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Reading and Excerpt
紫式部著《源氏物語》英譯本簡介
     紫式部著《源氏物語》，全書共五十四章，寫日本平安朝Heian(西元749-1186) 後期的宮庭生活細節，涉及桐壺(太上皇) Kirisubo，朱雀Suzaku，冷泉Reizei，及今上Kinjo四帝。書約起草於西元1001年，完成於1015至1020年之間，是世界最古老（待查考。希臘荷馬的Iliad 和Odyssey，800 BC，盎格魯撒克遜民族的Beowulf，700-750 AD是史詩，我國羅貫中的《三國演義》，1300s。）、日本頂尖的長篇浪漫（言情）小說。
     小說前四十一章，寫光源氏的生平和情愛故事，也呈現十世紀時期日本宮庭的生活和事物；初數章，小說主人，奮發有為，活力充沛，事事如意，為人們夢中的白馬王子。源氏去世後的十章，是一般所謂的宇治Uji 十  帖，故事情節發生變化，背景由京都轉到了宇治村，主人也換了薰中將Kaoru, 勾宮Niou 等新的一代；有謂， 這些是後人添補的篇章。

        光源氏才貌出眾，風流倜儻，集日本平安朝代的美於一身；是太上皇桐壺帝的兒子，朱雀帝的同父異母兄弟及女婿，冷泉帝的肉身（亂倫）生父，和今上帝的岳丈。明媒正娶，得葵  上Lady Aoi、紫  上Lady Murasaki（故事女主角）、和女三宮Nyosan, the third princess為北      方 kita-no-kata （平安朝代稱呼有名份的正妻）。源氏並與夕顏Yugao, the Evening Face、空蟬Uysusemi, Lady of the Locust Shell、六條御息所Lady Rokjo、未摘花Suetsunu Hana, safflower、 朧月夜Obrozukiyo, Night of the Misty Moon、藤壼Fujitsubo等眾多宮中妃嬪、公主、貴婦劈腿有染。   
     藤壼與紫 上相像，兩人才貌氣質，矇月羞花，絕色無雙，非筆墨可書，英譯用aware 一字，另有長篇注解，形容二美。藤壼係源氏父皇桐壺帝老年所娶寵妃，源氏力壯氣盛，傾慕美色，與其亂倫，而生下後來的冷泉帝。物語就是敘寫源氏、其兒女、和眾多皇族親貴的浪漫愛情故事。另外少不了多樣的倍櫬，諸如描述俊男美女，宮庭飲宴，御園春光秋色；驚濤駭浪，巨大颱風，邊遠小島，鄉野販夫走卒；深山佛門，塵世以外的世界等等。    
        作者紫式部出生於西元九七三或九七八年，卒於一0一三或一0一四年。父藤原為時Fujiwara Tametoki，名和歌詩人，精通中華文物，任官宮庭式部Shikibu, the Board of Rites，母早逝。西元九九九年，約廿七歲，嫁藤原宣孝Fujiwara Nobutaka。少時聰慧，習韻中文，因而於一00 五年，得入宮任秋好中宮Empress Akikonomu 彰子，類似今日私人秘書，協助處理身邊事務。《源氏物語》應是作者觀察宮中日常生活事務， 人際往還，點點滴滴的記錄，經整理編纂，再加作家的創意延伸，揉合現 實和想像而成。     
     日本早年深受盛唐文化、儒佛思想的影響，因此，本書慕仿引用了許多李白、白居易等的詩文，不時口念阿彌陀佛，視出家禮佛為人生的一部 份；而回顧故事首尾，也隱含了人世間的因果報應。綜觀全書，故事結構一氣呵成，無隙可擊；寫情寫景，細緻生動，刻劃人物，維妙維俏，用辭遣字，可圈可點。謹摘抄英譯文數段，並試譯中文一小節，分享共賞。 
     本書有谷崎潤一郎的三度今譯，豐子愷、林文月不同的中譯本，Authur Waley、Edward G. Seidensticker 二種英譯本，英譯本並有節縮版，臺灣林水福有多篇短文介紹書中部份章節。這裡的選摘，取自Seidensticker的英譯，說明參考林的短文。坊間有多種參考書，可協助研 讀本書，其中William J. Puette 的《Guide to The Tale of Genji》， [Rutland，VT：  Tuttle，1983] 甚好。  
      好書，不妨一讀，若有志趣，還可與《紅樓夢》等書作比較研究，也許是一篇博士論文的好題材。 
Introduction

     The Tale of Genji is a long romance, 54 chapters, describing the court life of Heian Japan, from the 10th century into the 11th.   It is probably the work of a single hand, that of a court lady, known as Murasaki Shikibu, with possible accretions 增補 during the two following centuries.  Murasaki may derive either from the name of an important lady in the Genji itself or from the fact that it means purple.    Fuji, the first half of her family name, means wisteria 紫籐.   She came from a cadet branch of the great Fujiwara family, which ruled the land through most of Heian period.   She married in 998 or 999 and died in 1015.   She went to court in the service of the empress Akiko or Shoshi sometime around the middle of the first decade of the 11th century.

     The actions of the Genji covers almost three generations of a century.   The first 41 chapters have to do with the life and loves of the nobleman know as shining Genji.   The hero of the last ten chapters, Kaoru, who posses in the world as Genji’s son but is really the grandson of his best friend, is five at the time of Genji’s last appearance and 28 in the last chapter.   One of the things the Genji means that the good days are in the past.

    The tale may break into three parts.   The first part has a great deal of the tenth century in it.  The hero is an idealized prince, whose early career is a success story.   After the three transitional chapters came what are generally called the Uji chapters.   The pessimism grows, the main action moves from the capital to the village of Uji, both character and action are more attenuated 減色.  Many have argued that the Uji chapters are by someone else.   Tradition has assigned the authorship of these chapters to Shikibu’s daughter, Daini no Sammi.   Changes and additions may have come later, but the narrative points essentially to a single author working over a long period of time.

Descriptions of Personality, Scenery, and Feeling:

Sad are the insect songs among the reeds

More sadly yet falls the dew from above the clouds.    

***                      ***                       ***

In the sky, as birds that share a wing.         在天願作比翼鳥，

On earth, as trees that share a branch.       在地願為連理枝。

***                      ***                      ***

Tears dim the moon, even here above the clouds.   深宮夜欄淚潛下，

Dim must it be in that lodging among the reeds.    月色矇朧蘆影搖。

     One evening when the princess was passing the time with her women, he stole up to the main hall, opened a door slightly and looked inside.  He did not think it likely that he would see the princess herself.  Several ancient and battered curtain frames had apparently been standing in the same places for years.  It was not a promise scene.  Four or five women, at a polite distance from their lady, were having their dinner, so unappetizing and scanty that he wanted to look away, though served on what seemed to be imported celadon 青磁.  Others sat shivering in a corner, their once white robes now a dirty gray, the strings of their badly stained aprons in clumsy knot.  Yet they respected the forms:  they had combs in their hair, which were ready, he feared, to fall out at any moment.  There were just such old women guarding the treasures in the palace sanctuary, but it did not occurred to him that a princess would choose to have them in her retinue 隨扈.

     That nose (homophonous with flower) now dominated the scene.  It was like that of the beast on which Samantabhadra rides, long, pendulous 下垂的, and red.  A frightful nose.  The skin was whiter than snow, a touch bluish (depressed, discouraged, dispirited) even.  The forehead bulged and the line over the cheeks suggested that the full face would be very long indeed.  She was pitifully thin.  He could see through her robes how narrow her shoulders were.  It now seemed ridiculous that he had worked so hard to see her; and yet the visage was such an extraordinary one that he could not immediately take his eyes away.  The shape of the head and the flow of the hair were very good, little inferior, he thought, to those of ladies whom he had held to be great beauties.  The hair fanned out over the hem of her robes with perhaps a foot to spare.  Though it may not seem in very good taste to dwell upon her dress, it is dress that is always described first in the old romances.  Over a sadly faded singlet she wore a robe discolored with age to a murky drab and a rather splendid sable 黑貂皮jacket, richly perfumed, such as a stylish lady might have worn a generation or two before.  It was entirely wrong for a young princess, but he feared that she needed it to keep off the winter cold.  He was as mute as she had always been; but presently he recovered sufficiently to have yet another try at shaking her from her muteness.  He spoke of this and that, and the gesture as she raised a sleeve to her mouth was somehow stiff and antiquated.  He thought of a master of court rituals taking up his position akimbo兩手乂腰.  She managed a smile for him, which did not seem to go with the rest of her.  It was too awful.  He hurried to get his things together. 

     The gate at the forward gallery...was leaning dangerously.  He had seen something of the place on his nocturnal visits, but of course a great deal had remained concealed.  It was lonely, desolate (abandoned, barren) sight that spread before him, like a village deep in the mountains.  Only the snow piled on the pine trees seemed warm.  The weed-choked gate of which his friend had spoken that rainy night would be such a gate as this.  How charming to have a pretty lady in residence and to think compassionate thoughts and to long each day to see her!....

     The gate was not yet open.  He sent someone for the gatekeeper, who proved to be a very old man.  A girl of an age such that she could be either his daughter or his granddaughter, her dirty robes an unfortunate contrast with the snow, came up hugging in her arms a strange utensil which contained the merest suggestion of embers 燃屑.

 Naishi, a rather advanced years court lady, allured Genji to her bed.

Sere and withered thought these grasses be,

They are ready for your pony, should you come.

     Thinking...that Aoi had last words for Genji, her parents withdrew.  The effect was grandly solemn as priest read from the Lotus Sutra in hash voice....  She was heavy with child, and very beautiful.  Even a man who was nothing to her would have been saddened to look at her.  Long, heavy hair, bound at one side, was set off by white robes, and he thought her lovelier than she was mostly carefully dressed and groomed.

     He was sadly worn and lay as if on the border of death, pathetic and still lovely.  There was not a tangle in her lustrous hair.  The thick tresses (hair, lock)) that poured over her pillows seemed to him quite beyond compare.  He gazed down at her, thinking it odd that he should have felt so dissatisfied with her over the years.

     Oi...was dead….  Genji and the others left court, scarcely aware of where their feet were taking them...everyone was stunned, dazed, wandering aimlessly from room to room, hardly knowing a door from a wall.  Messengers crowded in with condolences....  The old pillow, the old bed:  with whom shall I share them now?  It was a verse from Po Chu-i.  Below it Genji had written a verse of his own:

Weeping beside the pillow of one who is gone,

I may not go, so strong the ties, myself.

*                              *                              *  

The dust piles on the now abandoned bed.

How many dew-drenched nights have I slept alone!

      A low wattle fence, scarcely more than a suggestion of an enclosure, surrounded a complex of board-roofed buildings....  The shrine gates, of unfinished logs, had a grand and awesome dignity for all their simplicity, and somewhat forbidding austerity of the place was accentuated (emphasized, highlighted) by clusters of priests, talking among themselves and coughing and clearing their throats as if in warning....  The fine lodge glowed faintly.  It was all in all a lonely, quiet place, and here away from the world a lady already deep in sorrow had passed these weeks and months....  The music abruptly stopped and the silence was broken only by a rustling of silken robes....

A dawn farewell is always drenched in dew,

But sad is the autumn sky as never before.

An autumn farewell needs nothing to make it sadder.

Enough of your songs, O crickets on the moors!

     The New Year came, bringing no renewal.  Life was sad and subdued.  Sadder than all the others, Genji was in seclusion.  During his father’s reign..., the new year appointments had brought such streams of horses and carriages to his gates that there had been room for no more.  Now they were deserted.  Only a few listless guards and secretaries occupied the offices.  His favorite retainers did come calling, but it was as if they had time on their hands.  So, he thought, life was to be.

     The closet door being open a few inches, he slipped out and made his way between a screen and the wall.  He looked with wonder at the lady and tears came to his eyes.  Still in some pain, she was gazing out at the garden....Her profile was lovely beyond description....To Genji, she was a complete delight as she sat in silence, lost in deeply troubled meditations.  Her hair as it cascaded over her shoulders, the lines of her head and face, the glow of her skin, were to Genji irresistible beautiful.  They were very much like each other, she and Murasaki....  He could hardly think of them as two persons.  And yet, perhaps because Fujitsubo had been so much in his thoughts over the years, there did after all seem to be a difference.  Fujitsubo’s was the calmer and more mature dignity.  No longer in control of himself, he slipped inside her curtains and pulled her sleeve.  So distinctive was the fragrance that she recognized him immediately.  In sheer terror, she sank to the floor.

     Fujitsubo become a nun.  She wrote a verse to Genji:

Ninefold mists have risen and came between us,     濃霧疊疊九重山，

I am left to imagine the moon behind the clouds.    烏雲層層夢中月。

     Genji was in tears as he replied:

The autumn moon is the autumn moon of old,         秋月依舊情綿綿，

How cruel the mists that will not let me see it.         只恨雲霧苦相思！

     [Genjii in Suma]….In a dark robe tied loosely over singlets of figured white and aster 紫花-colored trousers, he announced himself as a disciple of the Buddha and slowly intoned a Sutra, and his men thought that they had never heard a finer voice.  From offshore came the voices of fishermen raised in song.  The barely visible boats were like little seafowl on an utterly lonely sea, and as he brushed away a tear induced by the splash of oars and the calls of wild geese overhead, the white of his hand against the jet black of his rosary was enough to bring comfort to men who had left their families behind.

     Genji’s house (in Suma) seemed very strange and exotic.  The surroundings were such that he would have liked to paint them.  The fence was of plaited bamboo and the pillars were of pine and stairs of stone.  It was a rustic, provincial sort of dwelling, and very interesting.

     Genji’s dress too was somewhat rustic.  Over a singlet dyed lightly in a yellowish color denoting no rank or office, he wore a hunting robe and trousers of greenish gray.  It was plain grab and intentionally countrified, but it so became the wearer as to bring an immediate smile of pleasure to his friend’s lips.  Genji’s personal utensils and accessories were of a makeshift nature, and his room was open to anyone who wished to look in.  The gaming boards and stones were also of rustic make.  The religious objects that lay about told of earnest devotion.  The food was very palatable and very much in the local taste.  For his friends’ amusement, Genji had fishermen bring fish and shells.  To no Chujo had them questioned about their maritime life, and learned of perils and tribulations 艱困.  Their speech was as incomprehensible as the chirping of birds, but no doubt their feelings were like his own.  He brightened their lives with clothes and gifts.  The stables being nearby, fodder (feed, food, fuel, ammunition) was brought from a granary (barn) or something of the sort beyond, and the feeding process was a novel and interesting as everything else.  To no Chujo hummed the passages from “The Well of Asuka” about the well-fed houses.

     Might it be the end of the world?  From dawn the next day the wind was so fierce and the tide so high and the surf so loud that it was as if the crags 峭璧 and the mountains must fall.  The horror of the thunder and lightning was beyond description.  Panic spread at each new flash.  For what sins, Genji’s men asked, were they being punished?  Were they to perish without another glimpse of their mothers and fathers, their dear wives and children?

     They faced Sumiyoshi and prayed and made vows: “Our lord was reared deep in the fastnesses of the palace, and all blessings were his.  You who, in the abundance of your mercy, have brought strength through these lands to all who have sunk beneath the weight of their troubles:  in punishment for what crimes do you call forth these howling waves?  Judge his case if you will, you gods of heaven and earth.  Guiltless, he is accused of a crime, stripped of his office, driven from his house and city, left as you see him with no relief from the torture and the lamentation.  And now these horrors and even his life seem threatened.  Why?  We must ask:  because of sins in some other life, because of crimes in this one?  If your vision is clear, O you gods, then take all this away.”

      Presently the wind and rain subsided and stars began to come out.  The kitchen being altogether too mean a place, a move back to the main hall was suggested.  The charred remains of the gallery were an ugly sight, however, and the hall had been badly muddied and all the blinds and curtains blown away.  Perhaps, Genji’s men suggested somewhat tentatively, it might be better to wait until dawn.  Genji sought to concentrate upon the holy name, but his agitation continued to be very great.

      He opened a wattle door and looked out.  The moon had come up.  The line left by the waves was white and dangerously near, and the surf was still high.  There was no one here whom he would turn to, no student of the deeper truths who could discourse upon past and present and perhaps explain these wild events.  All the fisher folk had gathered at what they had heard was the house of a great gentleman from the city.  They were as noisy and impossible to communicate with as a flock of birds, but no one thought of telling them to leave.

      The lady [in Akashi] had not been prepared for an incursion (attack, intrusion, encroachment) and could not cope with it.  She fled to an inner room.  How she could contrive to bar it he could not tell, but it was very firmly barred indeed.  Though he did not exactly force his way through, it is not to be imagined that he left matters as they were.  Delicate, slender--she was almost too beautiful.  Pleasure was mingled with pity at the thought that he was imposing himself upon her.  She was even more pleasing than reports from afar had had her.  The autumn night, usually so long, was over in a trice.

      There was no one now to whom she might turn for help.  It is true that her older brother…did not seem to notice that the wormwood 苦艾was asking to be cut back.  The rushes 燈心草 were so thick that one could not be sure whether they grew from land or water.  Wormwood touched the eaves, bindweed 野草 had firmly barred the gates.  This last fact would perhaps have given comfortable feelings of security had it not been for the fact that horses and cattle had knocked over the fences and worn paths inside.  Still more impolite were the boys who in spring and summer deliberately drove their herds through.  In the Eighth Month one year a particularly savage typhoon blew down all the galleries and stripped the servants’ quarters to bare frames, and so the servants left.  No smoke rose from the kitchen.  Things had, in a word, come to sorry pass.  A glance at the brambles 荊蕀 convinced robbers that the place was not worth looking into.  But the furnishings and decorations in the main hall were as they had always been.  There was no one to clean and polish them, of course; but if the lady lived among mountains of dust it was elegant and orderly dust.

      Two groups of painting context were organized to win the emperor favor of Suzaku Emperor:  Fujitsubo and To no Chujo to present their daughters….

The royal seat was put out in the ladies’ withdrawing rooms, and the ladies were ranged to the north and south.  The seats of the courtiers faced them on the west.  The paintings of the left were in boxes of red sandalwood 檀香木 on sappanwood [sapwood白木?] stands with flaring legs.  Purple Chinese brocades 織錦 were spread under the stands, which were covered with delicate lavender Chinese embroidery.  Six little girls sat behind them, their robes of red and their jackets of white lined with red, from under which peeped red and lavender.  As for the right on Kodiden side, the boxes were of heavy aloes 沉香木 and the stands of lighter aloes.  Green Korean brocades covered the stands, and the streamers 長飾帶 and the flaring legs were all in latest style.  The little page girls wore green robes and over them white jackets with green linings, and their singlets were of a grayish green lined with yellow.  Most solemnly they lined up their treasures....

      It was autumn, always the melancholy season.  The autumn wind was chilly and the autumn insects sang busily as the day of the departure dawned.  The Akashi lady sat looking out over the sea.  Her father, always up for dawn services, had arisen deep in the night, much earlier than usual.  He was weeping as he turned to his prayers.  Fears were not proper or auspicious on such an occasion, but this morning they were general.  The little girl was a delight, like the jade one hears of which shines in darkness.  He had not once let her out of his sight, and here she was again, scrambling (scattering) all over him, so very fond of him.  He had great contempt for people who renounce the world and then appear not to have done so after all.  But she was leaving him.

      The lady hung back.  This morning’s farewell seemed more difficult than all the years away from him.  There was just a little too much of the grand lady in this behavior, thought Genji.  Her women, urging her on, had to agree.  Finally she came forward.  Her profile, half hidden by the curtain, was wonderfully soft and gentle.  She might have been a princess.  He pulled the curtain back and offered some last affectionate words of farewell.  His men were in a great hurry to be off, and he was about to follow.  He looked back again.  Though she was remarkably good at hiding her emotions, she was gazing at him now with open regret.  He seemed even handsomer than at Akashi.  Then he had seemed a little slender for his height.  He had filled out, and no one could have found fault with his proportions or his manner, the essence of mature dignity.  Perfection from head to foot, she thought--though she may have been a prejudice observer.  

      The child was sitting before her, pretty as a doll.....Since spring her hair had been allowed to grow, and now, thick and flowing, it had reached the length that would be usual for a nun.  I shall say nothing of the bright eyes and the glowing, delicately carved features.  Genji could imagine the lady’s anguish at sending her child off to a distant foster mother.  Over and over again, he sought to persuade her that it was the only thing to do.

      Fujitsubo died….  One night ...the bishop was talking with the emperor about … the subject relating to the late emperor, to “your late mother,” and to the Genji minister….“I humbly reveal to you what was first revealed to me through the Blessed One himself.  There were matters that deeply upset your mother while she was carrying you within her.  The details were rather beyond the grasp of a simple priest....  There was that unexpected crisis when the Genji minister was charged with a crime he had not committed.  Your royal mother was even more deeply troubled, and I undertook yet more varied and elaborate services.  The minister heard of them and on his own initiative commissioned the rites which I undertook upon Your Majesty’s accession.”...

The emperor’s mind was in turmoil.  It was all like a terrible dream.  His reputed father, the old emperor, had been badly served, and the emperor was serving his real father badly by letting him toil as a common minister.

      The Ninth Month came and Akikonomu’s garden was resplendent with autumn colors.  On an evening when a gentle wind was blowing she arranged leaves and flowers on the lid of an ornamental box and sent them over to Murasaki.  Her messenger was a rather tall girl in a singlet of deep purple, a robe of lilac 淡紫色 lined with blue, and gossamer 游絲 cloak of saffron.  She made her practiced way along galleries and verandas and over the soaring bridge that joined them, with the dignity that became her estate, and yet so pretty that the eyes of the whole house were upon her.  Everything about her announced that she had been trained to the highest service.

      The hills were high in the southeast quarter, where spring-blossoming trees and bushes were planted in the large numbers.  The lake was most ingeniously designed.  Among the plantings in the forward parts of the garden were cinquefoil 洋莓屬植物 pines, maples, cherries, wisteria, yamabuki, and rock azalea, most of them trees and shrubs whose season was spring.  Touches of autumn too were scattered through the groves.

      In Akikonomu's garden the plantings, on hills left from the old garden, were chosen for rich autumn colors.  Clear spring water went singing off into the distance, over rocks designed to enhance the music.  There was a waterfall, and the whole expanse was like an autumn moor.  Since it was now autumn, the garden was a wild profusion of autumn flowers and leaves, such as to shame the hills of Oi.

      In the northeast quarter there was a cool natural spring and the plans had the summer sun in mind.  In the forward parts of the garden the wind through thickets of Chinese bamboo would be cool in the summer, and the trees were deep and mysterious as mountain groves.  There was a hedge of mayflower, and there were oranges to remind the lady of days long gone.  There were wild carnations and roses and gentians 龍膽屬植物 and a few spring and autumn lowers as well.  A part of the quarter was fenced off for equestrian 騎馬的 grounds.  Since the Fifth Month would be its liveliest time, there were irises 鳶尾屬植物 along the lake.  On the far side were stables where the finest of horses would be kept.

      And finally the northwest quarter:  beyond artificial hillocks to the north were rows of warehouses, screened off by pines which would be beautiful in new fall of snow.  The chrysanthemum hedge would bloom in the morning frosts of early winter, when also a grove of "mother oaks" would display its best hues.  And in among the deep groves were mountain trees, which one would have been hard put to identify.

      He (a Higo man, a provincial official) wrote a not at all contemptible hand....  He was about thirty, tall and powerfully built, not unpleasant to look at.  Perhaps it was only in the imagination that his vigorous manner was a little intimidating.  He glowed with health and had a deep, rough voice and a heavy regional accent that made his speech seem as alien as bird language....

      The beauty of the evening faces lady's daughter….  The lady was very beautiful, and rather shy in her rough travel dress…."I have been privileged to know ladies so grand that few people ever see them.  In the ordinary course of events they would have been kept out of my sight.  I have thought for a very long time that Lady Murasaki, the chancellor's lady, couldn't possibly have a rival.  But then someone came along who could almost compete with her.  It needn't have surprised anyone, of course.  The chancellor's daughter is growing up into a very beautiful lady indeed.  He has done everything for her.  And just see what we have here, so quiet and unassuming.  She's every bit as pretty.

      The chancellor has seen them all, ever since the reign of his late father, all the consorts and the other royal ladies.  I once heard him say to Lady Murasaki that the word 'beautiful' must have been invented for the late empress and his own daughter.  I never saw the late empress and so I cannot say, and the other is still a child, and a person can only imagine how beautiful she will be someday.  But Lady Murasaki herself:  really she doesn't have a rival even now.  I'm sure he just didn't want to speak of her own beauty right there in front of her.  He most certainly is aware of it.  I once heard him say--he was joking, of course--that she should know better than to take her place beside a handsome man like him.  You should see the two of them!  The sight of them makes you think years have been added to your life, and you wonder if anywhere else in the world there is anything like it.  But just see what we have here, just look at this lady.  She could hold her own with no trouble.  You don't go looking for a halo 榮光 with even the most raving beauty, but if you want the next-best thing--"

      He turned his attention to festive dress and appurtenances 衣飾....  For Murasaki he selected a lavender robe with a clear, clean pattern of rose-plum blossoms and a singlet of fashionable lavender.  For his little daughter there was a white rove lined with red and a singlet beaten to a fine glow.  For the lady of the orange blossoms, a robe of azure with a pattern of seashells beautifully woven in quiet colors, and a crimson singlet, also fulled to a high sheen.  For the new lady, a cloak of bright red and a robe of russet 赤褐色lined with yellow.  Though pretending not to be much interested, Murasaki was wondering what sort of lady would go with these last garments.  She must resemble her father, a man of fine and striking looks somewhat lacking in the gentler qualities.  It was clear to Genji that despite her composure she was uneasy.

      He chose for the safflower princess a white robe lined with green and decorated profusely with Chinese vignettes 小插圖.  He could not help smiling at its vivacity.  And there were garments too for the Akashi lady:  a cloak of Chinese white with birds and butterflies flitting among plum branches and a robe of a rich, deep, glossy purple.  Its proud elegance immediately caught the eye--and seemed to Murasaki somewhat overdone.  For the lady of the locust shell, now a nun, he selected a most dignified habit of a deep blue-gray, a yellow singlet of his own, and a lavender jacket.  He sent around messages that everyone was to be in full dress.  He wanted to see how well, following Murasaki's principle; he had matched apparel and wearer.

      New Year's Day was cloudless.  There is joy inside the humblest of hedges as the grass begins to come green among patches of snow and there is a mist of green on the trees while the mists in the air tell of the advent of spring.  There was great joy in the jeweled precincts of Genji's Rokujo mansion, where every detail of the gardens was a pleasure and the ladies' apartments were perfection.

      The garden of Murasaki's southeast quarter was now the most beautiful.  The scent of plum blossoms, wafting in on the breeze and blending with the perfumes inside, made one think that paradise had come down to earth....

      About Tamakazura:  The rooms already wore an air of clean dignity.  Even more striking was the elegance of their occupant.  She seemed to enhance the glow of her yellow dress and send it into the deepest corners of the room, taking away the last gloomy shadow.  It was a scene, he thought, which could never seem merely ordinary.  Perhaps because of her trials, her hair was just a little sparse at the edges.  The casual flow drew wonderfully clean lines down over her skirts.

      About Akashi lady:  She was different.  Her dark tresses gleamed against the white of her robe, not so thick that they might have seemed assertive.

      …for the safflower 紅花 princess was after all a princess.  Her hair had been her principal and indeed her only charm when she was young, but now the flow was a white trickle 細流, and her profile was better not seen.  He looked tactfully away.  The white robe, which he had sent, had, he feared, been rather better by itself.  She seemed quite congealed 凍殭 in a frosting of white over something of a dark, dull gray so stiff that it rustled dryly.  And was there nothing else, no underclothing to keep her warm?  The safflower nose was aglow 發紅的 all the same, bright through the densest mists.  He sighed and rearranged her curtains, and she seemed not to guess why.  He could not help being touched at the pleasure, which the visit, evident that he still thought of her, so obviously gave.  Poor, lonely thing, he must do something for her from time to time.  She too was rather special--leastways one did not often see her like.  Her voice too seemed congealed.

      The moon was almost too bright in the dawn sky and there were snow flurries.  A wind came down through the tall pines.  The soft yellow-greens and whites of the carolers did nothing to break the cold, white calm, and the cloth posies 花束 in their caps, far from seeming to intrude with too much color, moved over the scene with a light grace such as to make the onlookers feel that years were being added to their lives.  Yugiri and To no Chujo's sons were the handsomest and proudest of the carolers.  Day broke amid new flurries of snow, "Bamboo River" fell on freezing air, and the dancing and the singing--I longed to paint the scene, though certain that my efforts must fall short of the actuality.

      It was late in the Third Month.  Murasaki's spring garden was coming ever more to life with blossoms and singing birds….  
      The dragon and phoenix boats were brilliantly decorated in the Chinese fashion.  The little pages and helmsmen 舵工, their hair still bound up in the page-boy manner, wore lively Chinese dress, and everything about the arrangements was deliciously exotic, to add to the novelty, for the empress's women, of this southeast quarter.  The boats pulled up below a cliff at an island cove 小灣, where the smallest of the hanging rocks was like a detail of a painting.  The branches caught in mists from either side were like a tapestry, and far away in Murasaki's private gardens a willow trailed its branches in a deepening green and the cherry blossoms were rich and sensuous.  In other places they had fallen, but here they were still at their smiling best, and along the galleries wisteria 紫籐 was beginning to send forth its lavender 淡紫色.  Yellow yamabuki reflected on the lake as if about to join its own image.  Waterfowl 水禽 swam past in amiable pairs, and flew in and out with twigs in their bills, and one longed to paint the mandarin ducks as they coursed 追逐 about on the water.  Had that Chinese woodcutter been present, he might well have gazed on until his ax handle rotted away.  Presently it was evening.

暮春三月，紫 上的庭園百花盛開，百鳥和鳴，生氣蓬葧，好不熱鬧。
三兩龍鳳小舟，經刻意裝飾，勝似大唐晝舫。東南大殿，宮女妃嬪雲集，各樣擺設，出奇制勝，美不勝收；童僕舟子，冠帶髮結，身著華麗唐裝，穿梭其間，憑添不少景色。 

晝舫擺近小島，停泊於小灣，上有懸岩，奇石錯綜，景色如晝。兩邊枝葉參錯，交織成一幅美麗的十錦晝。遠處，紫 上庭園的垂柳成蔭，綠油油一大片，櫻花怒放，香氣襲人。（時），他處花落花謝，庭園凋零不戡；獨紫  上的園裡，仍是繁花爭艷，笑顏迎人。紫藤園裡，一片淡紫的花海；湖裡的水仙花 yellow yamabuki，不敢寂寞，也一齊湊趣，大放異彩。

（湖裡的）水禽，有的成雙成對，親蜜依隨，結伴相游；有的飛進飛出，嘴銜小草；有的嬉戲追逐，好美的一幅鴛鴦嬉水圖。大唐的木彫大師，有幸在場，也會目不轉睛，凝視這一幅美好的景緻，待手中的斧柄，腐杇爛去，而渾然不知。 
      In the gathering twilight, to the sonorous 宏亮的 strains of "The Royal Deer," the boats were pulled up once more at the angling pavilion and the women reluctantly disembarked.  It was a building of simple but very great elegance.  The lengths to which the competitive young women had gone with their dress and grooming made one think of a tapestry upon which blossoms had fallen.  The music, all very novel, went on and on, for Genji had chosen musicians whose repertory did not permit of monotony.

      It was night, and they seemed indefatigable.  Flares having been put out in the garden, they were invited to the moss carpet below the verandas 走廊, and the princes and high courtiers had places above with the kotos 十三弦琴 and flutes 笛 in which they took such pride.  The most accomplished of the professional flutists struck up a melody in the sojo mode, in which the courtiers joined most brilliantly with their kotos, and as they moved on to "How Grand the Day" even the most ignorant of the footmen off among the horses and carriages seemed to respond.  The sky and the music, the spring modes and echoes, all seemed better here--no one could fail to see the difference.  The night was passed in music.  With "Joy of Spring" the mode shifted to an intimate minor....

      Tamakazura was very beautiful as she listened with averted 迴避的gaze to this long discourse.  Her dress was dignified and fashionable, a robe of pink lined with blue and a singlet that caught the colors of the season.  She had had a certain air of rustic stolidity 殷實, but, though traces remained, it was rapidly giving way to a subtler, more delicate sort of calm.  No one could have found fault with her dress, and her beauty seemed to glow ever more brightly.  Genji was beginning to think that she was too good to let go.

      One quiet evening after a rainfall, when the green of the maples and oaks was clean and rich, he looked up into a singularly affecting twilight sky and intoned a phrase from Po Chu-I白居易:  "It is gentle, it is fresh."  At such times it was more than anything the fresh glow of the new lady that he was thinking of.  He slipped quietly away to her apartments.  At her writing desk, she bowed courteously and turned shyly away, very beautiful indeed.  Suddenly, gently, she was exactly like her mother.  He wanted to weep.

      He wound this quiet confusion delightful.  She sat with bowed head, unable to think what to make of his behavior and what to do next.  The hand in his was soft, her skin smooth and delicate.  He had made his confession because beauty and pain had suddenly come to seem very much alike.  She was trembling.

     The night was a lovely one.  The breeze was rustling the bamboo, the wind had stopped, and a bright moon had come out.  Her women had tactfully withdrawn.  Though he say a great deal of her, a better opportunity did not seem likely to present itself.  From the momentum, perhaps, which his avowal had given him, he threw off his robe with practiced skill--it was a soft one that made no sound-- and pulled her down beside him.

     The prince had guessed where the lady would be.  Now he sensed that she was perhaps a little nearer.  His heart racing, he looked through an opening in the rich gossamer curtains.  Suddenly, some six or seven feet away, there was a flash--and such beauty as was revealed in it!  Darkness was quickly restored, but the brief glimpse he had had was the sort of thing that makes for romance.  The figure at the curtains may have been indistinct but it most certainly was slim and tall and graceful....

     As for his clothes, the singlets and the robe thrown casually over them glowed in such rich and pleasing colors that they seemed to brim 盈over and seek more space.  One wondered whether a supernatural hand might not have had some part in the dyeing.  The colors themselves were familiar enough, but the woven patterns were as if everything had pointed to this day of flowers.  The lady was sure she would have been quite intoxicated with the perfumes burned into them had she not had these worries.

     There were fresh green blinds all along the galleries, and new curtains too, the rich colors at the hems fading, as is the fashion these days, to white above.  Women and little girls clustered at all the doors.  The girls in green robes and trains of purple gossamer seemed to be from Tamakazura's wing.  There were four of them, all very pretty and well behaved.  Her women too were in festive dress, trains blending from lavender at the waist down to deeper purple and formal jackets the color of carnation shoots.

     The lady of the orange blossoms had her little girls in very dignified dress, singlets of deep pink and trains of red lined with green.  It was very amusing to see all the women striking new poses as they draped their finery about them.  The young courtiers noticed and seemed to be striking poses of their own.

     She (Kumoinokari, To no Chujo's daughter) was napping, very small and pretty, and managing to look cool in spite of the heat.  Her skin was a soft glow through a gossamer singlet.  One hand still held a fan most prettily, and her head was cradled on an arm.  The hair that flowed behind her in natural tresses was neither too long nor troublesomely thick, but beautifully combed.  Her women too were sleeping behind blinds and screens.  They were not easily awakened.  She looked innocently up at him as he tapped with his fan, her eyes round and startled, and the flush that came over her face delighted him.

     The Omi daughter was small and pretty and had beautiful hair, and could by no means have been described as an unrelieved scandal 羞辱--though a narrow forehead and a too exuberant and indeed a torrential way of speaking canceled out her good points.  No beauty, certainly, and yet it was impossible not recognize immediately whose daughter she was.  It mad To no Chujo uncomfortable to realize that he might have been looking at his own mirror image.

     One could not be angry with her.  Commonness and honest, sturdy indignation could be charming.  The trouble was with her speech.  She had grown up among country people, and it was very inelegant.  Pure, precise speech can give a certain distinction to rather ordinary remarks.  An impromptu 即席的 poem, for instance, if it is spoken musically, with an air at the beginning and end as of something unsaid, can seem to convey worlds of meaning, even if upon mature reflection it does not seem to have said much of anything at all.  Torrential remarks have the opposite effect:  the distinguished seems flat and vulgar.  The overemphatic Omi speech patterns made everything seem less than serious.  She had acquired them at her nurse's breast and was not shy about using them; and they were all wrong.  Yet she did have her little accomplishments.  She could without warning rattle off poem after poem of approximately the right length, and if the top half did not seem to go with the bottom half, that was all right too."

     In Akikonomu's autumn garden the plantings were more beautiful by the day.  All of the autumn colors were gathered together, and emphasized by low fences of black wood and red.  Though the flowers were familiar, they somehow seemed different here.  The morning and evening dews were like gem-studded carpets.  So wide that it seemed to merge with the autumn fields, this autumn garden made the women forget Murasaki's spring garden, which had so pleased them a few months before.  They quite lost themselves in its cool beauties.  The autumn side has always had the larger number of adherents in the ancient debate over the relative merits of spring and autumn.  Women who had been seduced by the spring garden (so it is in the world) were now seduced by the autumn.

     Akikonomu was in residence.  Music seemed called for, but the anniversary of her father's death came this Eighth Month.  Though she was fearful for the well-being of her flowers as autumn deepened, they seemed only to be brighter and fresher.  But then came a typhoon, more savage than in most years.  Falling flowers are always sad, but to see the dews scatter like jewels from a broken strand was for her almost tormented.  The great sleeve which the poet had wanted as a defense against the spring winds she wanted against those of the autumn.  The storm raged into the night, dark and terrible.  Behind lowered shutters Akikonomu worried about her autumn flowers.

     Approaching along the east gallery, Yugiri saw over a low screen that a door was open at a corner of the main hall.  He stopped to look at the women inside.  The screens having been folded and put away, the view was unobstructed.  The lady at the veranda--it would be Murasaki.  Her noble beauty made him think of a fine birch cherry 樺樹 blooming through the hazes of spring.  It was a gentle flow, which seemed to come to him and sweep over him.  She laughed as her women fought with the unruly blinds, though he was too far away to make out what she said to them, and the bloom was more radiant.  She stood surveying the scene, seeing what the winds had done to each of the flowers.  Her women were all very pretty too, but he did not really look at them.  It almost frightened him to think why Genji had to keep him at a distance.  Such beauty was irresistible, and just such inadvertencies 疏忽 as this were to be avoided at all costs.

     …a worse storm….  Great branches were rent 撕裂 from trees with terrifying explosions.  Tiles were flying through the air in such numbers that the roofs must at any moment be stripped bare.

     Yugiri was jumpy and fretful as he sat listening to the howl 呼號 of the wind.  That glimpse of Murasaki had driven away the image that was so much with him.  He tried to think of other things.  This would not do, indeed it was rather terrible.  But the same image was back again a moment after he had driven it away.  There could not have been few examples in the past of such beauty, nor were there likely to be many in the future....  Yugiri was a very staid and sober young man who did not permit himself wanton thoughts, but he went on thinking wistfully 渴望 of the years it would add to a man's life to be with such beauty day and night.

      Under unsettled skies, he felt very unsettled himself, as if his spirit had flown off with the winds.  Another source of disquiet had been added to what had seemed sufficient disquiet already, and it was of a strange and terrible kind, pointing the way to insanity.

     Trees had been uprooted on the hillocks and branches lay strewn 撒佈over the garden.  The flowers were an almost complete loss.  The garden was a clutter of shingles 屋頂板and files and shutters and fences.  The wan morning light was caught by raindrops all across the sad expanse.  Black clouds seethed and boiled overhead....

     Women were visible in the dim light beyond.  Two or three had come forward and were leaning against the balustrades.  Who might they be?  Though in casual dress, they managed to look very elegant in multicolored robes that blended pleasantly in the twilight.  Akikonomu had sent some little girls to lay out insect cages in the damp garden.  They had on robes of lavender and pink and various deeper shades of purple and yellow-green jackets lined with green, all appropriately autumnal hues.  Disappearing and reappearing among the mists, they made a charming picture.  Four and five of them with cages of several colors were walking among the wasted flowers; picking a wild carnation here and another flower there for their royal lady.  The wind seemed to bring a scent from even the scentless asters, most delightfully, as if Akikonomu's own sleeves had brushed them.

     She (Tamakazura, To no Chujo’s daughter) too had to smile, a glowing smile that was very lovely indeed.  A glow like a hozuki berry came through rich strands of hair.  If he had been searching for faults, he might have pointed out that she smiled too broadly; but it was a very small fault.

     Waiting through this apparently intimate tête-à-tête, Yugiri caught sight of a somewhat disarranged curtain behind the corner blinds.  Raising it over the frame, he found that he had a clear view deep into the room.  He was rather startled at what he saw.  They were father and daughter, to be sure, but it was not as if she were an infant for Genji to take in his arms, as he seemed about to do.  Though on ready alert lest he be detected, Yugiri was spellbound.  The girl turned away and sought to hide behind a pillar, and as Genji pulled her towards him her hair streamed over her face, hiding it from Yugiri's view.  Though obviously very uncomfortable, she let him have his way.  They seemed on very intimate terms indeed.  Yugiri was a little shocked and more than a little puzzled.  Genji knew all about women, there could be no question of that.  Perhaps because he had not had her with him to fret and worry over since girlhood it was natural that he should feel certain amorous impulses towards her.  It was natural, but also repellent.  Yugiri felt somehow ashamed, as if it were in a measure his responsibility.  She was a half sister and not a full sister and he saw that he could himself be tempted.  She was very tempting.  She was not perhaps the equal of the other lady of whom he had recently had a glimpse, but she brought a smile of pleasure all the same.  She would not have seemed in hopeless competition with Murasaki.  He thought of a rich profusion of yamabuki sparkling with dew in the evening twilight.  The image was of spring and not autumn, of course, but it was the one that came to him all the same.  Indeed she might be thought even more beautiful than the yamabuki, which after all has its ragged edges and untidy stamens.

     Suddenly very seriously, Genji stood up.  He softly repeated a poem, which the girl had recited in tones too low for Yugiri to hear:

          "The tempest blows, the maiden flower has fears

           That the time has come for it to fade and die."

     It brought both revulsion and fascination.  But he could stay no longer.  He hoped he had misunderstood his father's answer:

           "If it gives itself up to the dew beneath the tree,

            It need not fear, the maiden flower, the winds.

     ... he (Yugiri) took a crouch position behind a swinging door and, pulling a blind over himself, looked through an opening in the curtains.  She came into the room.  He was annoyed at the furniture that stood in the way and at all the women passing back and forth.  But she was charming, a tiny thing in a lavender robe, her hair, which did not yet reach to her feet, spreading out like a fan.  She had blossomed wonderfully in the two years since he had last seen her.  What a beauty she would presently be!  He had likened the other two ladies to the cherry and the yamabuki--and might he liken his sister to the wisteria?  There was just such elegance in wisteria trailing from a high tree and waving in the breeze.  How good if he could look upon these ladies quite as he wished, morning and night.  He saw no reason why he should not, since it was all in the family, but Genji had other ideas and was very strict about keeping him away from the--and so created restless yearnings in this most proper of young men.

     In the twelfth month there was a royal outing to Oharano.  Like everything else, the ladies of Rokujo set out in their carriages to watch.  The procession, very splendid even for a royal outing, left the palace early in the morning and proceeded south along Suzaku and west on Gojo.  Carriage lined the streets all the way to the river Katsura.  The princes and high officials were beautifully fitted out.  Their guards and grooms, very good-looking and of generally matching heights were in the finest of livery.  All the ministers and councilors and indeed the whole court had turned out for the occasion, the higher ranks dressed uniformly in yellow-green robes and lavender singlets.  Even the skies seemed intent on favoring the occasion, for there were flurries of snow.  The princes and high courtiers in charge of the falcons were in fine hunting dress.  The falconers from the guards were even more interesting, all in printed robes of most fanciful design.  Everything was very grand and very novel, and the carriages of spectators fought for places.

     ... it was her verdict that no one compared with the emperor in his red robes.  He looked neither to the right nor to the left....  He (To no Chujo) was handsome and dignified, in the prime of manhood, though of course circumscribed in his dress by the codes relating to his office.  He was quite the finest of the courtiers....  Prince Hotaru was present, as also was General Higekuro, always very solemn and important, and today in very grand uniform, quiver and all.  His face was dark and his beard heavy, and she did not think him pleasing--though it would have been too much to expect his roughness to meet the standards of carefully tended femininity.  She sniffed contemptuously.

     He (To no Chujo) dressed very carefully and ordered a modest retinue, and presented a very grand figure as he set forth surrounded by sons.  He was tall and strongly built and carried himself with magisterial dignity.  In purple trousers surmounted by a very long train of white lined with red, he might almost have been accused of overdressing.  By contrast, the easy informality of Genji's dress, a robe of white Chinese brocade lined with red over several red singlets, suggested a prime who has ample time to cultivate his sensibilities.  It might have been said that Genji had the finest material to work with and To no Chujo worked harder with what he had.

     Her (Higekuro's wife's) hair, which had once been long and thick, now looked as if someone had been pulling it out by the roots.  It was wild from long neglect and dank and matted from weeping, altogether a distressing sight.  Though no one could have described her as a great beauty, she had inherited something of her father's courtliness, badly obscured now by neglect and illness.  There was scarcely a trace left of youthful freshness.

     Taking up a censer, she directed the perfuming of his robes.  Though her casual robes were somewhat rumpled and she was looking very thin and wan, he thought the all too obvious melancholy that lay over her features both sad and appealing.  The redness around her eyes was not pleasant, but when as now he was in sympathetic mood he tried not to notice.  It was rather wonderful that they had lived together for so long.  He felt a little guilty that he should have lost himself so quickly and completely in a new infatuation.  But he was more and more restless as the hours went by.  Making sure that his sighs of regret were audible, he put a censer in his sleeve and smoothed his robes, which were pleasantly soft.  Though he was of course no match for the matchless Genji, he was a handsome and imposing man.

     ...the lady of the orange blossoms was characteristically reticent, as inconspicuous as a wisp of smoke from a censer.  She finally submitted a single perfume, a summer lotus-leaf blend with a pungency that was gentle but firm.  In the winter quarter the Akashi lady had as little confidence that she could hold her own in such competition.  She finally submitted a "hundred pace" sachet from an adaptation of Minamoto Kintada's formula by the earlier Suzaku emperor, of very great delicacy and refinement.

     The moon rose, there was wine; the talk was of old times.  The mist-enshrouded moon was weirdly beautiful, and the breeze following gently upon the rain brought a soft perfume of plum blossoms.  The mixture of scents inside the hall was magical.

     It was the eve of the ceremony.  The stewards' offices had brought musical instruments for a rehearsal.  Guests had gathered in large numbers and flute and koto echoed through all the galleries.  Kashiwagi, Kobai, and To no Chujo's other sons stopped by with formal greetings.  Genji insisted that they join the concert.  For Prince Hotaru there was a lute, for Genji a thirteen-stringed koto, for Kashiwagi, who had a quick, lively touch, a Japanese koto.  Yugiri took up a flute, and the high, clear strains, appropriate to the season, could scarcely have been improved upon.  Beating time with a fan, Kobai was in magnificent voice as he sang "A Branch of Plum."  Genji and Prince Hotaru joined him at the climax.  It was Kobai who, still a court page, had sung “Takasago” at the rhyme-guessing contest so many years before.  Everyone agreed that though informal it was an excellent concert.

     Having raised the blinds to let the breezes pass, he sat out near the veranda with a booklet spread before him, and as he took a brush meditatively between his teeth the women thought that they could gaze at him for ages on end and not tire.  His brush poised over papers of clear, plain reds and whites, he would collect himself for the effort of writing, and no one of reasonable sensitivity could have failed to admire the picture of serene concentration which he presented.

     The emperor paid a state visit to Rokujo late in the Tenth Month….  Arriving late in the morning, the royal party went first to the equestrian grounds, where the inner guards were mustered for mounted review in the finery usually reserved for the iris festival.  There were brocades spread along the galleries and arched bridges and awnings over the open places when, in early afternoon, the party moved to the southeast quarter.  The royal cormorants had been turned out with the Rokujo cormorants on the east lake, where there was a handsome take of small fish.  Genji hoped that he was not being a fussy and overzealous host, but he did not want a single moment of the royal progress to be dull.  The autumn leaves were splendid, specially in Akikonomu's southwest garden.  Walls had been taken down and gates opened, and not so much as an autumn mist was permitted to obstruct the royal view.  Genji showed his guests to seats on a higher level than his own.  The emperor ordered this mark of inferiority dispensed with, and thought again what a satisfaction it would be to honor Genji as his father.

     The lieutenants of the inner guards advanced from the east and knelt to the left and right of the stairs before the royal seats, one presenting the take from the pond and the other a brace of fowl taken by the royal falcons in the northern hills.  To no Chujo received the royal command to prepare and serve these delicacies.  An equally interesting repast had been laid out for the princes and high courtiers.  The court musicians took their places in late afternoon, by which time the wine was having its effect.  The concert was quiet and unpretentious and there were court pages to dance for the royal guests.  It was as always the excursion to the Suzaku Palace so many years before that people remembered.  One of To no Chujo's sons, a boy of ten or so, danced "Our Gracious Monarch" most elegantly.  The emperor took off a robe and laid it over his shoulders, and To no Chujo himself descended into the garden for ritual thanks.

      A west room of the main southeast hall was made ready to receive her.  New curtains were hung and new screens set out, as were forty cushions, more comfortable and less ostentatious, thought Genji, than ceremonial chairs.  In spite of the informality, the details were magnificent.  Wardrobes were laid out upon four cupboards inlaid with mother-of-pearl, and there was a fine though modest array of summer and winter robes, incense jars, medicine and comb boxes, inkstones, vanity sets, and other festive paraphernalia.  The stands for the ritual chaplets were of aloeswood and sandalwood, beautifully carved and fitted in the modern manner, with metal trimmings in several colors.  Tamakazua's touch was apparent everywhere.  she was a lady of refinement and sensibility, and when she exerted herself the results were certain to be memorable--though she agreed with Genji that lavish display was in poor taste.

     It was an easy, informal concert.  To no Chujo had also brought the Japanese koto that was among his most prized treasures.  He was one of the finest musicians of the day, and when he put himself out no one was his equal--certainly no one was eager to take up the Japanese koto when he had finished.  At Genji's insistence, Kashiwagi did finally venture a strain, and everyone agreed that he was very little if at all his father's inferior.  There was something almost weirdly beautiful about his playing, to make people exclaim in wonder that though of course talent could be inherited no one would have expected so original a style to be handed from father to son.  There is perhaps nothing so very mysterious about the secret Chinese repertory, for all its variety.  The scores may be secret but they are fixed and not hard to read.  It is rather the Japanese koto, the improvising after the dictates of one's fancy, all the while deferring to the requirements of other instruments, that fills the listener with wonder.  His koto tuned very low, To no Chujo managed an astonishingly rich array of overtones.  Kashiwagi chose a higher, more approachable tuning.  Not informed in advance that he had such talents, the audience, princes and all, was mute with admiration.

     The occupants of the outer wings at Nijo were temporarily moved elsewhere and their rooms refitted to accommodate the important guests and their retinues, down to grooms and footmen.  The chair of honor, decorated with mother-of-pearl, was put out on a porch before the main hall.  Twelve wardrobe stands, on which were the usual summer and winter robes and quilts and spreads, were set out in the west room--though the observer was left to guess what might lie beneath the rich covers of figured purple.  Before the chair of honor were two tables spread with a Chinese silk of a gradually deeper hue towards the fringes.  The ceremonial chaplet was on an aloeswood stand with flared legs and decorations in metal applique, fold birds in silver branches, designed by the Akashi lady and in very good taste indeed.  The four screens behind, commissioned by Prince Hyobu , were excellent.  Convention required landscapes of the four seasons, but he had been at pains to insure that they be more than routine.  The array of treasures on four tiered stands along the north wall quite suited the occasion.  The highest-ranking guests, the ministers and Prince Hyobu and the others, had seats near the south veranda of the main hall.  As for the lower ranks, almost no one failed to appear.  Awnings had been set out for the musicians in the garden, to the left and right of the dance platform.  Gifts for the guests were laid out along the southeast verandas, viands in eighty boxes and robes in forty Chinese chests.

     There may be stepmothers, they tell us, who seem kind and well meaning, but this is the worst sort of pretense.  But even when a stepmother does in fact have sinister intentions a child can sometimes overcome them by the simple device of not seeing them, of behaving with quite open and unfeigned affection.  What a horrid person she has been, says the stepmother of herself, and so she resolves to do better.  There are basic and ancient hostilities, of course, that nothing can overcome, but most disagreements are the result of no great wrongdoing on either side.  All that is needed for reconciliation is an acceptance of that fact.  The most tiresome thing is to raise a great stir over nothing, to fume and complain when the sensible thing would have been to look the other way.

     A lady in informal dress stood just inside the curtains beyond the second pillar to the west.  Her robe seemed to be of red lined with lavender, and at the sleeves and throat the colors were as bright and varied as a book of paper samples.  Her cloak was of white figured satin lined with red.  Her hair fell as clearly as sheaves of thread and fanned out towards the nearly trimmed edges some ten inches beyond her feet.  In the rich billowing of her shirts the lady scarcely seemed present at all.  The white profile framed by masses of black hair was pretty and elegant--though unfortunately the room was dark and he could not see her as well in the evening light as he would have wished.  The women had been too delighted with the game, young gentlemen heedless of how they scattered the blossoms, to worry about blinds and concealment.  The lady turned to look at the cat, which was mewing piteously, and in her face and figure was an abundance of quiet, unpretending young charm.

     Yugiri saw and strongly disapproved, but would only have made matters worse by stepping forward to lower the blind.  He coughed warningly.  The lady slipped out of sight.  He too would have liked to see more, and he sighed when, the cat at length disengaged, the blind fell back into place.  Kashiwagi's regrets were more intense.  It would only have been the Third Princess, the lady who was separated from the rest of the company by her informal dress.  He pretended that nothing had happened, but Yugiri knew that he had seen the princess, and was embarrassed for her.  Seeking to calm himself, Kashiwagi called the cat and took it up in his arms.  It was delicately perfumed.  Mewing prettily, it brought the image of the Third Princess back to him (for he had been ready to fall in love).

     It was late in the Tenth Month.  The vines on the shrine fence were red and there were red leaves beneath the pine trees as well, so that the services of the wind were not needed to tell of the advent of autumn.  The familiar eastern music seemed friendlier than the more subtle Chinese and Korean music.  Against the sea winds and waves, flutes joined the breeze through the high pines of the famous grove with a grandeur that could only belong to Sumiyoshi.  The quiet clapping that went with the koto was more moving than the solemn beat of the drums.  The bamboo of the flutes had been stained to a deeper green, to blend with the green of the pines.  The ingeniously fabricated flowers in all the caps seemed to make a single carpet with the flowers of the autumn fields.

     "The One I Seek" came to an end and the young courtiers of the higher ranks all pulled their robes down over their shoulders as they descended into the courtyard, and suddenly a dark field seemed to burst into a bloom of pink and lavender.  The crimson sleeves beneath, moistened very slightly by a passing shower, made it seem for a moment that the pine groves had becomes

a grove of maples and that autumn leaves were showering down.  Great reeds that had bleached to a pure white swayed over the dancing figures, and the waves of white seemed to linger on when the brief dance was over and they had returned to their places.

     Four of her (Murasaki's) prettiest little girls were also with her, all of them in red robes, cloaks of white lined with red, jackets of figured lavender, and damask trousers.  Their chemises were also red, fulled to a high sheen.  They were as pretty and stylish as little girls can be.  The apartments of the Akashi princess were more festive than usual, bright with new spring decorations.  Her women quite outdid themselves.  Her little girls too were in uniform dress, green robes, cloaks of pink lined with crimson, trousers of figured Chinese satin, and jackets of a yellow Chinese brocade.  The Akashi lady had her little girls dressed in quiet but unexceptionable taste:  two wore rose plum and two were in white robes lined with red, and all four had on celadon-green cloaks and purple jackets and chemises aglow with the marks of the fulling blocks.

     Yugiri was in dashingly informal court dress, the singlets and most especially the sleeves very nicely perfumed.  It was evening when he arrived, looking a little nervous.  The plums were so heavy with blossom in the evening light that one might almost have thought that a winter snow had refused to melt.  Their fragrance mixed on the breeze with the wonderfully delicate perfumes inside the house to such enchanting effect that the spring warbler might have been expected to respond immediately.

     The stringed instruments were all in tune and the concert began.  Each of the ladies did beautifully, but the lute somehow stood out from the other instruments, sedately and venerably quiet and yet with great authority.  Yugiri was listening especially for the Japanese koto.  The tone was softly alluring and the plectrum caught at the strings with vivacity, which seemed to him very novel.  None of the professed masters could have done better.  He would not have thought that the Japanese koto had such life in it.  Clearly Murasaki had worked hard, and Genji was pleased and satisfied.

     It was the time of the month when the moon rises late.  The flares at the eaves were just right, neither too dim nor too strong.  Genji glanced at the Third Princess.  She was smaller than the others, so tiny indeed that she seemed to be all clothes.  Hers was not a striking sort of beauty, but it was marked by very great refinement and delicacy.  One thought of a willow sending forth its first shoots toward the end of the Second Month, so delicate that the breeze from the warbler's wing seems enough to disarrange them.  The hair flowing over a white robe lined with red also suggested the trailing strands of a willow.  One knew that she was the most wellborn of ladies.  Beside her the Akashi princess seemed gentle and delicate in a livelier, brighter way, and somehow deeper and subtler too, trained to greater diversity.  One might have likened her to a wisteria in early morning, blooming from spring into summer with no other blossoms to rival it.  She was heavy with child and seemed uncomfortable.  She pushed her koto away and leaned forward on an armrest which, though the usual size, seemed too large for her.  Genji would have liked to send for a smaller one.  Her hair fell thick and full over rose plum.  She had a most winning charm in the soft, wavering light from the eaves.

     Over a robe of pink, Murasaki wore a robe of a rich, deep hue, a sort of magenta, perhaps.  Her hair fell in a wide, graceful cascade.  She was of just the right height, so beautiful in every one of her features that they added up to more than perfection.  A cherry in full bloom--but not even that seemed an adequate simile.

     One would have expected the Akashi lady to be quit overwhelmed by such company, but she was not.  Careful, conservative taste was evident in her grooming and dress.  One sensed quiet depths, and an ineffable elegance which was all her own.  She had on a figured "willow" robe, white lined with green, and a cloak of a yellowish green, and as a mark of respect for the other ladies, a train of a most delicate and yielding gossamer.  Everything about her emphasized her essential modesty and unassertiveness, but there was much that suggested depth and subtlety as well.  Again as a mark of respect, she knelt turned somewhat away from the others with her lute before her and only her knees on the green Korean brocade with which the matting was fringed.  She guided her plectrum with such graceful assurance through a quiet melody that it was almost more of a pleasure to the eye than to the ear.  One thought of fruit and flowers on the same orange branch, "awaiting the Fifth Month."

     "The misty moon of spring is not the best, really, " said Genji.  "In the autumn the singing of the insects weaves a fabric with the music.  The combination is rather wonderful."

     "It is true," replied Yugiri, "that on an autumn night there is sometimes not a trace of a shadow over the moon and the sound of a koto or a flute can seem as high and clear as the night itself.  But the sky can have a sort of put-on look about it, like an artificial setting for a concert, and the autumn flowers insist on being gazed at.  It is all too pat, too perfect.  But in the spring--the moon comes through a haze and a quiet sound of flute joins it in a way that is not possible in the autumn.  No, a flute is not really its purest on an autumn night.  It has long been said that it is the spring night to which the lady is susceptible, and I am inclined to accept the statement.  The spring night is the one that brings out the quiet harmonies."

     They played an intimate sort of duet, the Saibara "Katsuragi," very light and happy.  In better voice than ever, Genji sang the lyrics over a second time.  The moon rose higher and the color and scent of the plum blossoms seemed to be higher and brighter too.  The Akashi princess had a most engagingly girlish touch on the thirteen-stringed koto.  The tremolo, bright and clear, had in it something of her mother's style.  Murasaki's touch, strangely affecting, seemed quiet and solemn by comparison, and her cadenzas were superb.  For the envoi there was a shift to minor mode, somehow friendlier and more approachable.  In "The Airs" the touch of the plectrum against the fifth and sixth strings of the seven-stringed koto is thought to present the supreme challenge, but the Third Princes had a fine sureness and lucidity.  One looked in vain for signs of immaturity.  The mode an appropriate one for the strains of spring and autumn, she did not let her attention waver and she gave evidence of real understanding.  Genji felt that he had won new honors as a teacher.

     It was in upon this sadness that he came visiting.  Young grasses had sprung up all through the garden, and in the shade of a rock or a tree, where the sand covering was thin, wormwood and other weeds had taken over as if asserting an old claim.  The flowers that had been tended with such care were now rank and overgrown.  He thought how dumps of grass now tidy and proper in the spring would in the autumn be a dense moor humming with insects, and he was in tears as he parted the dewy tangles and came up to the veranda.  Rough blinds of mourning were hung all along the front of the house.  Through them he could see gray curtains newly changed for the season.  He had glimpses too of skirts that told of the presence of little page girls, very pretty and at the same time incongruously drab....  He looked out into the garden as he talked with her women, and the indifference of the trees brought new pangs of sorrow.  Their branches intertwined, an oak and a maple seemed younger than the rest.

     "His (Yugiri's) Lordship had a gentle sort of charm," one of the women would seem to have whispered to another.  "There was no one quite like him, really, for quiet charm and elegance.  But just see this gentleman, so vigorous and manly, all aglow with good looks.  You want to squeal with delight the minute you set eyes on him.   There was no one like the other gentleman and there can't be many like this one either.  If we need someone to look after us, well, we couldn't do much better."

     Yugiri had seen very little of the boy.  Picking up a fallen cherry branch he motioned towards the blinds.  The boy came running out.  He had on but a single robe, of a deep purple.  The fair skin glowed, and there was in the round little figure something, an extraordinary refinement, that rather outdid the princes.  Perhaps, thought Yugiri, he had chanced to catch an unusual angle; but it did seem to him that there was remarkable strength in the eyes, and the arch of the eyebrows reminded him very much of Kashigagi.  And that sudden glow when he laughed--perhaps, thought Yugiri, he had caught a very rare moment--but Genji must surely have noticed.  He really must do a bit of probing.

     Soon it would be sunset.  Mists were rising, and the mountain fastnesses seemed already to be receding into night.  The air was heavy with the songs of the evening cicadas.  Wild carnations at the hedge and an array of autumn flowers in near the veranda caught the evening light.  The murmur of waters was cool.  A brisk wind came down from the mountain with a sighing of deep pine forests.  As bells announced that a new relay of priests had come on duty, the solemnity of the services was redoubled, new voices joined to the old.  Every detail strengthened the spell that was falling over him.  He wanted to stay on and on.  The voice of the priest who had come down from the mountain was grander and more solemn than the rest.

     The autumn winds tore at the trees and the leaves of the vines seemed fearful of being left behind.  Someone far away was reading a sutra, and someone was invoking the holy name, and for the rest Ono seemed deserted.  Indifferent to the clappers meant to frighten them from the harvests, the deer that sought shelter by the garden fences were somber spots among the hues of autumn.  A stag bayed plaintively, and the roar of a waterfall was as if meant to break in upon sad thoughts.  Insect songs, less insistent, among the brown grasses, seemed to say that they must go but did not know where.  Gentians peered from the grasses, heavy with dew, as if they alone might be permitted to stay on.  The sights and sounds of autumn, ordinary enough, but recast by the occasion and the place into a melancholy scarcely to be home.

     In casual court robes, pleasantly soft, and a crimson singlet upon which the fulling blocks had beaten a delicate pattern, he stood for a time at the corner railing.  The light of the setting sun, almost as if directed upon him alone, was so bright that he raised a fan to his eyes, and the careless grace would have made the women envious had he been one of their numbers.  But alas, they could not have imitated it.  He smiled, so handsome a smile that it must bring comfort to the cruelest grief, and asked for Koshosho.

     The thought of it rankled all the way back to the city.  Though the autumn skies were sad, the moon, near full, saw him safely past Mount Ogura.  The princess's Ichijo mansion wore an air of neglect and disrepair.  The southwest corner of the garden wall had collapsed.  The shutters were drawn and the grounds were deserted save for the moon, which had quite taken possession of the garden waters.  He thought how Kashiwagi's flute would have echoed through these same grounds on such a night.

     It was not kind of him, she thought, flushing, to have plans for leaving her.  Such a difficulty, constricted life as a woman was required to live!  Moving things, amusing things, she must pretend to be unaffected by them.  With whom was she to share the pleasure and beguile the tedium of this fleeting world?  Since it chose to look upon women as useless, unfeeling creatures, should it not pity the fathers who went to such trouble rearing them?  Like the mute prince who was always appearing in sad parables, a woman should be sensitive but silent.  The balance was certainly very difficult to maintain--and the little girl in her care, Genji's granddaughter, must face the same difficulties.

     The closet was bare save for a perfume chest and a cupboard.  They had been pushed aside and simple curtains put up to make a semblance of a boudoir.  The morning light somehow came seeping in.  He pulled away the quilts and smoothed her tangled hair, and so had his first good look at her.  She was very pretty, delicate and ladylike.  He himself was handsomer in casual dress than in full court regalia.  She remembered how even in her better days with Kashiwagi he had lost no opportunity to make her feel inferior.  And here she was, wan and emaciated, exposed to the gaze of this extraordinarily handsome man.  He would glance at her a single time, surely, and cast her away.  She tried to sort out her thoughts and make some sense of them.  She feared she was guilty of all the misdeeds with which the world seemed to be charging her, and her timing could not have been worse.

     The chanting went on all through the night, and the drums beat intricate rhythms.  As the first touches of dawn came over the sky the scene was as if made especially for her who so loved the spring.  All across the garden cherries were a delicate veil through spring mists, and bird songs rose numberless, as if to outdo the flutes.  One would have thought that the possibilities of beauty were here exhausted, and then the dancer on the stage became the handsome General Ling, and as the dance gathered momentum and the delighted onlookers stripped off multicolored robes and showered them upon him, the season and the occasion brought a yet higher access of beauty.  All the finest performers among the princes and grandees had quite outdone themselves.  Looking out upon all this joy and beauty, Murasaki thought how little time she had left.

     She was almost never up for a whole day, and today she was back in bed again.  These were the familiar faces, the people who had gathered over the years.  They had delighted her one last time with flute and koto.  Some had meant more to her than others.  She gazed intently at the most distant of them and thought that she could never have enough of those who had been her companions at music and the other pleasures of the seasons.  There had been rivalries, of course, but they had been for of one another.  All of them would soon be gone, making their way down the unknown road, and she must make her lonely way ahead of them.

     The empress took her hand and gazed into her face.  Yes, it was indeed like the dew about to vanish away.  Scores of messengers were sent to commission new services.  Once before it had seemed that she was dying, and Genji hoped that whatever evil spirit it was might be persuaded to loosen its grip once more.  All through the night he did everything that could possibly be done, but in vain.  Just as light was coming she (Murasaki) faded away.  Some kind power above, he thought, had kept the empress with her through the night.  He might tell himself, as might all the others who had been with her, that these things have always happened and will continue to happen, but there are times when the natural order of things is unacceptable.  The numbing grief made the world itself seems like a twilight dream.  The women tried in vain to bring their wandering thoughts together.  Fearing for his father, more distraught even than they, Yugiri had come to him.

     Suddenly a near‑full moon burst through a rift in the clouds.  Yugiri chanced to be with him at this beautiful moment.  The white of the orange blossoms leaped forward in the moonlight and on a fresh breeze the scent that so brings memories came wafting into the room.  But it was for only a moment.  The sky darkened even as they awaited, "unchanged a thousand years, the voice of the cuckoo."  The wind rose and almost blew out the eaves lamp, rain pounded on the roof, and the sky was black once more.

     Tamakazura's daughters were perhaps eighteen or nineteen, beautiful and good‑natured girls.  The older sister had regular, elegant features and a sort of gay spontaneity which one wanted to see taken into the royal family itself.  She was wearing a white cloak lined with red and a robe of russet with a yellow lining.  It was a charming combination that went beautifully with the season, and there was a flair even in her way of quietly tucking her skirts about her that made other girls feel rather dowdy (unkempt, slovenly).  The younger sister had chosen a light robe of pink, and the soft flow of her hair put one in mind of a willow tree.  She was a tall, proud beauty with a face that suggested a meditative turn.  Yet there were those who said that if an ability to catch and hold the eye was the important thing, then the older sister was the great beauty of the day.

     Strange, battered little boats, piled high with brush and wattles, made their way up and down the river, each boatman pursuing his own sad, small livelihood at the uncertain mercy of the waters.  "It is the same with all of us," thought Kaoru to himself.  "Am I to boast that I am safe from the flood, calm and secure in a jeweled mansion?"

     It was about the twentieth of the Eighth Month, a time when the autumn skies are conducive to melancholy in any case.  For the princesses, lost in their own sad thoughts, there was no release from the morning and evening mists.  The moon was bright in the early‑morning sky; the surface of the river was clear and luminous.  The shutters facing the mountain were raised.  As the princesses gazed out, the sound of the monastery bell came down to them faintly and, they said, another dawn was upon them.

     It was a foolish suggestion, and Kaoru was delighted.  The view was now clear.  Several curtain frames, high and low, had been moved to the veranda.  The princesses were leaving through open doors at the far side of the chapel.  The first to enter his range of vision went to the veranda and looked out at his men, who were walking up and down in front of the house, taking the cool of the river breeze.  She was wearing a dark‑gray singlet and orange trousers.  Unusual and surprisingly, the combination suggested subtle, careful taste.  A scarf was flung loosely over her shoulders and the ends of a rosary hung from a sleeve.  She was slender and graceful, and her hair, which would perhaps have fallen just short of the hem of a formal robe, was thick and lustrous, with no trace of disorder the whole of its length.  Her profile was flawless, her skin fresh and unblemished (faultless, flawless, ideal, immaculate) and there was pride and at the same time serenity in her manner....

     She looked guardedly back as she made her way to the far door, carrying herself with a pensive grace that few could have imitated.  She wore a singlet and a lined robe of the same dark stuff as her sister's, set off in the same combination.  Hers was a sadder, quieter beauty, which he found even more compelling.  Her hair was less luxuriant, perhaps from grief and neglect, and the ends were somewhat uneven.  Yet it was very lovely, like a cluster of silken threads, and it had the iridescence of "rainbow tresses," or the wing of a halcyon (calm, careless, peaceful, placid).  The hand in which she held a purple scroll was smaller and more delicate than her sister's.  The younger princess knelt at the far door and looked back smiling.  He thought her completely charming.

     The evening was dark and rainy and the wind in the trees was a sigh of utter loneliness.  For all her worries, Oigimi was a figure of great distinction as she sat leaning against an armrest and thinking of what had been and what was to.  Her hair had long gone untended, and yet not a strand was in disarray as it flowed down over a white robe.  The pallor (anemia, paleness, wanness) from days of illness gave to her features a certain cast of depth and mystery.  The eyes and forehead as she sat gazing out into the dusk‑‑one would have longed to show them to the world of high taste, to connoisseurs of the beautiful.

     She (Oigimi) became the more sadly beautiful the longer he gazed at her, and the more difficult to relinquish.  Though her hands and arms were as thin as shadows, the fair skin was still smooth.  The bedclothes had been pushed aside.  In soft white robes, she was so fragile a figure that one might have taken her for a doll whose voluminous clothes hid the absence of a body.  Her hair, not so thick as to be a nuisance, flowed down over her pillow, the luster as it had always been.  Must such beauty pass, quite leave this world?

     The next night she was escorted to Kaoru=s Sanjo mansion.  The ceremonies accompanying the move were of unusual grandeur, with all the royal ladies in attendance.  The princess rode in a brocaded carriage with a wide, flaring roof.  In the procession were three carriages similarly brocaded but with plain roofs, six carriages whose facings of plaited palmetto were embossed with gold, twenty such carriages without the gold, and two carriages with wickerwork facings.  There were thirty ladies-in-waiting, each attended by eight little maids of honor and eight serving women, and they were joined by women who had been sent from Kaoru’s house in twelve carriage.  The ranks of courtiers down to the Sixth Rank quite exhausted the possibilities of gorgeous display.

     Kaoru was very different.  He had an air as of unsounded (faulty, flawed, groundless, illogical) depths and a quiet, meditative dignity.  He used few words as he apologized for his remissness and he said almost nothing that suggested loneliness and deprivation.  Yet he did say, choosing his words most carefully, that he had wanted to see her, and his controlled earnestness moved her more than any number of passionate avowals could have.  He was very handsome; but that aside, she was sure that he would be a more reliable support, over long years, than Niou....

     The scene was perfection:  the hills were veiled in a mist, and crested (culminated, peaked, climaxed) herons had gathered at a point along the frozen strand.  Far down the river, where the Uji bridge cut its dim arc, faggot-laden boats were weaving in and out.  All the details peculiar to the place were brought together.  When he looked out upon the scene it was always as if events of old were fresh before his eyes.  Even had he been with someone for whom he cared nothing, the air of Uji would have bought on strange feelings of intimacy.  How much more so in the company of a not unworthy substitute for Oigimi.  Ukifune was gaining all the while in assurance and discernment, in her awareness of how city people behaved, and she was more beautiful each time he saw her.  At a loss to console her, for it seemed that her tears were about to spill over, he offered a poem:

     ...the waters here were far gentler than at that other mountain village.  The house was pleasingly furnished, the trees and shrubs had been set out to agreeable effect, and great care had obviously gone into the flowerbeds.  As autumn wore on, the skies somehow brought a deepened awareness of the passing days.  The young maidservants, making as if to join the rice harvesters at the gate, raised their voices in harvest songs, and the clacking of the scarecrows brought memories of a girlhood in the remote East Country.

     ...to show the girl off, slight, delicate, graceful, in a cloak of light gray and a singlet of a quiet burnt yellow, her rich hair spread about her like a five-plaited fan.  The fine skin was as if it had been freshly and tenderly powdered.  More than show her off:  Shosho would have liked to paint a picture of the little figure engrossed in prayer, a rosary hung over a curtain rack nearby, a sutra unrolled before her.  Shosho wanted to weep.  How much more extreme was the effect likely to upon a man who had come as suitor!  The moment seemed propitious (auspicious, benign, favorable)....
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