would make things
still worse; I couldn’t even send her a letter. So I'm going to take her to the
place I mentioned. One of you ladies come with us,” Genji said.

“Today is the worst possible time. What would we tell the prince when
he came? The two of you will marry some day if that’s your destiny. But this
15 50 sudden! Milady’s attendants are all at a loss,” said Shonagon in great
agitation,

- “Very well, the attendants can come later.” Genji ordered his men to
bring the carriage up. The astonished women gathered in a worried cluster,
unable to decide what to do. The child wept, aware that something strange
Wwas happening. Realizing that there was no way to keep her, Shonagon

clearing his throat, Shonagon recognized his voice.

so late at night?” she
n his way home from

e wSrom up the robes they had sewed for her the night before, changed her

OWn garments for more suitable attire, and got into the carriage. :

- The new day had yet to dawn when they arrived at the Nijo Mansion,
Which was close by. The men took the carriage to the west wing, and Genji
8Ot out with the child in his arms, holding her very gently. mrozmmow
Nesitated. [ still feel as though I'm dreaming; I don’t know what to do,
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The Tale : Young Murasaki
; mo:ﬂ [t was all so &55»3:%« LT
110 : ettin what woul Sug, e ol s _
.s_aasuﬁqomua.:nn say? ?..i i a rmnoaam had been right; this was an entertaining place. In her naive fashion, she was
There see .:@wnw%%_m &n EBR_ out, it was S_mmo:_so o s00n distracted by the interesting pictures on the folding screens.
5k S%mam.mw m%«ﬁ n_.__nwmwﬁ been able to rely. j.mn.::_.mm.m y F Genji went nowhere mo_.. the next two or three days, not even to the im-
the child 10 ma.a.a & ought f0 3 restrain them, recognizing that H_Wg nn_.mm_ palace, so that he might converse with the child and win her affection.
Jose those 00 %%&%m&_ﬁva ol Perhaps with the n.ro:m_: of _Q::m them serve as models, he produced vari-
@&%ﬁnﬂw«. ., .+ the room, which was not the one Oas: " ous things with his T_.:m__,_ for her Inspection—practice characters, pictures,
were EE%_«MQ curtain-dais oned Koremitsu and had him see ~_”_ and so forth. He assembled them cnw::?:% One especially fine calligraphic
?03183 using: Genii sl na_.nui..n_nmm. There was not much p, : specimen v....:.a two lines of poetry: ._ m_mr. at the mention of Musashino.” 2
»EE§.___&. and a curt «tand and some cushions He Ory She picked it up and saw a verse, written in tiny characters:
n ol ﬁga———o ! . 56
i " bt things and —mQ mnwcc.:. The ﬂn_._._.ma__” ne wa minedo I have not seen its roots,
but she avown without w_,i:m W aware to zo omou but it is very dear to me—
iEar i voice sounded Y musashino no the kin of the plant
Shonagon. Her VELY Youn, kewab hard rv hrough the d
Jieas mom to slee . tsuyu wakewaburu ard to approach through the dews
A aren’t SUppO P with Your kusa no yukari o of Musashino Plain.

ate, with tears in her eyes. The
: “Come, you must write something t0o,” Genji said.

round. The mansion anq il «I don’t write very well yet.”
anything in her experienc He smiled at the artless charm with which she raised her eyes. “You
kle like jewels. She i mustn’t refuse to write just because you can’t do it well. I'll teach you,” he
it least there were no fin | said. Even to himself, it seemed strange that he should be utterly beguiled
s used only for the _.nnnuagm by the childish way in which she grasped the brush when she turned aside
‘Nobody was arou¢ ~ to Write.

; “] made a mistake,” she said in a shy voice, trying to hide the paper. He
captured it and looked at it:

ary affair.” kakotsubeki I feel uneasy
est wing. Thesu - yue o shiraneba because I don’t understand
nient for you withn obotsuka na why you have to sigh.
from the other ] ika naru kusa no What kind of plant can it be
: - yukari naruran to which I am akin?

age girls fron
w&%&. The n.a__n_

ildish though the calligraphy looked, its amplitude promised good
ngs in the future. The resemblance to the late nun’s hand was unmistak-
able. She should do very well if she studied examples of a fashionable style,

bmmw thought. He played dolls with her, assembling a whole row of houses,
~and und the pastime an excellent way to take his mind off his troubles.
- The ladies-in-waiting who had stayed behind scarcely knew what to say
L the prince arrived and questioned them. Genji had instructed them to

ody for the time being; and Shonagon, who was of the same mind,
nt word that they must maintain absolute silence. Thus they merely

s (KKRJ 3507): shiranedomo / musashino to ieba / kakotarenu / yoshi ya sa
o yue (“Though I have not seen it, I sigh at the mention of Musashino.
be, you ask? The murasaki is to blame™). Genii puts his own interpreta-
Musashino and murasaki as metaphors for the child and the Fuji
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