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The Translation
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‘View of Kagurazaka and Ushigome bridge to Edo Castle’ by Utagawa Hiroshige, 1840 — Natsume Sōseki was born on 9 February 1867 in the town of Babashita, Ushigome (present-day Kikui, Shinjuku, Tokyo).
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Shinjuku City today


Hojoki (1891)
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Natsume Kinnosuke was born in 1867 in the town of Babashita, Ushigome, Edo in present day Kikui, part of Tokyo. He was the fifth son of a powerful and wealthy village head, who handled most civil lawsuits at his doorstep. Natsume began his life as an unwanted child, born to his mother when she was forty years old and his father fifty-three; he already had five siblings. Having five children and a toddler had created family insecurity and was deemed by some a disgrace to the family. A childless couple, Shiobara Masanosuke and his wife, adopted young Natsume in 1868 and raised him until the age of nine, when the couple divorced. He returned to his biological family and was welcomed by his mother, although he was regarded as a nuisance by his father. His mother died when he was fourteen and his two eldest brothers died in 1887, increasing his lack of confidence in his family environment.

Sōseki attended the First Tokyo Middle School (now Hibiya High School), where he was inspired by Chinese literature, hoping one day to become a writer. However, his family disapproved strongly and when Sōseki entered the Tokyo Imperial University in September 1884, it was with the intention of becoming an architect. Although he preferred Chinese classics, he started studying English at that time, feeling that it might prove useful to him in his future career, as English was a necessity in Japanese college.

In 1887, Sōseki met Masaoka Shiki, the master haikuist of his generation, who would prove to be an important friend, giving him encouragement on the path to becoming a writer. Shiki tutored him in the art of composing haiku. From this point on, he began signing his poems with the epithet Sōseki, a Chinese idiom meaning ‘stubborn’. In 1890 he entered the English Literature department and quickly mastered the English language. The following year he produced a partial English translation of the classical work Hōjōki upon request by his English literature professor James Main Dixon. 

Often titled in English as An Account of My Hut or The Ten Foot Square Hut, Hōjōki is an important, though short work of Japan’s early Kamakura period (1185-1333). It was composed in 1212 by Kamo no Chōmei, a poet of the waka form (including verse often composed in a 5-7-5-7-7 metre). Hōjōki depicts the Buddhist concept of impermanence (mujō) through the description of various disasters such as earthquakes, famine, whirlwinds and conflagration that befall the people of the capital city Kyoto. Chōmei, who in his early career worked as court poet and was also an accomplished player of the biwa and koto, became a renunciant in his fifties and moved farther and farther into the mountains, eventually living in a 10-foot square hut located at Mt. Hino. Hōjōki has been classified both as belonging to the zuihitsu genre and as Buddhist literature. Now considered as a Japanese literary classic, it remains an important part of the Japanese school curriculum.

Sōseki was the first to translate the poem into English; in fact, it was one of the earliest works of classic Japanese literature to be translated into a European language. Sōseki’s professor, Dixon, consequently came out with his own translation, which was largely based on Sōseki’s work.


[image: img20.jpg]

Masaoka Shiki (1867-1902) was a Japanese poet, author and literary critic in Meiji period Japan. He was an important friend to Sōseki, inspiring him to follow his dream to become a professional writer.
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The thirteenth century author Kamo no Chōmei by Kikuchi Yōsai, c. 1850
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Early Kamakura copy of ‘Hōjōki’, said to have been handwritten by Kamo no Chomei


INTRODUCTORY ESSAY

8th December, 1891
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THE LITERARY PRODUCTS of a genius contain everything. They are a mirror in which everyone finds his image, reflected with startling exactitude; they are a fountain which quenches the thirst of fiery passion, refreshes a dull, dejected spirit, cools the hot care-worn temples and infuses into all a subtle sense of pleasure all but spiritual; an elixir inspiring all, a tonic elevating all minds. The works of a talented man, on the other hand, contain nothing. There we find fine words, finely linked together and fine sentiments, also finely interposed. But then they are only set up for show. Like a mirage, they strike us for a moment with astonishment, but soon slip out of our mental vision because of their unsubstantiality. We may be amused by them just for an hour or so, then dispense with them forever without incurring any loss to our intellectual storehouse.

Again there is a third class of literary production which stands half-way between the above two and which will perhaps be most clearly defined by the name ‘works of enthusiasm.’ Books of this class are not meant for all men in all conditions, as are those of a genius, nor are they written from the egotistic object of being read, nor as a pastime of leisure hours, as those of a talent, but they are the outcome of some strong conviction which satiating the author’s mind finds its outlet either in the form of a literary composition or in that of natural eloquence. They are not the result of forced labour or of deliberate artifice, but are feats accomplished, so to speak spontaneously. At their best where the conviction is so profound as to be raised to the level of truth itself, and the passion attains a white heat, they are in no wise separated from the works of genius. Even in their worst, they cannot fail to attract some readers whose view of life runs in the same groove as the author’s, nor can they cease to be a source of pleasure to those whose temperaments happen, in certain points, to sympathize with his. For whether they be short or long, elaborate or succinct, they are invariably earnest in tone. And earnestness is that quality which carries us along with it, whether we will or not.

Writers of this class are however subject to a certain disadvantage from which the other two are generally free. When their thoughts are too uncommon or too abstruse, they cannot, as a matter of fact, have many readers. The intellectual flames, too fine and subtile to catch the average mind, has (sic) no power, in this case, to kindle a spiritual fire in it, the appeal to whose common sense is a decided mark of popularity. In such cases, they are generally superseded by transient luminaries of minor dimensions and doomed to sink into oblivion, hiding that one talent ‘lodged in them useless.’

Still popularity does not make a poet or an author, anymore than the average sentiment for the beautiful would make aesthetics. Paradoxical though it may seem, an author’s real power is sometimes in inverse ratio with his popularity. For if he fails to appeal to mankind at large he may still appeal to a select few whose opinion is far more valuable than the applause of the multitude.

As in the case of intellect where to recognise a truth is not the lot of every man, though he be endowed with the same faculty of reasoning and the same form of understanding as others, just so in the province of literature, it does not lie within every man’s power to appreciate a work of high merit which seems at first sight to be meaningless at even repulsive. We may safely lay down the proposition that no one will deny the simple truth that two and two make four, but we doubt whether there is one in every ten who will consent to the statement that the world’s onward course consists of the gradual unfolding of the Mundane Spirit. Nor would anyone except the cultured acknowledge the truth that space and time are not objective realities but only the necessary forms of subjective cognition. This difference between common sense and philosophy, may, to a certain degree, be stated as existing between common sense and literature. For, as M. Taine wisely remarks, under every literature lies a philosophy and a philosophy which is a mere skeleton, becomes a literature when clothed with flesh and blood. Common people who look only at the outward semblance are struck dumb with admiration, where it is shaped with such a skill as in the case of a great artist, and stand gazing on, until they forget to consider what a grim ungainly bony case is concealed within. But where both flesh and blood are scanty in quantity and are subordinated in treatment to the structure of the skeleton, so that its ugly frame may be seen through the skin, people are generally scared and will soon take to their heels. Only firm and robust minds can resist the momentary shock and find there something attractive; or persons with a peculiar bent of mind who find their likenesses reflected there, can truly sympathize with those seeming apparitions.

An apparition, possibly, the following piece may seem to most of us, inasmuch as only a few can nowadays resist its angry isolation and sullen estrangement from mankind, still fewer can recognise their own features reflected in it. Philosophical arguments too may be urged against the author’s narrow-minded pessimism, his one-sided view of life, his complete renunciation of social and family bonds. With all that, the work recommends itself to some of us for two reasons: first for the grave but not defiant tone with which the author explains the proper way of living, and represents the folly of pursuing shadows for happiness, secondly for his naïve admiration of nature as something capable of giving him temporary pleasure, and his due respect for what was noble in his predecessors.

It is an inconsistency that a man who is so decidedly pessimistic in tendency should turn to inanimate nature as the only object of his sympathy. For physical environments, however sublime and beautiful, can never meet our sympathy with sympathy. We can not deny that we are sometimes inspired by her grandeur, — which however is not the case with Chōmei — but the inspiration comes only through Some mechanical influence as in the case of an electric shock acting powerfully upon our system and not through anything like spiritual communication which may exist between man and man. After all, nature is dead. Unless we recognise in her the presence of a spirit, as Wordsworth does, we cannot prefer her to man, nay we cannot bring her on the same level as the latter, as our object of sympathy. Man with all his foibles and shortcomings, has still more or less sympathy for his fellow creatures. Granting that love deepens where sympathy is reciprocal, we find no reason why we should renounce all human ties and sullenly fly to cold, unsympathetic nature as the only friend in the world, who is really harmless. Harmless she may be, but can never be affectionate!

In the second place, Chōmei forsook the world, because, he tells us, all earthly things are precarious in state, fortuitous in nature and therefore not worth while aspiring after. Why then did he look so indulgently upon nature which is not a jot less subject to change? Why did he not renounce her in the same breath with which he renounced life and property? It is still more unaccountable that such a professed misanthrope as Chōmei should find any interest in some particular individuals who had gone before him. Be that as it may, however, we are not concerned merely with his inconsistencies, of which he has many.

In spite of these drawbacks, the author is always possessed with grave sincerity and has nothing in him, which we may can sportive carelessness. If he cannot stand critical analysis, he is at least entitled to no small degree of eulogy for his spotless conduct and ascetic life which he led among the hills of Toyama, unstained from the obnoxious influence of this Mammon-worshipping, pleasure-hunting ugly world.

Chōmei’s view of life which has [been] implicitly mentioned above, may well be illustrated by a quotation from Shakespeare: — 

“The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces, The solemn temples, the great globe itself, Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve. And like this insubstantial pageant faded, Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff As dreams are made on and our little life Is rounded with a sleep.”

Considering the particular social circumstances under which he lived, his peculiar turn of mind much hardened by his personal experiences as well as the strong influence which Buddhistic theology exerted upon his thought, it is not surprising he was irresistibly driven into an ethereal region where eternal mind calmly sits by itself, emancipated from all objects of ephemeral nature. Thus to him, to be up and doing, still achieving, still pursuing, seemed the greatest folly of all follies. Rather like ‘the hermit of the dale’ he might invite others: — 

“Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; All earth-born cares are wrong: Man wants but little here below, Nor wants that little long.”



Deeply impressed by the insecurity of life and property, he fled to nature. There among flowers and rocks, he quietly breathed his last. Let a Bellamy laugh at this poor recluse from his Utopian region of material triumph; let a Wordsworth pity him who looked at nature merely as objective and could not find in it a motion and a spirit, rolling through all things; let all those whose virtue consists of sallying out and seeking his adversary, turn upon him as an object of ridicule: for all that he would never have wavered from his conviction.

Of Chōmei’s life a few sentences suffice to tell you all. He lived in the latter half of the twelfth century, and was the son of the rector of the Kamo temple in Yamashiro. His solicitations to succeed to his father’s position being refused, he shaved his head in vexation and retired to the sequestered village of Ōhara. At the invitation by Sanetomo, he went to Kamakura and was a guest of that prince for a time. He spent in seclusion the remainder of his life in Toyama.

He was well acquainted with the art of composing Japanese verse. Many pieces of his are found in a collection called Choku-sen (Imperial selection). Besides the Hojio-ki, he wrote the Kei-gioku-shū, the Mumyo-shō, Hosshin-shū, Shiki-monogatari and others.

In rendering this little piece into English, I have taken some pains to preserve the Japanese construction as far as possible. But owing to the radical difference both of the nature of language and the mode of expression, I was obliged, now and then, to take liberties and to make slight omissions and insertions. Some annotations have also been inserted where it seemed necessary. If they be of the slightest use in the way of clearing up the difficulties of the text, my object is gained. After all, my claim as regards this translation is fully vindicated, if it proves itself readable. For its literary finish and elegance, I leave it to others to satisfy you.

5th December, 1891.

K. Natsume


TRANSLATION

H O J I O – K I 1
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INCESSANT IS THE CHANGE of water where the stream glides on calmly: the spray appears over a cataract, yet vanishes without a moment’s delay. Such is the fate of men in the world and of the houses in which they live. Walls standing side by side, things vying with one another in loftiness, these are from generations past the abodes of high and low in a mighty town. But none of them has resisted the destructive work of time. Some stand in ruins; others are replaced by new structures. Their possessors too share the same fate with them. Let the place be the same, the people as numerous as before, yet we can scarcely meet one out of every ten, with whom we had long ago a chance of coming across. We see our first light in the morning and return to our long home in the evening. Our destiny is like bubbles of water. Whence do we come? Whither do we tend? What ails us, what delights us in this unreal world? It is impossible to say. A house with its master, which passes away in a state of perpetual change, may well be compared to a morning-glory with a dew drop upon it. Sometimes the dew falls and the flower remains but only to die in the first sunshine: sometimes the dew survives the drooping flower, yet can not live till the evening.

More than forty years of existence have rewarded me with the sight of several wonderful spectacles in this world. On the 28th of April in the 3rd year of Angen (1177) when the wind was raging and the night was boisterous, a fire broke out at eight o’clock in the south-eastern part of the city and spread towards the north-east. The Sujakuden2, the Daikyokuden, the Daigakurio, and the Mimbushō were all reduced to ashes in one night. A temporary structure at Tominokōji in Hinokuchi where the sick were lodged, was said to be the starting-point of the winged conflagration. Caught by the wind hovering around, the fire soon proceeded thence in the form of an open fan. It enveloped3 distant houses in smoke, and licked with fiery tongues the neighbouring ground. Sparks scattered on high, blazing with dazzling light, presented a brilliant glow of immense dimension. Amidst this red chaos, the flames driven by the wind, flew over the distance of one or two chō and found their new home in another quarter. The inhabitants were of course out of their wits. Some fell choked with smoke, others died in the conflagration. Those who fortunately escaped with their lives, lost all their property. No estimate could be formed of the treasures and riches that perished. One third of the city was left a wilderness. Thousands of people together with an immense number of cattle, fell victims to this merciless conflagration. Of all human contrivances which prove fruitless, the feeblest is that effort of theirs to reside in cities which are so dangerous.

On the 29th of February in the fourth year of Jishō (1180), a whirlwind arose in Kiogoku and rushed toward Rokujō with terrible vehemence. Travelling three or four chō in one gust, it wrecked all the houses standing in its way. Some were thrown down flat upon the ground; others stood only with their pillars. The roofs of gates were blown off, fences were broken and neighbours found their mansions without any boundaries. Articles of furniture were whirled up into the sky; the bark and thatch which had covered the roofs looked like leaves before a wintry wind. The dust which, like thick smoke, blinded our eyes, the raging of the gale which drowned all human voices, reminded one of the Gō wind of Hell.4 The wind destroyed not only houses, but maimed many people who were engaged in checking its work. It travelled toward the south-west much to the grief of people living there. Though a whirlwind usually springs up, such a violent one is indeed an exception. I could not help thinking then that it was meant for a warning from the Unseen.

(Several paragraphs which follow are devoted to an account of the removal of the capital to Setstsu in 1180, of the famine during Yōwa (1181), of the pestilence in the same year, the earthquake in the second year of Genreki. All these however are not essential to the true purport of the piece, so that we can dispense with them with little hesitation.)

Such are the evils of the world, the instability of life and of human habitations. Still greater’ is the distress which we experience through the shackles of social bonds. Those who enjoy the favour of the great may for a moment be steeped in pleasure, but Can not enjoy permanent happiness. Even forcing back their tears, they sometimes counterfeit a careless smile, though always restless in demeanour. Like a sparrow close by the nest of an eagle, they live in a state of perpetual fear. Poor folks, on the other hand, are vexed with their wretched condition, are forced to look on the impotent envy of their wives and children, and to put up with the insolence of their rich neighbours. They too are unable to enjoy even a moment’s peace of mind. Again those who live near thoroughfares can never escape the fury of conflagration when it rages. Let them reside in the country; they are then subject to no small disadvantage of bad roads, not to speak of an occasional attack from burglars. The strong knows no content, the single is the object of contempt; wealth brings with it an equal amount of care; poverty always goes hand in hand with distress; reliance makes one another’s slave; charity fetters the mind with affection: to act exactly like others is intolerable; not to act as they do seems to be madness. In what place shall we settle and with what occupation shall we amuse ourselves?

Inheriting my paternal grandmother’s estate, I lived long there. Bereft of my family, however, and having lost vigour through a series of misfortunes, I was at last compelled to forsake the paternal estate, when I was thirty years of age and to inhabit a hut with no other companion than my own mind. When compared to my former residence in extent, it was scarcely more than one-tenth. A room there was indeed, but a house it was not in the proper sense of the term. No gate adorned the poor hedge. Bamboo pillars supported the roof: the floor rested upon a wagon5 When the wind blew hard or a snow-storm set in, the hut was in constant danger of being swept off or of falling down. Moreover, being situated near the river bank, a flood could easily wash it away. Thus overtaxed with earthly cares, my mind fell an easy prey to despondency. In the meantime, however, changes in physical surroundings and the vicissitudes of fortunes, reminded me of the ephemeral character of human destiny. The time came at last when I left the house and left the world altogether. Bound by no family ties, I left no yearning toward what I had left; being no pensioner, why should I long for my former position? Many springs and summers were spent among the clouds of Mount Ohara.

Now when the dew of sixty years was on the point of vanishing, once again did it condense upon a tiny leaf.6 You might compare it to a night’s shelter for a belated traveller or a cocoon inhabited by an old silk-worm. In extent, this new hut of mine could not claim even one-hundredth of the former. You see, my life was declining, and the house was reduced along with it. In structure it resembled no ordinary house. The room was ten feet by ten; its height was less than seven. It occupied no permanent site, because I had no mind to settle in a definite place. A clay-built floor, a thatched roof, and planks linked together with hooks, so that they might be removed easily if necessary, constituted my abode. What expense was I liable to in changing my home? Two carts were enough to carry the house itself. Only the little hire for them, nothing more!

Here during my seclusion in the innermost recesses of Hino, I added a temporary blind on the southern side of the hut with a bamboo mat under it: an akadana (water-shelf) along the western wall, has become the sacred place for putting the sacred image of Buddha so that his brow may be lit up by the mellow beams of the setting sun. On each of the door leaves, I have hung a picture of Hugen and Hudō. On a little shelf above the northern door sash, are placed a few trunks of black leather, containing some poetical extracts in Japanese, songs, Ōjio-yōshū and the like. Close by, against the wall, you will find a koto and a biwa to which I gave the name of ‘Ori-goto’ and ‘Tsugi-biwa’ respectively. On the east side, a bed consisting of old fern leaves scattered about and a mat of straw, a writing desk below the window, a brazier beside a pillow, completed its furnishing. A little patch of ground to the north of the hut, was laid out as my garden where I planted several medicinal herbs, enclosed by a broken hedge. This is the condition of my temporary abode.

As to its surroundings: in the south, there is a pipe conducting water to a reservoir made of piled stones. Woods being near in the vine-clad Toyama, there is plenty of fruit and of logs. Though the valley is dark with thickets, is opens towards the west and thus offers much help to meditation7 In spring, my sight is attracted by the wavy clusters of the Fuji (Wistaria chinensis) which sends its fragrant odour out of its purple clouds. In summer, the cuckoo with its doleful note8 puts me in mind of ‘the mountain path of Death.’ Autumn fills my ears with the shrill chirps of cicad as which I interpret as the dirge for life as empty as their cast-off shells. In winter I sympathize with snow because of its semblance to human sins, accumulating in depth and then melting away. If indisposed, I freely neglect to say prayers or to read sacred books (Kyō), without being admonished by anyone for the omission. Nor have I any friend before whom I might feel ashamed for this negligence of duty. Though not specially inclined to observe the ‘discipline of silence9,’ I am always observant of it, for I have no companion to enter into conversation, and thereby to break the discipline. Being out of the reach of any temptation, I have no chance of breaking the canons of Buddhism. When in the morning, I chance to come to the river’s side, and behold boats sailing in it, I feel that I am just in the same mood and position as Man-shami.10 When the cinnamon wind rustles among the leaves, I imagine the scene in Junyō-Bay11 and begin to play upon the biwa in imitation of Cinnamon Dainagon.12 A performance of the ‘autumnnal wind’ may vie with the echoes from the pines: the song of the ‘flowing fountain’ is tuned like the murmurs of water.13 I do not profess any skill in the art, but then I do not play for other’s enjoyment. I croon for myself, thrum for myself, only to refresh my mind.

At the foot of the mountain, there is a little cot in which the keeper of the mountain lives. His boy visits me now and then and is my companion in leisurely strolls. He is sixteen years of age and I am sixty. This difference of age, however, does not Cause any difference of pleasure which we equally share.

To collect cranberries, to gather kaya-flowers, to fill our basket with the fruits of the yama-imo, to pick parsley, to weave a mat of the fallen ears of corn — such are our diversions. In fine weather I climb up mountain peaks, to behold my native province in the distance: and enjoy the surrounding scenery to my heart’s content. I can do that, because nature is not the private property of particular individuals. Long excursions are also undertaken. Then I go over Sumiyama, pass Kasadori, bow before the shrine of Iwama, make a pilgrimage to Isiyama: or I visit the ruins of the cottage of the old Semimaru14 far in the moor of Awazu, linger about the grave of Sarumarudaū, on the further side of the Tagami (sic) river. On my way home, I am often rewarded for my walk with a bough of cherry, a branch of maple, a bunch of ferns or a basket of fruit, which I offer to Buddha or keep for my own use. The bright moon in the calm night recalls to me the men of old the cries of monkeys moisten my sleeves with tears: fireflies in the sward gleam as if they were torch-lights of Magijima (sic): a morning shower is an exact counterpart of the wind rustling through the leaves: the notes of a wild bird make me curious to know whether it is male or female15: the bold appearance of a hart reminds me of the wide gap existing between the world and me: the ash-covered charcoal newly stirred up, is an old man’s delightful companion, in his midnight awaking from sleep; the moping voice of owls fills my mind with pity. Scenes like these are indeed inexhaustible here. Those who are profounder in reflection, and quicker in perception than I, cannot fail to find many other things which may likewise attract their attention.

Five years have elapsed since I first settled here. The temporary shed has now been reduced to an all but dilapidated condition. Deep under the eaves, the fallen leaves have accumulated, being left to moulder there. Moss too has grown upon the floor. Occasional tidings from town have announced to me the death of many noble persons there. And I can easily calculate the number of the humble people who have also been similarly overtaken. Many houses too, must have been burnt in the frequent fires. Only this humble cot of mine is safe and quiet. However narrow, it has been a bed by night and a seat by day, and is enough to shelter me. The gōna16 likes its little shell because he knows content: the fish-hawk inhabits a rough beach because he is afraid of men. Like them I think of myself alone in this world. I cherish no objects, seek no friendship. Tranquillity is my sole desire, to have no trouble is my happiness. Others do not build their houses for themselves; their houses are either for their families or for their friends or for their tutors and lords, or even for their oxen, horses and treasure. But I have built mine for my own sake, because I have no companion, no friend to live with me.

What is friendship but respect for the rich and open-handed and contempt for the just and kind? Better to make associates of music and nature! Our servants only care for rewards and punishments and estimate our favour by the amount of largesses given them. We throw away kindness upon them who never require it. Let us rather be our own servants. To use our own hands and legs, if somewhat irksome, is much easier than employing others. Let us employ our bodies in a double way. Our arms are our servants, our legs are our vehicles. The mind which knows how it goes with the body, may use the latter if fresh, allow it to rest if tired. Let the mind take care not to overtax the body with labour, not to grant the latter’s disposition to be idle. To take exercise is healthy: why then should we sit and do nothing? To trouble others is a sin, why should we ask others for help?

As to diet and clothes, I observe the same principle. A garment of ‘fuji’ and a bed-quilt of hemp are sufficient to cover my body. The kaya-flower, which flourishes in the wilderness, some fruit scattered about the mountain side may very well sustain my life. The poor figure so thinly clad, is no object of ridicule here in solitude. Meals so scanty have still a relish for me. I do not intend those remarks as a sermon for those in easy circumstances, but I want only to compare my former days with the present. Envy and fear have been expelled from my mind since I renounced the world’s pleasure. Without regret and without reluctance, I follow my fortune as Providence leads me. Regarding self as a floating cloud, I do not rely on it, nor, on the other hand, am dissatisfied with it in the least. Temporal pleasure has dwindled into nothing over the pillow of the dreamer: his life-long wish still finds its satisfaction in the beautiful in nature.

The three worlds consist of only one mind.17 Treasures, horses, oxen, palaces, towers, what are they, if the mind is uneasy? I enjoy the peace of mind in this lonely place, in this small cottage. In town I might be ashamed to become a beggar; settled here, however, I pity those who toil and moil in the dusty highway of the world. He who doubts what I say, need only look at fishes and birds. Fishes never get weary of water: none but fishes knows their motive. Birds are fond of woods; none but birds may tell you why. The same may be said of seclusion. Its pleasure can not be understood by one who has not led such a life.

The lunar course of my life is fast declining and is getting every moment nearer to the peak of death. If the time comes when I make a sudden start for the darkness of ‘the three ways’,18 of what use would it be to trouble my mind with earthly cares? Buddha teaches us to love no earthly things. To love this mossy hut is still a sin: tried tranquillity is certainly an obstruction to salvation. Woe to them! who indulge in useless pleasures to while away time.

One still morning after those reflections, I began to ask myself: “The object of escaping from the world and of living among woods and mountains is nothing but to tranquillize our mind and to practise your principles. But your mind is soaked in impurity, though your appearance resembles a sage. Your conduct even falls short of Shûribandoku’s19 though your hut is like that of Jiomio-Koji.20 Is it the effect of poverty or is it the influence of some impure thought?” No answer did I give to this question but twice or thrice repeated involuntary prayers.

The last day of March, the 2nd year of Kenreki (1211).

Monk Renin at the hut of Toyama

“Alas! the mountain peak conceals the moon;
Her constant light’s denied to me aboon.”


ENDNOTES.
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1 This title may be rendered into English as ‘a description of a little house.’ ‘Ki’ is the Chinese term which represents one of the primary divisions of prose composition. ‘Hojio’ literally means ten feet by ten,’ which Chōmei gave to his house as its name to denote its smallness.

2 Sujakuden and Daikiokuden are the names of two imperial palaces. Daigakurio was an educational institution like modern university. Mimbushō was an official institution corresponding to the present Department for Home Affairs.

3 Both the fire and houses are spoken of as if they were animate.

4 Certain Buddhistic books tell us that when the world comes to an end, a strong wind called Gō shall arise.

5 It is somewhat difficult to imagine a house whose floor rested upon a wagon. Even in the author’s time, such a house was not inhabited by any except him who built it after that style so that the house itself could be carried anywhere.

6 I wonder whether this metaphor is intelligible at all in English: but I could not help rendering it without any change of expression in as much as it is very fine in the original Japanese.

7 In Buddhism the west is associated with Gokuraku (the land of beatitude) which is the abode of all good men after death and lies in the extreme west.

8 Cuckoo is considered as a mournful bird which crosses the mountain of Shide (the starting-point for death).

9 A discipline in which a Priest sits during a given time without uttering a word.

10 An Official who lived in the reign of Nara.

11 The allusion is to the famous poem of Hakurakuten, called ‘Junyōkō’ i.e. the ballad of the Bay of Junyō, in which the poet describes an unfortunate young girl who played upon the biwa for him during his banishment from Court in that out-of-the-way part of the country.

12 A famous musician who founded a school of his own, called the Cinnamon after his name.

13 This playing on words may be almost meaningless in English, but I could not render it better.

14 Semimaru & Sarumarudaū are two poets of note.

15 The allusion is to a poem of Ūkimoto:

Is that a father or a mother
Who sings horo, horo on the heather

The notes of a bird evoked the sympathy of the poet who assumes that he parental affection which exists between parent and child, like wise exists among little birds. Such an idea is very common in Japanese poetry.

16 A little parasite which inhabits a small shell.

17 The so-called three worlds are the material, the immaterial and the world of lust.

18 ‘The three ways’ is the name of a river corresponding to the Styx.

19 A disciple of Shaka, notorious for his folly, and weak memory.

20 ‘Jiomio’ is another name for Yuima, the hero of the Yuima-gio (one of the sacred books of Buddhism).
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Sōseki attended the First Tokyo Middle School (now Hibiya High School), where he became deeply enamoured with Chinese literature


I am a Cat (1905)
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Translated byKan-ichi Ando, 1906

Sōseki graduated in 1893 and enrolled for a time as a graduate student and part-time teacher at the Tokyo Normal School. In 1895 he began teaching at Matsuyama Middle School in Shikoku, which later became the setting of his novel Botchan. Along with fulfilling his teaching duties, Sōseki published haiku and Chinese poetry in a number of newspapers and periodicals. He resigned his post in 1896, and began teaching at the Fifth High School in Kumamoto (now part of Kumamoto University). On 10 June of that year, he married Nakane Kyōko. They went on to have six children, though the author was reportedly cruel to his wife.

In 1900, the Japanese government sent Sōseki to study in Great Britain as “Japan’s first Japanese English literary scholar”. He visited Cambridge and stayed a night there, but gave up the idea of studying at the university as he could not afford the costs on his government scholarship. He studied instead at University College London (UCL). He had a miserable time in London, spending most of his days indoors buried in books and his friends feared that he might be losing his mind. He later wrote of this time:

“The two years I spent in London were the most unpleasant years in my life. Among English gentlemen I lived in misery, like a poor dog that had strayed among a pack of wolves.”

Despite his poverty, loneliness and mental torment, Sōseki consolidated his knowledge of English literature during this period and left England in December 1902, returning to Japan the following January. In April he was appointed to the First National College in Tokyo and was given the lectureship in English literature, subsequently replacing Lafcadio Hearn and ultimately becoming a professor of English literature at the Tokyo Imperial University, where he taught literary theory and criticism.

His literary career began in earnest the following year, when he began to contribute haiku, renku (haiku-style linked verse), haitaishi (linked verse on a set theme) and literary sketches to literary magazines, such as the prominent Hototogisu, edited by his former mentor Masaoka Shiki, and later by Takahama Kyoshi. However, it was the public success of his satirical novel I Am a Cat in 1905 that won him wide public admiration, as well as critical acclaim.

A satirical novel, I Am a Cat reflects the changing Japanese society of the Meiji period (1868-1912), particularly exploring the uneasy mix of Western culture and Japanese traditions. The original title, Wagahai wa Neko de Aru, uses a very high-register phrasing more appropriate to a nobleman, conveying grandiloquence and self-importance. This is ironic, since the speaker, an anthropomorphised domestic cat, is a regular house cat of a teacher, and not of a high-ranking noble as the manner of speech suggests, illustrating Sōseki’s love for droll writing.

The novel was first published in ten instalments in the literary journal Hototogisu. At first, Sōseki intended only to write the short story that constitutes the first chapter. However, one of the editors persuaded him to serialise the work, which evolved stylistically as the instalments progressed. Nearly all the chapters can stand alone as discrete works.

In the narrative, a somewhat haughty, feline narrator describes the lives of an assortment of middle-class Japanese individuals: Mr. Sneaze (“sneeze” is misspelled on purpose) and his family (the cat’s owners), Sneaze’s garrulous and irritating friend Waverhouse and the young scholar Avalon Coldmoon with his on-and-off courtship of the businessman’s spoiled daughter, Opula Goldfield.
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Sōseki as a young man, 1892
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A part of the manuscript of “I Am a Cat”
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The first edition of this translation


PART I.


PREFACE.

[image: img29.jpg]

LOVE-STORIES ARE ALL right. But when they are produced in such an enormous mass as at present, they become a nuisance. The more so, when they are slipshod stuff, for the most part, with demoralizing “High-collarists” and “Hisashigami” as their chief characters. Their constructions, which are nearly of a piece, are stale and dull. Their charm, if it may be called so, invariably consists in scandalous incidents and offensive dialogues. These are the productions which, catching the attention of wide circles of youthful readers, have long remained the master of the literary field. But such “going on” are not to last for ever. As we naturally want to smack the lips at some refreshing dishes when always served with the same old insipid meal, so there has been of late in the reading community a reaction demanding new works with an enlivening literary setting. Nor were a number of intelligent writers slow to take up their pens to meet this demand. But none has come out so successfully as Mr. Natsume who, so shrewdly grasping the chance, has established himself with one bound among the best writers of the day. And no wonder; his works are of intrinsic literary worth. He writes in a simple natural style, with crisp figures and phraseology, carrying with it a touch of poetic charm. He sometimes writes such romantic tales as “The Tower of London” and Maboroshino-tate,” etc. and at other times such suggestive stories as “Shumi-no-iden,” “Koto-no-Karane” and “Botchan” etc.. Of all his works, however, the most ingenious one that received its due notice from the public is perhaps his “Wagahai wa Neko de aru” (I am a Cat). It is cleverly written with originality and conviction, and sparks of truth and humor are visible throughout the whole volume. It also reveals the genius with which the writer uses the common daily facts of life in making this excellent bit of literature. Well it deserves a seventh edition, I was so much taken up with this particular work as to desire to see it translated into English. This desire grew so irresistible that at last, yielding to it, I made the following translation, which covers not the whole work which is very copious but only two chapters, intending to work out the remainder by degrees. Far be it from me to make any pretension of having done justice to this admirable story! Such a task is not an easy one for any professed English scholar, especially the passages in which “Kurumaya’s Black” appears with his smart “Edokko” slang. If my readers can get even a glimpse of the charms of the original work, I am more than satisfied. My thanks are due to Miss Hart and Mr.

Natsume, the original writer, whose suggestions and revisions have most to do with the making of this little book.

KAN-ICHI ANDO.

Uyeda, August, 1906.


CHAPTER I.
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I AM A cat; but as yet I have no name.

Where I was born is entirely unknown to me. But this still dimly lives in my memory. I was mewing in a gloomy damp place, where I got the first sight of a creature called man. This human being, as I afterwards learned, belonged to the most brutal class of his race, known by the name of “students,” who, as it is said, will not unfrequently seize, boil and devour us. But knowing at that time little of what he was like, I felt no fear in particular. Only when he lighted me lightly on his hand, I experienced a strange sensation of buoyancy passing through me. That was all.

It was at this instant that I, collecting myself a little, while thus perched on his palm, cast a glance at his face. This was my first contact with a human creature. I thought then how strange he looked. And I bear this impression to this day. To begin with, his face, which ought to have been adorned with hair, was as smooth and slippery as a kettle. I have seen many a cat in my day, but never have I come across one so deformed. Not only that, the face protruded too much in the centre; and from the two cavities of this projection, smoke puffed out now and then, making it hard for me to keep from choking. That this smoke came from tobacco which man uses, did not come to my knowledge until quite recently.

I sat comfortably for a few moments on this student’s palm; then I began to feel myself in full motion. Whether he was moving or I alone was being whirled, was more than I could tell. At any rate, I felt fearfully giddy and qualmish, and began to prepare for the worst, when “thud!” came a sound, and sparks flew from my eyes. As to what happened next my memory utterly fails me.

When I came to myself the student had already gone, and not a shadow was to be seen of my brothers and sisters who had been with me en masse. But the worst was the disappearance of my mamma. Besides, instead of being in the shade, I now found myself in a flood of light, — so dazzling that I could scarcely keep my eyes open.

“There is something strange about this, “thought I, and began to creep slowly, when I felt a pricking pain in my paws. Out of the straw that received me at my birth, I had been cast away into a thicket of bamboo grass!

I toiled through the thicket as far as a big pond, which I saw in front of me. I sat down by it, and wondered what I had better do. But nothing bright came into my mind. After a while, the thought struck me that if I mewed that student might come again to get me. This experiment, however, was of no avail. In the meantime a smart breath of air rippled the pond, and the sun began to sink. I was feeling very hungry, and fain would cry, but my voice failed me. The only thing I could do was to go somewhere in search of something to eat. Thus resolved, I wormed my way along the left side of the pond. It was indeed a trying expedition. But taking heart I steadily worked on until at last I came to a place where I fancied it smelled of man.

A gap in a bamboo fence caught my eye.

Thinking it would help me, I crawled through it into a yard. How strangely the wheel of Fortune turns! Had it not been for this gap, I might have starved to death on the roadside. “Even a rest under the shade of the same tree has something to do with a certain affinity in a previous life.” The proverb has much truth in it, for this gap has become the passage by which, to this day, I pay visits to Miss Mikè who lives next door.

Well, I said I crept into the yard. But I was quite at a loss what to do next. By this time it was growing dark; hunger was staring me in the face.

Cold came, and rain began to fall, into the bargain. This drove me towards a lighter and warmer place. I think now that I had then already made my way into a dwelling house. Here I had a chance to see other human beings.

The first one was a maid, whom I found to be a more violent creature than the student mentioned before. For, no sooner did she catch sight of me, than she seized me by the neck, and flung me into the yard. Before this formidable foe struggling was useless. So I shut my eye, and gave myself up to Providence. To this brutal treatment were added the pangs of starvation. So I watched another chance, and stole into the kitchen only to be hurled out again. I remember that the same thing was repeated four or five times at least, which deeply impressed me with the feeling that a maid is a very disgusting brute. The other day, by way of tit for tat, I secretly devoured a mackerel pike that was on her plate, and thus relieved my feelings to a certain extent.

When I was about to be thrown out for the last time, a voice came, saying: “What’s all this row about, eh?” And the master of this house appeared.

“This homeless cat tries my patience,” responded the maid. “ It insists upon coming into the kitchen, do what I will.” She showed me to him, snatching me up by the neck. And he, looking at my face, while twirling the black hair above his upper lip, at last said: “Keep it, then,” and walked into a back room. He seemed a close-tongued man. The maid dashed me fretfully on to the kitchen floor. It was in this way that I came to settle in this house.

It is rarely that I meet my master in the house.

They say he is a teacher by profession. When he comes back from school, he usually shuts himself up in his study for the remainder of the day.

The members of his family think him a very diligent scholar; and he himself is trying to appear as such. But in reality he is not so hard at work as his folk say. I often make a stealthy approach to his “den”, peep in, and not unfrequently find him taking a nap. Sometimes I even catch him in a ludicrous state, letting water drop from his mouth on to the book he has been reading. He suffers from indigestion, and his sallow complexion tells of the want of elasticity and vitality of his skin. Nevertheless, he is a gormandizer. He eats his fill, takes a drug of “Taka Diastase,” opens a book, and reads two or three lines. Then “his eyes begin to draw straws, “ and spittle drops upon the book. This is his routine of every night. Though I am a cat, I often think that the lot of a teacher is a very easy one, and that it would be well for every creature that is born a man, to enter upon the profession.

For, if one who thus dozes away his time, passes as teacher, it cannot be altogether impossible for a cat to be one. Yet, in the opinion of my master, nothing seems harder than to teach. In fact, he makes a business of complaining of his work whenever a friend calls.

At the time when I was first received into this house, I was far from being a pet of any member of the family, save the master. Go where I would, I was kept at arm’s length. How badly I have been slighted is known by the fact that to this day they have not even named me. In this sorry plight, I had no choice but to keep as close as possible to the master who had given me permission to stay. I made it a rule to get on his lap when I saw him reading a paper in the morning, and to crawl upon his back when he was taking a siesta.

This was not exactly because I liked him, but because I could not help it, there being no one else who cared for me. After many experiences, however, I have come to choose lying on a rice-tub in the morning, on a Kotatsu at night, and in the day-time, when the day is fine, on the veranda. But the most comfortable bed I ever have is when I creep in and sleep with the children in their bed. There are two girls in the household, the one aged five, and the other, three. They sleep in the same bed at night made in one of the rooms. I usually find room between, and manage somehow or other to force my way in. But if by ill chance one of the kids awake, I am certain to get into a scrape. They — the younger is especially churlish, — will cry out no matter how late it is, “The cat is here! The cat is here!” Then my master, who is nervous through indigestion, is sure to open his eyes and come flying from the next room. In fact, the other night I received a severe blow on the back from a measuring-stick he had in his hand.

Since coming to live with human beings, the more I observe them, the more I am led to conclude that they are very selfish. But of all the human creatures with whom I have come into contact, there are none so selfish as the children into whose bed I now and again creep. They often amuse themselves by holding me by the tail, covering my head with a bag, throwing me about, or thrusting me into the oven. And if I dare make the slightest resistance, the whole household runs after me to punish me. The other day when I sharpened my claws a little on a padded mat, the mistress got so angry that she has rarely let me into the living-rooms since. And they do not “care a straw for me” even if they see me shivering with the cold on the kitchen floor.

Mrs. White, my opposite neighbor, whom I hold in high esteem, also gives expression to the same sentiment whenever I meet her, saying that there hardly exists any creature less capable of compassion than man. Sometime ago, she gave birth to four lovely kittens. What has become of them? Three days later they were seized by the fiendish student of her house, and cast away, all of them, into a pond behind the house. Mrs. White, with tears in her eyes, told me this sad fact; and added that unless we wage war against the human race, and succeed in destroying it to the last man, we, cats, can never make sweet peaceful homes to safeguard true domestic affection, — an opinion full of sense and truth.

Again, Miss Mikè, my next door neighbor, is very indignant that man has not a perfect conception of ownership. It is, among our cat society, an established usage that the first discoverer of any food, whether it be a head of dried sardine or a slice of mullet, is entitled to eat it. In case anyone should defy this time honored custom, we may go so far as to wrench our prize away from him by force. But man seemingly fails to take in this idea. As it is, he always robs us of the dainties we have found. Using his force, he remorselessly snatches from us that to which we lay just claim. Mrs. White lives in a soldier’s household, and Miss Mikè in a barrister’s. But living with an easygoing teacher, I hold rather an optimistic view with regard to such matters. I am satisfied if I can only manage to procure my daily food.

Mighty as man is, he will not always be “lord of creation.” In the meanwhile, let us patiently wait for the day when we shall have it all our own way.

Talking of selfishness reminds me of my master who went astray through this very weakness.

He has no special attainment to recommend him above any other person. But he wishes to try his hand at everything. Now he makes a kind of verse called “Haiku,” which he contributes to the Ho-totogisu; again, he writes another kind of poem known as “Shintaishi,” and puts it in the Myojo.

He sometimes writes an English composition full of blunders. Then he is taken up with archery; and then he learns to sing an operatic song named “Utai.” Then his whim is to scrape noisily on a fiddle. But in any of these things, I am sorry to say, he never does well. Nevertheless, he stubbornly sticks to each of them at the start, though suffering from indigestion. He is nicknamed. “Professor Privy” by the neighbors, for he often sings “Utai” in a backhouse. Still he keeps to repeat unconcernedly, “Of the Taira clan I am, known by the name of Munemori.” Here he begins ‘Munemori,’ say the neighbors, bursting out laughing.

I do not know what put it into his head; but one day — it was on the day he usually receives his salary — after I had been with him a month, my master came home in great haste with a big parcel in his hand. I wondered what he had bought; but I soon found that they were a box of pigments for water coloring, some brushes, and some sheets of paper called “Watman’s.” It seemed his intention to give up “Utai” and “Haiku” from that day for painting. I was right. For some time he was daily seen in his study engrossed in using his brushes, entirely forgetting to take his customary nap. But the pictures he worked out were such that no one could tell what they represented. The painter himself seemed to think he was not up to the mark; for, one day when one of his friends who is studying — esthetics, if I remember rightly, called on him, I heard the following conversation.

“It’s really very hard to be a good artist,” confessed my master. “When we see the productions of others, we fancy they may be easily done. But we never realize the difficulties until we actually take up a brush ourselves.” And this was what he really thought.

“You can hardly expect to be perfect from the outset,” responded the guest, glancing at my master over his gold-rimmed glasses. Besides, it is of no use to shut yourself up and try to paint from mere imagination. Andrea del Sarto, an old Italian artist of note, once said:— ‘An artist should sketch nature itself. Stars twinkle in the sky. Dew spangles the earth with its watery pearls. Here, fowls of the air are floating at their ease; there, beasts of the field are roaming in peace. Here is a crow perched on a dead leafless branch, its black plumage contrasting with the yellow scales of the gold fish that swim leisurely in the pond below. In a word, nature is a big stretch of living pictures.’

What do you say,” added the esthete, “if you study painting at all, to take to sketching nature, as this great artist urges?”

“Did Andrea del Sarto give such a valuable suggestion? I have never heard of it before. He is quite right. Yes, every word he says is true.” My master was lost in admiration, while the other eyed him, as I thought, from the corner of his glasses with a sort of derisive smile.

The next day when I was comfortably napping as usual on the veranda, my master — strange to say — was found out of his study, busily occupied in some work behind my back. I chanced to awake; and wondering what he was doing, cast a side-long glance with my eyes partially opened, and perceived him intent upon imitating Andrea del Sarto. The sight was so amusing that I could hardly keep from laughing. As you know, the esthetician was making a hare of him, but he took it in earnest, with the result that he made me the first object of his sketching. I had slept sufficiently, and wanted to yawn very much, but I kept forbearing it with effort, for I felt sorry to disturb him by moving; he was working so earnestly. He had just completed my outlines, and was now coloring about the face.

Now, I confess that I, as a cat, am not handsome. And so I never presume that I am in any respect more attractive than any other cat, either as to my features, the form of my back, or the color of my hair. But however homely I may look, I could not for a moment believe I was like that strange animal outlined by my master. In the first place, the color of hair was different. My hair is, not unlike that of a cat of Persian birth, tinted with a yellowish-grey with jet-black spots. This at least is, I think, a self-evident fact. But the color he used was neither yellow, black, grey, nor brown. Nor was it a mixture of all these. I do not know how to express it, excepting to say that it was a sort of color. Added to this was the fact that the animal had no eyes. True, it was excusable to a certain extent since he sketched me while sleeping. But then even an indication of eyes should have been seen. As it was, nobody could tell whether it was a blind cat or a sleeping one. In the face of this gross daub, I secretly concluded that the would-be pupil of Andrea del Sarto would never make a good artist. But at the same time I could not but admire his zeal. I meant to oblige him, if possible, by remaining motionless; but unfortunately I could endure it no longer. I got up abruptly, stretched my paws fully, lengthened my neck low, and yawned heartily. Now that I once moved, it was of no use remaining still; my master’s plan was upset after all. So I began to creep off slowly towards the back door. “You blockhead!” my master cried behind me in a tone of voice mingled with anger and despair. This abusive language is invariably used by him when he is angry with others. He does not know of any other way of calling names.

Still it was unpardonable to insult me in this way, with no feeling of gratitude for the patience with which I had served as a model. However I would not have minded it, had he proved more obliging when I wished to sit on his back now and again.

He has never willingly granted me any favor. And now he dared call me a blockhead for leaving the veranda. This was more than I could bear. The so-called human beings, one and all, conduct themselves with the most arrogant audacity, taking undue pride on their superior strength. There is no knowing how far they will carry on their arrogance, if some stronger creatures do not appear in the world to suppress them. Such an instance of selfishness, however, may be leniently regarded.

I have been informed of a much more lamentable proof of human wickedness.

There is a small tea-garden at the back of my house, about ten tsubo in area. Though not wide, it is a nice clean place, and is comfortably lighted by the sun. It is my favorite resort when I cannot indulge in a nap at home on account of the deafening noise made by the children, or when I am not well.

One mild autumn day, about two o’clock in the afternoon, after having had lunch and a comfortable sleep, I betook myself there for a stroll. Sniffing the roots of tea-plants, one after the other, I came as far as the hedge on the western side, where I found a big cat in a deep sleep on the withered chrysanthemums pressed down under his weight.

He lay snoring loudly, measuring his length as if quite unconscious of my approach, or if conscious, as if pretending to take no notice of me. Think of anyone thus making himself at home in another man’s yard! I could not help admiring the stranger’s boldness. He was jet-black from head to foot.

It was a little past noon, and the bright sun threw its transparent rays upon his glossy fur coat, making it shine as if emitting some invisible flame. His physical constitution, too, was so splendid that we might offer him the title of King of Cats. I may safely say that he was twice as large as I. I stood like a statue gazing at this noble creature, lost in mingled feelings of admiration and curiosity.

Just then a gentle puff of autumn wind lightly waved the branches of the kiri above the hedge, and sent two or three leaves fluttering down on a bunch of withered chrysanthemums. Black King flashed open his round eyes, which shone far more beautifully, as I remember to this day, than the so-called amber much valued by man. Without in the least moving his body, he rested a fiery glare upon me, and demanded: “What the deuce are you?”

I thought his language was a little too rude for King; but then there was in his tone of voice something imperial which might cow even a dog. I was not a little frightened. Not to make any answer, however, was dangerous, I thought. “I am a cat; but I have no name yet,” I replied in a cold tone, assuming an air as calm as possible. But I confess that my heart throbbed harder than usual.

“Cat? Hang it! Where are you vegitating?” said he, curling up his lip as proud as Lucifer.

“I live in this teacher’s house.”

“I am not a bit surprised to hear it. No wonder you are as thin as a wafer!” bragged Black King, with looks befitting a King.

Conjecturing from his manner of speaking, I could not but infer that he was anything but a well-bred cat. But at the same time it must be allowed, considering he was so fat and plump, that he was well fed, in other words, he “lived in clover.”

“And who on earth are you?” I inquired, prompted by curiosity.

“I am Black of the rikisha man’s house,” was the proud answer.

Now, Black of the jinrikisha man’s house is notorious in the neighborhood for the wild unruly manner with which he carries himself. “Like master, like man.” He is only very strong, with no education at all. For this reason, few cats go into his society, all agreeing to keep him at a respectful distance. As is imagined, his name inspired in me some fear on one hand; but also roused contempt on the other. I wanted to test first of all how little he knew, and so carried on a conversation thus: — 

“Which is greater, a teacher or a rikisha man?”

“It goes without saying that the latter is stronger. Look at your master. He is mere skin and bone.”

“Like your master you look very strong. I presume you feed on good food.”

Pshaw! For my part, I believe I shall never be in want of food wherever I may go. It would be well for you to turn away from your idle rambling round the tea-garden, and follow at my heels a little. And then you’ll grow marvellously fat ere a month passes away.”

“Thanks! I’ll do so by and by. By the way the teacher lives, I think, in a larger house than the rikisha man.”

“Bah! Simpleton you are to think a big house brings a full stomach!”

He appeared to be very much offended; for he rose up and went away rudely, convulsively moving his ears which bore some resemblance to a piece of bamboo obliquely chipped.

It was in this way that I became acquainted with Black of the jinrikisha man’s house.

I have often fallen in with him since then.

And everytime I meet with him, he talks big after a fashion becoming his social position. The case of human scandal, which I referred to before, was in fact related to me by Black.

One day Black and I were lying as usual in the sunny tea-garden desultorily talking. After going over his habitual boasting as if it always sounded novel, he popped a question: — 

“How many rats have you caught?” Now I believe that in the development of intellectual powers I have quite the upper-hand of him: in point of strength and courage, however, I must admit that he is more than my match. In the face of this question, therefore, I could not but feel very small. But a fact is a fact; it cannot be lied.

“I have always had a great desire to catch them,” I confessed, “but I have not yet realized my wish.”

At this Black laughed a hearty laugh, quivering the long whiskers sticking out from the sides of his mouth. As is ordinary with boasters, he has some apartments to let. If I only pretend to listen to his self-commendation by purring as if in admiration, he is an easy customer to deal with. I shrewdly learned this way of handling him almost as soon as I got acquainted with him.

Under the circumstance, therefore, I thought it unwise to attempt an explanation and perhaps make matters worse. Far better to let him mount his high horse again and thus to give him the slip.

Thus determined, I said in a gentle subdued tone of voice: — 

“You have lived long in the world, and I have no doubt you have caught a lot of the animals.”

This had the desired effect; for he swallowed the bait easily.

“Not very many. Between thirty and forty, if I remember rightly,” he answered pleased as Punch.

“I can at any time take solely upon myself to catch one or two hundred rats,” he went on, “but the most cunning wretch is a weasel, as I once found by experience.”

“Oh, indeed!” I chimed in.

“It was one day last year,” continued my friend, snapping his big eyes, “when we house-cleaned, that a big weasel jumped out helter-skelter from under the floor taken by surprise by my master who crept under with a bag of lime.”

“Hum!” I inserted, feigning amazement.

“You may take a weasel for a big animal; but in reality he is only slightly larger than a rat. ‘I’ll catch him,’ thought I, and gave chase, succeeding at last in driving him into a drain.”

Hurrah for your success!” I cried ostentatiously in applause.

“But listen! When I was about to have him in my power, he emitted, by way of final defence, a very disagreeable gas. How offensively it smelt may be known by the fact that I, to this day, feel sick whenever I catch sight of the animal.” Here he raised one of his paws and rubbed the tip of his nose two or three times as though he smelt the dreadful odor. I felt a little sorry for him, and thought of encouraging him a bit.

“But so far as rats are concerned, I presume that they are undone when once under your fatal glance. No doubt you are much of a ratter and feast luxuriously on them. That accounts for your stout muscles and glossy coat; doesn’t it?”

The question which was intended to please him, strangely brought about a contrary issue.

“The thought of it makes me tired,” he said, with a heavy sigh of dejection. Strive as I may to catch rats …… There hardly lives in the whole world a more shameless brute than man. He seizes upon the rats we catch, and takes them to a police-box. Not knowing who has caught them, policemen give five sen per head to anyone who brings them. The master of my house, for instance, has already pocketed one yen and fifty sen at my expense. And yet he gives me nothing good to eat.

I declare that man, in plain terms, a wolf in sheep’s clothing.” Uneducated as he was, he seemed to have sense enough to see through such a question. His hair stood erect, and he was evidently flushed with anger against human injustice. Having become a little fearful, I managed artfully to slip away from him, and got home.

From that time I made up my mind never to catch a rat. Nor have I stooped to become a follower of Black in order to hunt after nice food other than rats. I content myself with having a sleep in a snug corner rather than supping on a rich meal.

Even a cat, if he lives with a teacher, seems to take after his disposition. If I do not take care of myself, I shall probably become a dyspeptic myself. Talking of a teacher, my master seemed to see that he would never make a good painter; for on the first of December he recorded in his diary as follows: — 

“Made acquaintance with A… at today’s meeting. They say he was once dissipated; could see that plainly by his easy manners. This sort of man is generally liked by the opposite sex. May be, he was tempted to sow his wild oats, simply because he was invited to sow them. His wife is said to be a geisha: what a Bohemian! Most of those who attack sensualists are those who would like to be in the same place themselves. And of a class of men acknowledging themselves as such, few have the true epicurean taste. They plunge into dissipation, without the least idea of deriving any benefit out of it. I wager they will never come off well, just as I shall not in water-coloring. Notwithstanding this they take delight in assuming the petty airs of knowing ones. If the mere practice of drinking at a restaurant or haunting machi-ai could make a beau, there is no reason why I could not be a good water-colorist. Such a dauber as I had better not daub at all. For the same reason, it is far better to be a greenhorn than a stupid dude.”

I cannot easily agree with this opinion of his. As to his envious reference to another man’s having a geisha as wife, it was a great shame for a teacher to give utterance to such an idea. I admit, however, that his critical judgment of his own ability for water-coloring was quite right. But with this self-knowledge, he is still not free from vanity. Two days after, on the fourth of December, he made the following entry in his diary: — 

“Dreamed last night that somebody had hung on the wall, in a fine frame, one of my pictures, which I had laid aside as a poor piece of work.

Thus set up in a frame, it seemed suddenly transformed, much to my delight, to a beautiful picture. I kept looking at it with admiration until the dawn of day, when I awoke to find in it the former daub as clearly as the rising sun which fell upon it.”

He seems to carry his water colours on his back even into the realm of his dreams. As things stand, it is not possible for him to form an idea as to what an arbiter elegantiarum is, not to say anything of becoming an artist. The day after he had that dream of water-coloring, the esthetician with gold-rimmed glasses on who had not come for a long time, turned in to see my master.

“How are you getting on with your water-coloring?” were the first words the visitor uttered on being seated.

“Following your counsel, I am devoting my self to sketching,” replied my master with a calm air.

“By the practice of sketching, as you rightly remarked, we come to take in the various forms of objects which otherwise escape our attention, as well as the delicate shades of colors. The present progress in painting in Western lands has undoubtedly much to do with the unfailing application with which the artists have held on to sketching for ages. And Andrea del Sarto among the rest claims our special attention.” Not breathing a word of what he had noted in his diary, my master again sang praises to Andrea del Sarto.

“To be frank, I spoke it at random,” laughed the esthetician, scratching his head.

“What do you mean?” returned my master who was still not aware of his having been made game of.

“Why, I mean no other than that Andrea del Sarto affair you admire so much. It was brewed somewhere in the dim region of my imagination; nothing more. And I never thought that you would take it in sober-earnestness. Ha! ha! ha!” confessed the visitor with a self-flattering manner.

I overheard this dialogue on the veranda, and could not but wonder what entry would be made in the poor teacher’s diary that day. This esthetician makes it his sole enjoyment to play tricks upon other people by means of such make-believes. As if quite unconcerned that his Andrea del Sarto had touched a chord of my master’s heart, the trickster continued triumphantly: — 

“It is amusing to think that my facetious fancy is tickled by the credulity with which people receive my occasional jokes. The other day I told a certain student in joke that Nicholas Nicholbey suggested to Gibbon the idea of giving up his plan of writing in French one of his greatest works, “The French Revolution,” and that was why it came out in English. He was a man of remarkable memory; and it was funny to hear him seriously repeat in his speech at a meeting of Japanese Literary Society exactly what I had told him. All those present numbering some one hundred, in turn, listened to him in good earnest.

I have a still more amusing story. Sometime ago, while in company with a certain man-of-letters, our conversation turned to Theophano, an historical romance by Frederic Harrison. I declared it a model historical novel, remarking that the chapters leading to the death of the heroine are especially thrilling. Then a man sitting in front of me, who never says “I don’t know” in any matter, chimed in with ‘Yes, yes, the passages you refer to are capital compositions.’ I understood by this remark that he, like myself, had not read the romance.”

My master, who is nervous through dyspepsia, opened his eyes in amazement, and questioned: “And what would you do after making such a statement, supposing the man had actually perused that novel?”

By this question it seemed that he thought there is no objection to deceiving other people, the only difficulty being the danger of being caught in his own trick.

“Why, I should have said then that I took it for another book, or some such things,” said Mr.

Meitei, cackling. This esthetician, though wearing gold-rimmed glasses, bears some resemblance in his temperament to Kurumaya’s Black.
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