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INTRODUCTION
I

In the series of books I edit for my sister I confine
myself €o those that have I believe somespecial val-
ue to Ireland, now or in the future, I have asked Mr.
Pound for these beautiful plays because I think they
will help me to explain a certain possibility of the
irish dramatic movement, I am writing these words
with my imagination stirred by a visit o the studio
of Mr. Dulac, the distinguished illustrator of the
Arabian Nights,' I saw there the mask and head-
dress to be worn ina play of mine by the player who
will'speak the part of Cuchulain, and who wearing
this noble half-Greek half'-uA‘s:i\'ttic face will appear
perhaps likesan image seen in revery by some Or-
phic. worshipper. I hppe to have attained the dis-\
tance from life which can make credible strange
events, elaborate words. I have written a little play
that can be played in a roomforso little money that
forty ar fifty resders of pottry can pay the price.
Thére will be noscenery, for three mugicians,whose
seeming sun-burned faces will I hope suggest that.
they have wandered from village to village in some
~ country of our drednm, can describe place and wea-
ther, and at moment®s action, and accompany ‘it all
by drum and gong or flute and dulcimer, Instead of
the players working themselves into a violence of
* passion indecorous in our sitting-room, thesnugic,



the beauty of form and voiceall come to climax in
pantomimic dance.
In fact with the help of these plays ‘translated by
Ernest Fenollosaand finished by E2ra Pound’ I have
invented a form of drama, distinguishéd," indirect
angd symbolic, and having noneed of mob or pressto
pay its way~— an aristacratic form, When this play.
and its performance gun as smoothly,as my skill can
makethem, ['shallhopeto Wwritaanother of the sdme
sort and so complete a dramatic celebration of the
life of Cuchulain planned lopg ago. Then having
given enough performances for I hope the pleasure
of personal friends and a few score people of good
taste, I shall record all discoveries of method and
turn to something else. It is an advantage of this
noble form that it need absorb no dne’s life, that its
few properties can be packed up ina box, or hung
upon the walls where they wilk be fine ornaments,
o N | :
And yet this simplificatidn is not merceconomy. For
nearly three centuries invention has been making
the human voice and the movements of the body
scem. always less exXpressive, I have long been puz-
zled why passages, that are mé‘};fh g when read out
or spoken during rehearsal, seem muffled or dulled
during performance. I havesimplified scenery, hav-
ing “The Hour Glass’ for instance played now be-

fore. green curtaing, now among those admirable
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ivory-coloured screens invented by Gordon Crai g i |
With every simplification the voice has recovered i
something of its importance 4nd yet when verse has
approached in tempertodet ussay *Kubla Khan,’ or °
“The Ode to the West Wind ,’ the most typical mo-
dern verse, I have still felt as if the sound came to
.me from behind a veilVThe stage-opening, the
powerful light and shade, the number of feet be-~
tween myself and the pla er's have destroyed inti-
macy, I have found myself thinking of players who
needed perhapsbut to Unrell a mat ih some Eastern
garden, Nor have I felt this only when I listened to
speech, but even more when I have watched the

movement of a player or heard singing in a play. I
loveall thearts that can still remind me of their ori-
ginamong the common people, and my ears are only
comfortable when the singer sings as if mere 3peech
had taken fire, ‘when he appears to have passed into
“song almost imperceptibly. I am bored and wretch-
ed, a limitatien] greatly régret, when he seems no
longer a human being but an invertion-of science, )
To.explain him to myself I say that he hds becqme
a wind instrument and sings nb longer like agtive
men, sailor or ca?n&l driver, because he has had to
compete with an wchestra; where the loudest in-
strument has always survived. The human voice can
only become louder by becoming less articulate,by
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" discovering some new musical sort of roar or scream.
As poetry can do neither, the voice must be freed
from this competition and find itself among little
insttuments, only heard at their best perhaps when
we are close about them, It should be again ppssible

, for a few poets to write as all did once, not for the
printed page but tobe sung, But movement also bas
grown less expressive, more declamatory, less inti-
mate, Whenel called the other day tipon a friend I
found myself among some dozen people who were
watching a greup of Spanish boys and girls, profes-
sional daficers, dancing some national dance in the
midst of a drawing-room. Doubtless their traiming
had been longy laborious and wearisome; but now
one could not be deceived, their movement was full
of joy. They were among friepds, and it all seemed
but'the play of children; how powerful it seemed,
how pgssignate, while an even more miraculous art,
separated from us by the footlights, appeared in the
comparison laborious ared professiopal, It is well to
be close enough to anartist to feel for him a persanal
liking, close enough perhaps to feel that our liking

is returned, v

My play is made possible by Japanese dancer

whom I have seen dance in a gpudio and in a draw-

ing-room and on a ver’y small stage lit by an excel-
lent stage-light, In the studio and in the drawing-

room alene where the lighting was the light we are
- * TV



‘most accustomed to, did I 'see him as the tragic im-
age thathasstirred my imagination, There where no
studied lighting, no stage-picture made an-artific-
ial world,, he was able, as he rose from the foor,
where hg had been sitting cmssed-—legged or as he
‘threw outan arm, torecede from-us into some more .
powerful life. Because that separation was achieved
by. human means alone, he ;eceded but to inhabit
as it were the d&eps of' the mind. Onerealised anew,
at every separating stran geness, that the meaaure Gf
all arts’ grmtness can bedut in their mtlmacy
Allﬁmaglnatzve art. keeps at a distance and this dis-
tance .once. chosen must be firmly -held against 2
pushmg world: Verse, ritual, music anddance in as-
sociation withaction require that gesturf: co&tume,
facial expression, stage arrangement must hclp in
keeping the door, Our unimaginative arts are con-
tent to st a piece of the world as we know itina’
_place by itself, to put their photographsas it werein
-aphush-ora, pla,m fram&, but thearts whichinterest.
_me, while seeining to. scpamtﬂ from the wotldig
“us a group of figures, images, syambols, enable usto
pass for a few montents into a deep of the mind that -
“had hitherto been tog. subtle for: our habitation, Asa. \
‘deep of the.mind can only b§ approached through
“what is most human, most delicate, we should' dls-

trust bad.l]y dlstance, mechamsm and ]aud nmsm
v o e




_It may 'be well if wego to school in Asia, for the dis-
- tance from life in European art has come from little
but difficulty with material, In half-Asiatic Greece
Kallimachos could still return to a stylistic manage- |
- ment of the falling foldsof dra pery,after-thf: natural-
istic drapery of Ph1d1as, and in Egypt the same age
 that saw the village Head-man carved.in wood for
burial in some tomb w.;t:h e complete a naturalism
“saw, set up in public ‘places, statues full of an august.
~formality that implies traditional measur ements, a.
f'phllosaphw defence, The spiritual painting of the
~ 14th century. passed on into Tintoretto and that of
Velasquez into modern pamtmg with no sens® of
“loss to weigh against the gain, while the pahiting
._ﬂf]apm not having our European Moon to churn
the wits, has understood that po styles that ever de-
lighted noble imaginations have lost their impor~ -
“tance, and chooses the style according to the subject,
“Inliterature also we have had theillusionof change
“and progress,theart of Shakespearepassing into that-
“of Dryden, and sointo the prose drama, by whaf has
“seqmed when studied in its details unbroken pro
gress, Had we beest Greeks, and so but h alf-Eumpa—
‘an,an honourable mob would ttave martyred though
“in'vain the first man who sst u a painted scene, or
“who cnmplamad that sahloqmes were unnatural, in-

“stead of repeatmg w:.th a si gh ‘we caﬁnct return toﬁ R
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,the arts of childhood however beautiful.” Only our
lyrle poetry has kept its Asiatic habit and renewed
itself at its own youth, putting off perpetually what
has been called ifs progress in a series of violent re-
volutions, -+ ‘

'Therefore it is natural that I go to Asia for a stage-
convention,for more formal faces, for a chorus that
has no partin theaction and perhaps for those move-
mefits of the body copied from the maridnette shows

‘of the 14th century. A mask will enable me to sub-
stitute for the fate of sdme common-~place player,
or for that face repainted to suit hisown vulgar fan-
cy, the fine invention of a sculptor, and to bring the
audience close enough to the play to hear every in-
flection of the voice. A mask never seems buta dirty
face, and no matter hpw close you go is still a work
of art; nor shall we lose by staying the movement
of the features, for deep feeling is expressed by a
movement of the whole body. In poetical painting
& in sculpturethe face seers the nobler for lacking
curidgity, alert attentiongall that we sumyuprander
the famous word of the réalists ‘vitality’ It ®even
passible that being is only possessed completely by
the dead, and that 1t {s some khowledge of this that
makes us gaze with $o much emotion upon the face
of the Sphinx or Buddha, Who can forget the fade

of Chaliapine as the Mogul King in Prince Igor,
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when a mask covering its upper portion made him
seem like a Pheenix at the end of its thousand wise

years, awaiting in condescension the burning nest
and what did it not gain from that immobility in
dignity and in power? ' v e

’ v .

'Réalism is created for the common _pegple and was|
always their peculiar dglight, and it is the delight to-
day of all those whose xmnds edutated alonceby ;
school-masters and newspapers are without the a
memory of beauty and gmaetional s-ubtletyg The oc~
casional kumorousrealism thatso much heightened
the emotional effect of Elizabethan Tragedy, Cleo-
patra’s old man with an asp let us say, carrying the
tragic crisis by its contrast above the tide-mark of
Corneille’scourtly theatre, wasmadeat the outset to
please the common citizen standing on the rushes of
the floor; but the great speeches were written by
poets: who remembered their patronsin thecovered
galleries, The fanatic Savonarola was but dead a cen-
tury, and hislamentation in the frenzy of hisrhetor-
ic,thatevery prince of the Church or State throu gh-
out Europe was wholly occupied with the fine arts,
had’still its moiety of truth. A &detical passagecan~
not be understood without a rich memory, and like
the older school of pafnting appeals to a tradition,

and that not merely when it speaks of ‘Lethe’s
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Wharf’ or ‘Dido on the wild sea-banks’ but in
rhythm,invocabulary; for the ear must noticeslight
variations upon old.cadences and customary words,
all that high bregding of poetical style where there
is nothing estentatious, nothing crude, no breath of
parvenu or journalist.

Let us ptess the popular arts on to a more compléte
realism, for that would be J;helr honesty; and the
commercml arts demor alise by their eompmmtse,
their incompletgness, their idealism without sincer-
ity or elegance, their pretence that-ignorance can
understand beauty. In the studio and in the draw-
ing-room we can found a true theatre of beauty.
Poets from the time of Keats and Blake have de-
rived their descent only through what is least de-
clamatory, least-popylar in the art of Shakespeare,
and in such a theatre they Wlﬂ find their habitual
audience and keep their fréedom. Europe is very
old and has seen many arts run through the circle
and has learned the fruit of"every flower and known
what this fruit sends up; and it is now time to copy
the East and live deliberately, RN S

x . V -

Ye shall not, while ye tarry with me, taste

From unrinsed barrel the diluted wine

Of alow vineyard or a plant illpruned,

But such as dnciently the Aegean Isles
IX



Poured in libation at their solemn feasts:

A nd the same goblets shall ye grasp embost
With no vile figures of loose languid boors,

But such as Gods have lived with and have led.’

The Noh theatre of Japan became popular at the
close of the 14th century, gathering into itself dan-
ces performed at Shinto shrines in honour of spirits
and gods or by youné nobles at_the Court, and mruch
oldlyric poetry,and receiving its philosophy and its
final shape perhaps from priests of a contemplative
school of Buddhism. A small daimio or feudal lord
of the ancient capital Nara, a contemporary of
Chaucer’s,wastheauthor, or perhapsonly the stage-
manager, of many plays. He brought them to the
court of the Shogun at Kiofo, From that on the
Shogun and his court were as busy with dramatic

oetry as the Mikado and his with lyric, When for
the first time Hamlet was being played in London
Nohwasmade a necessaty part of offigial ceremonies
at Kioto, and young nobles and princes, forbitlden
to attgnd the popular theatre in Japan as elscwhere
a place of mimicryand naturalism wereencouraged
to witness and to performeif spectacles where
speech, music, song and dance created an image of
nobility and strange ‘beauty, When the modern

revolution came, Nohafter a biief unpopularity was
X



played for the first timein certain ceremonious pub-
lic theatres, and 1897 a battleship was named Tak-
asago, after one of its most famous plays, Some of
the old noble families are to-day very poor,their men
it may be buat servants and labourers, but they still
sfrequent these theatres, ‘Accomplishment’ the
tword Noh means,and it is their accomplishment arid
that of a few cultured people who understand the
literary and mythological allusions ands the ancient
lyrics quoted in gpeech or chorus, their discipline, a
part.of their breeding. The players themselves, un-
like thedespised players of the popular theatre, have
pasSed on proudly from father to son an elaborate
art, and even now a player will publish his family
trec to prove his skill, One player wrotgin 1906 ina
business circular-— I gm quoting from Mr, Pound’s
redaction of the Notes of Fenollosa— that after
thirty generations of nobles a woman of his house
dreamed that amask wascarried to her from heaven,
and soon after ghe bore a son who became a player
and The father of players. Hisfamilyhe declared still
possessed a letter from a 1 §th century Mikadgiagn=
fetring upon them a theatre-curtain, white below
and purple above, " - )

There werefive familiesof these playersand, forbid-
den before the Revolution to perform in public, they.

had received grantsof land or salaries from the state.
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Thewhite and purple curtain was no doubt to hang
upon awall behind the players or over their entrance
door for the Noh stage is a platform surrounded
upon three sides by the audience.'No ‘naturalistic’
effect is sought. The players wear masks and found
their movements upon those &f puppets: the most
famous of all Japanese dramatists compeosed entirely
for puppets. A swift ona slow movement and along
or a short stillness, and then another movem?®nt.
They sing asmuch as they speak, and there is a cho-
rus which describes the stene and interprets their
thought dnd never becomes as in the Greek theatre
part of the action, At the climax instead of the dis-
ordered passion of nature there is a dance, a series of
positions & movements which may represent abat-
tle, or a marriage, or the painof a ghost inthe Bud-
dhist purgatory, I havelately studied certain of these
dances, with Japanese players,and I notice that their
ideal of beauty, unlikethat of Greece and likethat of
pictures from Japan and China, makes them pause
at motnents of muscular tension, ‘The interest is not
in theshuman form but in the rhythm to which it
moves, and the teiutaph,of their art is to express the
rhythm in its intensity. ThRre are few swaying
moveinents of arms or body such asmake the beauty
of our dancing. They move from the hip, keeping
constantly the upper part of their body still, and

seem tosassociate with every gesture or pose some
XIX

.




definite thought. They crossthestage with a sliding
movement, and one gets the impression not of un-
dulation but of continuous straight lines,

The Print Room of the British Museum 1s now
closed .as»a war-economy, so I can only write from
memory of theatrical colour-prints, where a ship is
represented by a mere skeleton of willows or osiers
painted green, or a fruit free.by a bush in a pot, and
wifere actors have tied on their masks with ribbons
that are gathered into a bunch behind the head, It
is a child’s gamebecomethe most noble poetry, and
thereisno observation of life,because the poet would
set'before us all those things which we feel and im-
agine 1n stlence,

Mr, Ezra Pound has found among the Fenollosa
manuscripts a storyatraditional among Japanese
players. A young man was following a stately old
woman through the streets of a Japanese town, and
presently she turned to him and spoke: ‘Why do you
follow me?’ ‘Because you dre so interesting:” “T'hat
i§ not so, [ amtoo old to beinteresting,” But he wish-
ed he told her to become a player of old women on
the Noh stage, “If he would become famousasa No
player she said, he nfust not observe life, nor put on
an old voice and stint the music of his voice, He
must know how to suggest an old woman and yet
find it all in the heart,’
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VI
In the plays themselves I discover a beauty or a
" subtlety that I can trace perhaps to their threefold
origim. The love-sorrows, the love of f;ather and
daughter, of mother and son, of boy and girl, may
_owe their nobility to a courtly life, but be to whom
the adventures happen, a traveller commeonly from
some distant place, is most often a Buddhist priest;
and the occagional irftellectual ggwﬁgty is perhaps
Buddhist, The adventtre itself 15 often the meeting
with ghost, gqd or goddess at some holy place or
" much-legended tomb;and god, goddess or ghost re-
mindsme at times of our own Irish legends and be-
liefs, which onceit may be differed little from those
of the §hinto worshipper,
The feather-mantle, for whose lack the moon god-
dess, (or should we call her fairy?) cannot return to
thesky, is the red cap whose theft can keep our fair-
ies of the.sea upon dry land; and the ghost-lovers in
‘Nishikigi’ remind me ofuthe Aran boy and girlwho
in Lady Gregory’s story come to the priest after
death to be married, Thele Japanese poets too feel
fortomb and wood.the emotion, the sense of awe
that bur Gaelic speaking country people will some
times show when you speak to them of Castle Hac-
kett orof.some Holy Weell; and that is why perhaps
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it pleases them to begin so many plays by a Travel-
= ler asking his way with many questions, a conven-
tion agreeable to me; for when Ifirst began to write
poetical plays for an Trish theatre I had to put away
an ambition of helping to bring again to certain
places, their old sanctity or their romance, I could
lay the scene of a play on Baile’s Strand, but I found
no pause in the hurried action for descnptlons of
strand or sea dr the great yew tree that once stood
there;and [ couldnotin“The King’s Threshold’ find
room, before I began theagcientstosy, to call up the
shallow river and the few trees and rocky fields of
modern Gort. But in the ‘Nishikigi’ the tale of the
lovers would lose its pathosif we did notsee that for-
gotten tomb where ‘the hiding fox’livesamgng ‘the
orchids and thechrysanthemum flowers.” The men
who created this convention were more like our-
selves than were the Greeks and Romans, morelike
us even than are Shakespeare and Corneille. Their
emotion wasse]f-conscious and reminiscent, always
associating itself with pictures and poems. They
measured all that time had taken orwould take away
and found their delight in remambeﬂng celébrated
lovers in the scenéryspale passion loves, They travel-
led seeking for thestrangeand for the plcturcsque N |
go about with my heart set Wpon.no particular place,

no more than a cloud. I wonder now would the gea
XV
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be that way, or thelittle place Kefu that they say is
stuck down against it.’ When a traveller asks his
way of girls upon the roadside he is directed to find
it by certain pine trees, which he will recognise be-
cause many people have drawn them, . |
I wonder am I fanciful in diseovering in the plays
themselves (few examples have as yet,been trans-
lated and I may be misled by accident or the idio-
syncrasy of some poet) a playing updn a single meta-
phor, as deliberate as the echoing rhythm of line in
Chinese and Japanese painting. In the ‘Nishikigi’
the ghostof the girl-lover carries the cloth she went
on weaving out of grass when sheshould have open-
ed the chamber door to her lover, and woven grass
returns again and again in metaphor and incident.
The lovers, now thatin an aery body they must sor-
row for unconsummated love, are ‘tangled up as the
grass patterns are tangled,” Again they are like an
~unfinished ¢loth: ‘thesebodies, having no weft, even
now are not come togesher, truly a shameful story,
a tale to bring shame on the gods.” Before they can
bring.the priest to the tomb they spend the day
“pushing aside thesgrass from the overgrown ways
in, Kefu,’ and the countryrhan who directs them is
‘éutting grass on the hill;’ & when at last the prayer
of therpiiest tnites th&m in marriage the bride says

that he has made ‘a dream-bridge over wild grass,
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over the grass I dwell in;” and in the end bride and
bridegroom show themselves for a moment ‘from
under the shadow of the love-grass.’ #
In ‘Hagoromo’ the feather-mantle of the fairy wo-
man creates also its rhythm of metaphor. In the
beautiful day of opening spring ‘the plumage of .
Heaven draps neither feather nor flame,’ “nor is the -
rock of earth over-much worn by the brushing of
the feathery skirt of the stars,” One half remembers
a thousand ]apqncsg paintings, or whichever comes
firstinto the memory. Thatscreen painted by Korin,
let us say, shown lately at the British Museum,
where thesame formis echoing in waveandin cloud
and in rock. In European poetry I remember Shel-
ley’s continually repeated fountain and cave, his
broad streamand solitarystar. In neglecting charac-
ter which seems to us essential in drama, as do their
 artists in neglecting relief and depth, when they ar-
.rangeflowers in a vasein athinrow, they have made
'possible a hundred lovely intricacies.
1 W ¥ VII
These plays arose in anage of continual war and be-
‘came a part of the education ofsoldiers, Thése sol-
diers, whose natureschad as much of Walter Pater as
of Achilles combined with Buddhist priestsand wo-
men to elaborate life in a cefemony, the playing of

football, the drinking of tea, and all great events of
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state, becoming a ritual. Inthe painting that dec-
orated their walls and in the poetry they recited one
discovers theonly sign of a greatage that cannot de-
ceive us, the most vivid and subtle discrimination
of sense and the invention of images more pewerful
than sense; the continual présence of reality, It is
still true that the Deity gives us, according to His
promise, not His thoughts or His convigtions but
His flesh and blood, and I beligve that the elabotate
technique of thearts, seeming to createoutof itself a
superhuman life has taught more men to die than
oratory "or the Prayer Book, We only believe in
those thoughts which have heen conceived not in
the brain but in the whole body., The Minoan sol-
dier who bore upon his arm the shield ornamented
with the dovein the Museum at Orete, or had upon
his head the helmet with the winged horse, knew
his réle in life. When Nobuzane painted the child
Saint Kobo, Daishi kneeling full of sweet austerity
upon the flower of the lotus, he set up before our
eyes exquisite life and the acceptance of death.”

I cangot imagine those young soldiers and the wo-
men they loved pleased with the ill-breeding and
theatricality of Carlyle, nor Isthink with the mag-
niloquence of Hugo. These things belong to an in-~
dustrial age, a mechanical sequence of ideas; but
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when I remember that cutious game which the Jap-
anese called, with a confusion of the senses that had
seemed typical of ourownage, ‘listening toincense,’
I know that some among them would have under-
stood the prose of Walter Pater, the painting o1
Puvis de Chavapnes, the poetry of Mallarmé and
Verlaine, Wehen heroism returned to ourage it bore
with it as its first gift technioal sincerity,
” -, VIII ¢

For some weeks now I have been elaborating my
play in London where 4lone I can find the help I
need, Mr, Dulac’s mastery of design and Mr, Ito’s
genius of movement; yetit pleases me to think that
I am working for my own country. Perhaps some
day a play in the form I am adapting for European
purposes shall awake ance more, whether in Gaelic
or in English, under the slope of Slieve-na-mon or
Croagh Patrick ancient memories; for this form has
no need of scenery that runs away with money nor
of atheatre-building, Yet I'know that I only amuse
myself witha fanicy; for though my writings if they
be sea-worthy must put to sea, I cannot tell where -
they may be carried by the wind. Are not the fairy- -
stories of Oscar Wﬂde, which were written for Mr.
Ricketts and Mr. Shannon agd for a fewladies, very

popular in Arabia?
W. B. Yeats, April 1916,
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NISHIKIGI A PLAY IN TWO ACTS BY-'
l“’M()'lf'lf)I{,IYCZ) | |

PERSONS OF THE PLAY

’THE WAKI | Apnest T
THE SHITE OR HERO Ghost of thclﬂver "
_--TSURE L - _Ghost efthe woman; -

e SR they have both been
oo % long dead, and have -
AT o , notyet been united.
CHORUS | e B

: Thc ‘Nxshlklgz are wands used as a love charm.

- *Hosonuno’ is the name of a Jocal cloth which the
wama_n WEaves, .



NISHIKIG]

Part F1rst
WAKI S
'There never was. anybady heard of Mount Slunobu |
“but had a kindly feeling for it; so I, like any other
‘priest that might want to know a little bit about
“each oneof the provinces, mayas wellbe Walklng u P
here along the mucketrayelled road. -,
1 havenot yet been ahout the edst country, but naw'- -
I have set my, mind to goas far as the earth goes; -
“and Why shouldn’t I, after all?secing that I go about
with my heart set upon no part:lcular place whatso-
ever, and with no other man’s flagin my hand, no
-~ more than a cloud has, It'isa flag of the night 1 see
- coming downupon me. I wonder npw,would thesea
‘be that way, or the little place chu that thcy say 15--.__ |
stuck down against itd »
SHITE (to Tsure) - SRt I S
Times out.of mind am Ihcrc settmg up this brlght :
“branch, this silky wood with the charms painted in -
it as fine as the web you'd get in the grass-cloth of -
‘Sitinobu, that thqy’d be stlll Bf:lllng you in tlns |
“monntain, R R I S A
SHITE AND TSURE g
Tangled, weare entangled Whasaf’aultwasm dcarf
tangled up as the grass patternsare tangledup in this
_coarse cloth Or as the llttlt Mushl that hves on and



chirrups indried sea~weed. We do not know where
are to-day our tearsin the undergrowth of this eter-
nal wilderness, Weneither wakenorsleep, and pass-
ing our nights in a sorrow which is in the.end a
vision, what are these scenes of spring to us? this
thinking insleep of someone who has no thought of
you,is it more than adream? and yet surely it is the
\natural way of love, In'our hearts there is much and
1n our bodies nothihg, and we do nothing atall,and
only the waters of the giver of tears,flow quickly.
CHORUS '
Narrow is the cloth of Kefu, but wild is that river,
thattorrent of the hills, between the beloved and the
bride. "
Theclothshehgd woven is faded, the thousand one
hundred nights were night-trysts watched out in
vain.
WAKI (notrecognizing the nature of the speakers)
Strange indeed, seeing thege town-people here,
They gseem like man and wife,
And the lady seems to be holding something
Like a cloth woven of feathers,
While he has a staff or a wooden sceptre
Beautifully ornate.
Both of these things are strange;
In any case, I wonder what they call them.

2



TSURE
 This is a narrow cloth called ‘Hosonuno,’

It is just the breadth of the loom.

SHITE
And this is merely wood painted, .

Andyetthe placeisfamous because of these thlngs
Would you care to buy them from us?

WAKI
Yes,I know that the dloth of this placeand thelacqu-

ers are famous things. I have afready heard of their
glory, and yes I still wonder why they have such
great reputation, -

TSURE i .
Ahwelinow,that’sa d1sappomtment Herethey call
the wood ‘Nishikigi,’ and the woven stuff ‘Hoson-
uno,’ and yet you come saying that you have never
heard why, and never heard the story. Is it reason-
able! "'

SHITE
No, no, thatisreasonable enough. What can people

be ex pected to know of these affairs when it is more
than they can do to keep abreast of their own?
BOTH (to the Priest)

Ah'well, youlook likea persos who hasabandoned
the world; it is reasonable enough that you should
not know the worth Jf wands and clothswithlove’s
signs painted upan them, with love’s marks painted
and dyed.

3
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WAK]
That is a fine answer. And you would tell me then

that Nighikigi and Hosonuno are pames bound over

with love?

SHITE -
‘They-are names in love’s list surely, Every day, for

ayear, for three years come to their full, the wands
Nishikigi were set up, pntil there were a thousand
inall, And they areinsongin your time, and will be.
‘Chidzuka’ they call them.,

TSURE . o . .

These names are surely a by-word.

Asthe cloth Hosonuno is narrow of weft,

More narrow than the breast,

We call by this name any woman

Whose breasts are hard to come nigh to,

It is a name in baoks of love.

SHITE
’T'1s a sad name to look back on,
TSURE 0

A thousand wands were 111 vain,
A sad name, set in a story.’

SHITE
g A seed-pod void of the seed,

We had o meeting together

TSURE
Let him read out the story.

4



CHORUS
. I 7

At last they forget, they forget,
The wands are no longer offered,
The custom is faded away.
The narrow cloth of Kefu
Will not meet over the breast,
"Tis the story of Hosorunaq,
This is the tale: .
These bodies, having no weft,
Even now are'not cometogether,
Truly a shameful story,
A tale to bring shame on the god§/

IT

Names of love,
Now for a little spell,
For a faint charm only,
For a charm as slight as the binding together
Of pine-flakes in I'washiro,
And for saying a wish over them ahout sunset,
We return, and return to our lodging. ;
The evening sun leaves a shadow,
WAKI .
Go on, tell out all the story. =
SHITE
There is an old custom of this country, We make
wands of meditation, and deck them withrsymbols, \

5
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and set them before a gate, when we are suitors.
TSURE

A nd we women takeup 2 wand of the man we would
meet with, and let'the others lie, although a man
might-come for a hundred nights, it may be, or for
» thousand nights 11 three years, till there were a
thousand wands here in the shade of this mountain.
We know the funeral cave of such a man, one who
hal watched out theqthousand nights; abright cave,
for they buried.him with all his wands. They have
named it the <Cave of tht many charms.’

WAKI

I will go to that love-cave,

SHITE ¥ £

So be it, I will teach you the path.
TSURE

Tell him to come over this way,
BOTH : ¢

Hete are the pair of them,

Going along before the traveller,
CHORUS ) "
We have spent the whole day until dusk
Pushing aside the grass

From thé over-grown way at Kefu,

&

And we are not yet come {0 the eave.
6



O you there, cutting grass on the hill,
Please set your mind on this matter.
‘You’d be asking where the dew is
“While the frost’slying here on the road.
‘Who'd tell you that now?’

Very well then don’t tell us,

But be sure we will come to the cave, -
SHITE . »

There’s a cc:ldffeel in the auturpn,

Night comes’. ... . . .

CHORTUS - . ®

And storms; trees giving up their leaf,
Spotted with sudden showers,

Autumn] our feet are clogged

In the dew-drenched, entangled leaves,
The perpetual shadow is lonaly,

The mountain shadow is lying alone.
The owl cries out from the ivieg

That drag their weight on the pine,
Among the orchidsand ch rysanthemum flowers
The hiding fox is now lord of that love-cave,
Nishedzuka,

That is dyed like the maple’s leaf.

Thcy have left us this thing for a saying.
That pair have goneinto the cave.

(sign for the exit of Shite and Tsure)

h.-._m.-'ll"'?r
9
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Part Second
(The Waki has taken the posture of sleep, His re-
spectful visit to the cave is beginning to have its

effect.)

WAKI (restless)

It seems that I cannot sleep

For the length of a pricket’s.horn,
Under October wind, under*pjnes, under night!
I will do service to Butsu.

(he performs the gestures of a ritual)
TSURE LA ‘
Aiel honoured priest!

You do not dip twice in the river
Beneath the same tree's shadow
Without bonds in some other life.
Hear sooth—say, .

Now is there meeting between us,
Between us who were until now

In life and in after-life kept apart.

A dreagn-bridge over wild grass,

Over the grass I dwellin, ¢+ .

O honoured! do not awdke me by force.
I see that the law is perfect, °
SHITE (supposedly’invisible)

Itis a good service you have done, sir,
A service that s prcads in two worlds,

And binds up an ancient love  *
8



That was stretched out between them,
I had watched for a thousand days.

Take my thanks,
For this meeting is under a diflicult law.

And now I will show myself in the forin of Nishi-
kigi,

I £111 come out now for the first time in colour,
(The characters annpunce or explain their acts, as
theseare mostly symbolical, Thus here the Shite,’or
Sh’te, announces his change of costume, and later
the dance.) ° . *

CHORTUS

The three years are over and past:

All that is but at old story,e

SHITE

To dream under dream we rewrn

Three years. . . . And the meeting comes now|
This night has happened over and over,

And only now comes the tryst,

CHORUS

Look there to the cave

Beneath the stems of the Suzuki,

From under the shddows of the lgve~grass,

See, see how they come forth ahd appear

For an instant. , . . . Illusion]

SHITE N

There is at the root of hell

9



No distinction between princes and commons;
Wretched for me! "tis the saying.
WAKI

Strange, what scemed so very old a cave
Is all glittering-bright within,

Like the flicker of fire,

[t is like the inside of a house,

They are setting up a loom,e

And heapmg up chalm-stlcks No,

The hangings are out of old time.

Is it illusion, illusion? *

TSURE

Our hearts have been in the dark of the fallin gsnow,
We have been astray in<the flurry,

You should tell better than we

How much is illusion;

You who are in the world,
We have been in the whirl of those who are fading.

SHITE

Indeed in old ttmes Narihira said,

—and he has vanished with the years-—
‘Let 2 man who is inl the world, tell the fact. "
It is for you, travqllcr,

To say how much ig'illusion,

WAKI

Letit bea dream, or a wsmn,

Or what you will, I care not.
10



Only show me the old times over-past and snowed
under——
Now, soon, while the night lasts.

SHITE
Look then, the old times are shown,

- Faint as the shadow-flower shows in the grass that
bears it;

And you’vé but a moop for lanthorn.

TSURE . -
The woman has gone into the cave,

She sets up her loom thgre

For the weaving of Hosonuno,

Thin as the heart of Autumn. :

SHITE
The suitor for his part, holdmg his charm-sticks,

Knocks on a gate which was barred.

TSURE
In old time he got back no answer,
No secret sound at all

Save, .., “ “

SHITE .
The sound of the loom.,

TSURE .

It was a sweet sound like katyalids and crickets,
A thin sound like the Autumn,
SHITE
It was what you would hear any night,
? X1



TSURE

Kiri, .
SHITE
Hatari.-
TSURE
Cho.
SHITE
.+Cho, _

CHORUS (mimicking the sund of crickets)
Kiri, hatari, cho, cho,
Kiri, hatari, cho,cho. ~ |, .
The cricket sews on at his old rags,
Whith all the new grass in the field; sho,
Churr, isho, like the whir of a loom: churr,
CHORUS (antidtrophe)
Let be, they make grass-cloth in Kefu,
Kefu, the land’s end, matchless in the world.
SHITE
That is an old custom, truly,
But this priest would look on the past,
CHORUS -
The good priest himself would say: . . .
Even if we weave the cloth, Hosonuno,
And set up the charm-sticks
For a thousand, a hundred nights,
Even‘then our beautiful desile will not pass,
Nor fade nordieout, ~ °

12



SHITE
Even to-day thedifficulty of our meeting is remem-

bered,
~ And is remembered in song.
CHORUS
That we may acquire power,"
Even in our faint substance,
We will show forth even gow,
And though it be butin a dregm,
Our form of repentance.
(cxplammg the movement of the Shite and Tsure)
.There he is carrying wands,
And she has o need to be asked.
See her within the cave, -
With a cricket-like noise of weaving.
The grass-gates and-the hedge are between them;
That is a symbal.
Night has already come on. *-
(now exE_amm g the thoughts of the man’s s pirit)
Love’s thoughts are heaped high within h1m
As high'as the charm-sticks,
As high as the charm-stlcks, once coloured,
N ow fading, lie heaped in this cave.
And he knows of their fading? He says:
I lie 2 body, unknown to any other man,
Like old wood buried in moss,
It were a fit thing
- - . 13
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That I should stop thinking the love-thoughts,
The charm-sticks fade and decay,

And yet,

The rumour of our love

Takes foot and moves through the world.

We had no meeting * _
But tears have, it seems, brought out a bright blos-

som. o e
Upbn the dyed tree of love., "
SHITE

Tell me, could I have foreseen

Or known what a heap of my writings

Shéuld lie at the end of her shaft-bench?
CHORUS . .

A hundred nights and more

Of twisting, encaumbered sleep,

And now they make it a ballad,

Not for one year or for two only

But until the days lie deep

As the sand’s depth at Kefu,

Until the year’s end is red with Autumn,

Red like these love-wands, ~ ’ o
A thousand nights are in vain. °
And I stand at this glite-side,
You grant no admission, you do not show yourself
Until I and my sleeves are faded.

By the dew-like gemming of tears upon my sleeve,

14 0
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Why will you grant no admission?

And we all are doomed to pass, -

You, and my sleeves and my tears.

And you did not even know when three years had
come to an end.

Cruel, ah cruel!

The charm-sticks. ..
SHITE , o L3
Were set up a thousand times *
Then, now, and for always

CHORUS * .
Shall.] ever at last seeinto that room of hers, whldh

no other sight has traversed?

SHITE .

Happy at last and well-started,

Now comes the eve of betrothal:»  +-
We meet for the wine-cup.

CHORUS
How glorious the sleeves of the dince;

That are like snow-whirls!

M

d

SHITE
"Tread out the dance.
CHORUS "

Tread out the dance and bririg music,
This dance is for Nishikigi.

SHITE

This dance is for'the evening plays,
And for the weaving,.

Iy~



CHORUS 1.

For the tokens between lover and lover:
It isa reflecting in the wine-cup.

CHORUS

Ari-aki,

The dawnl] .

Come, we are out of place;

Let us go ere the light comes:

(tﬂ the Waki) o

We ask you, do not awake,

We all will wither away,” -

The wands and this cloth of a dream,

Now you will come out of sleep,

You tread the border andnothing

Awaits you: no, all this will wither away.

There is nothing herc but this cave in the field’s

midst,

To-day’s wind moves in the pines;

A wild place, unlit, and unfilled,

. 16
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HAGOROMO, A PLAY IN ONE ACT
PERSONS OF-THE PLAY

THE PRIEST" .  Hakuryo
A FISHERMAN

A TENNIN

CIIORUS



HAGOROMO

+ Theplot of the play *Hagoromo, the Feather-man-
tle’is asfollows, The priestfindsthe Hagoromo, the
magical feather-mantle of a Tennin, an aerial spirit
or celestial dancer, hanging upon a bough. She de-

' mands its return. He argues with her, and finally
promises to return it, if she will teach hiin her dance
or part of it. She accepts the offer. The Chorus ex-
plains the dance as symbolical of the daily changes.s
of the moon. The wordsabout ‘threeyfiveand fifteen’
refer to the nuthber of nightsin the moon’schanges.
In the finale, the Tennin is supposed to disappear
like a mountain slowly hidden in mist, The play
shows the relation of the early Noh to the God-

dance.
P

PRIEST

Windy road of the waves by Miwo,

Swift with ships; loud over steersmen’s voices.
Hakuryo, taker of fish, head of his house,
Dwells upon the barren pine-waste of Miwo,
A FISHERMAN _
Uponathousand h&ightshad gathered theinexplic-
able cloud, swept by therain, The moon is just come
to light the low housg, A clean and pleasant time
surely, There comes the breath-colour of spring;the
waves rise in a ling below the early mist; the moon
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s still delaymg 1b0vc though we've noskill to grasp
it,Hereisa beauty to set the mind abwc 1tself
.CHORUS  W‘ﬂ;“' o |

I'shall not be out: r.af' memory-

'Of the moyntain road by Kl}'ﬂml

‘Nor of the parted grass by that bay, s |
- Nor of the far-seen: pme,—waste SR
- Of Miwo of wheat stalks, . - EET
" Let us-go accordin, g to custém; Take hands against
the wind here, for it presses the clouds and the sea.
Those men who were going to fish are about to re-
turn’ without launching, *Wait' a little, is it not
spring? will not the wind be quwt? this Wmd isonly
‘the voice'of thelﬂstmg pine-trees, ready for stillness.
~ Seehow theairissoundless, or would be, were it not
. for the waves. Therenow, thefisher men are puttm g
~out with even thie sn’allest boats. o | |
- PRIEST | S
“NowI amcometo shore at leo-no I dmembark
in Subara; I see all that they speak of on the shore. -
- Anempty sky with mu usic,a rain of flowers, strange
lfragrance on’ every. side; all these are no:common
- things; nor is this cloak that hangs tipon'the pine~
tree, AsTapproach to inhale its colour I am aware
~of mystery. Its colotr-smelli 1smyster1ous Isec that
" itids surely Ho common dress,,rI will take it now and
return-and: make ita treasurc in my house, to show
to the aged A
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TENNIN
That cloak belongs to someone on thlS side, What -

v are you pmpasmg to dr.: Wlth ltf' S,

This? this is a clmak plcked up I am takmg it Iwme
- Itellyou, - . o L
' TENNIN |

- Thatisa feather-mantle not fit for a mortal to bear B
Not easily wrested from the sky-traversmg Splrlt |

- Not easily taken or given, o o
I ask.you to. leave 1t Wherﬁ you found 1t. o
- PRIEST" L S

- How, is the ¢ owner £ of this cloak a Tenmn? SO be it.
. In this downcast age I should keep it, a rare thihg,
~and make it a treasure insthe country, _th_mg re-
-spected, Then I should notreturnit. ..
TENNIN - _. A e
~ Pitiful, there 1snoﬂy1ngwnhnutthe cloak of feath- :
-ers, no retarn through the ether I pl”ly you return_ .
: mcthemantle f AR : |
PRIEST . » L
Just from hearing thesé lugh werds, I Haktlryu -
have gathered more and yet more force. You think;
- because I was too 8tupid to recognjse:it, that I shall
beunable totakeand keep hid the feather-robe, that
Ishall give it back for merely bcmg tald to stand- .
and: w:thdraw? L e e
21



TENNIN

A Tennin without her robe,

A bird without wings,

How shall she climb the air?

PRIEST

And this world would be a sorry place for her to
dwell in?

TENNIN -
I am caught, [ strugglechow shall I?., ..
PRIEST . *

No, Hakuryo is not one to gwe back the robe.

TENNIN

Power does not attain, .

PRIEST

To get back therobe, -«

- CHORUS

Her coronet*jewelledras with the dew of tears, even

the lowers that decorated her hair droaping, and

fading, the whole chain of weaknesses” of the dying

Tennin canbeseenactually befo}‘c theeyes, Sorrow!

TENNIN

Ilock intotheflat of hewen,peemng,the cloud-road

is allhidden and uncertainj we are lost in therising

mist; I havelost the_knowledge of theroad. Strangc,

a strange sorrow! *

CHORUS

Enviable colour of breath, wonder of clouds that
d 22 .



fade along the sky that was our accustomed dwell-
ing; hearing the sky-bird, accustomed and well ac~
customed, hearing the voices grow fewer, the wild
geese fewer and fewer along the highways of air,
how deep her longing to return, Plover and seagull
afeon the wavesin the offing. Do they go, or dothey
return? She reaches out for, the very blowing of the
spring wind against heaven. .
PRIEST (to the Tennin) |

What do you.say? now, that I can see you in your
sorrow, gracious,of heaven,I bend and would return 4

you your mantle. ¢
TENNIN.

SR TP
It grows clearer, No, give it thisside.

PRIEST .
First tell me your nature, who are you, Tennin?y

give payment with the dance of the Tennin, and I
will return you your mantle.

- TENNIN . _
Readily and gladly, and: then I return into heayen.

You shall have what pleasure you will, and I will
lenve a dance here, a joy to be new among men and
to be memorial dancing, Learn then this dance that,.
can turn the palace of the moon, No, come here to
learnit, Forthe sorrowsof the world I will leave this
new dancing with you for sorrowful people, But
give me¢ my mantle, I cannot do the dance rightly
without it,
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PRIEST
Not yet, for if you should getit, how do I know

you'll not be off to your palace without even begin-
ning your dance, not even a measure?

TENNIN
Doubt is fitting for mortals; with us there is no de-

ceit.

)]

PRIEST
I amagain ashametf I give you your mantle.
CHORUS -

The young maid now is arrayed she assumes the
curious mantle; watch how she moves in the danca
of the rain bow-—feathered garment.,

PRIEST |
The heavenly feather-robe moves in accord with

the wind.,
TENNIN
The sleeves of flowers are being wet with the rain.,
PRIEST

The wind and the sleeve: move to gether. j
CHORUS .

It seems that she dances.  °~ , .~ .
Thus was the dance,of pleasure, *
Suruga dancing, brought to the sacred east.

Thus was it when the lords of the everlasting
Trod the world,

They being of old our friends.
Upon ten sides their sky is without limit,

24

L

"



They have named it on this account, ‘the enduring,’
TENNIN
The jewelled axe takes up the eternal renewing,the
palace of the moon-god is being renewed with the
jewelled axe, and this is always recurring.
CHORUS (commenting on the dance)
The white kiromo, the black kiromo,*
Three, five into fifteen, -
The figure that the Tennin is dividing.
There are heavenly nymphs, Amastome,’
One for each night of the’month,
And each with her deed assigned.
TENNIN | )
I also am heaven-born and a maid, Amaotome. Of
them there are many. This is the dividing of my
body, that is fruit of the mvon’s tree, Katsuma,’
This is one part of our dance that I leave to you
here in your world. .
CHORUS
The spring mist is witlespread abroad; so perhaps °
the wild olive’s flower will blossom in the infinitely
ynreachable moon. Her flowery head-ornament is
pufting on colout; this truly is sign of the spring.
Notskyishere, but the beauty; and even here comes
the heavenly, wonderful wind. O blow,shut the ac-
customed path of theclouds, O, you in theformof a
maid, grant us the favour of your delaying, The
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| '-pmc-wastc of leo puts on the colour of s sprmg |
- The-bay of Kiyomi lies clear before the snow upon
Fuji. Are notall these presages of the sprmg? There
~ arebut few ripples beneath the piny wind, Itis quiet
along the shore, There is naught but a fence of jew-
‘elsbetweentheearthand thesky,and the gods with-
~ inand witheut,® beyond and beneath the stars, and
~ the moon unclouded by her lord, and ‘we who are
born of the sun. This alone intervenes;here whe;re |
| tha moon is unshadowed hr::re in NIPPGD the sun’s
TENNIN R .
The plumage of hedven drops nelthe,r f'eather nor
~ flame toits OWn dlmmutmn,; A DT
}CHORUS L
"Noris this mck of carth ovcr—much worn by the
brushing. of that feather-mantle, the feathery skirt
- of the stars: rarely, how rarely There is a magic
song from the east, the voices of many and many:
 and ‘flute -and. ahae, filling ~the 'space beyond the
cloud’sedge,seven-stringed dance filling and filling:
The red sun blotson the sky the line of the ¢otouts
:Idrenched mountains. The flower® rainiin a gust; it |
is noracking storm that comes over this green maor,
which s afloat, as it. would seem, in these waves.
__-'-'Wonde.l fulis the sleeve of the whlte cloud Whlt’]ln g'
“such- SROW. h,ere. R R |



Plain of hfe, ﬁeld of the sun, trua foundanon, great

power!

CHORUS e e
" Hence and fﬂr ever th13 dancmg shall be. callcd ‘a

revelintheeast. Many are the mbcs thou hast,now
~ ofthesky’s colour itself; and How A green gatmant
- SEMI-CHORUS . . ... e
And now thg robe of mist, presagmg éprmg, a {:Qlﬂ-
our-smell as this wonderful maiden’s skirt—left, -
~ right, left! The rustling of flowers, the putting-on .
“of the feathery slecve they bend in air Wlth the
. ’dancmg | o S A
SEMI- CHORUS " * S
Many are the joysin the east. She who is the c:olaur-_
person of the moon takes her, middle-night in the -
sky, She marks her three fives ‘with this dancin, g, as
a shadow of all fulfilments. The circled vowsareat
full. Give the seven jewels of rain and all of the treas-
ure,-you who go from uy. After a little time, only a |
little time, can the mantle be upon the wind that was
- spread over Matsubara or over Ashilaka the moun~
‘tamn, tfmugh the clQuds lie in its heaven like a plamf-; |
.awash with sea. Fll_]l is gone; the great peak of Fu_]l"i |
s blotted out little by little. It melts into the upper |
. mist. In this way she (thc Tennm) is]ost to 81 ght ks



FOQOT-NOTES TO HAGOROMO

1 Vide examples of state head-dress of kingfisher feathers, in the South
Kensington Museum,
2 The chain of weaknesses, or the five ills, diseases of the Tennin: name-
ty, the hanakadzusa wnhnra the Hagoromo is stained ; sweat comes from
the body; both eyes wink frﬂquently, she feels very weary of her palace
in heaven.
1Cf, ‘Paradiso,’ xxiii, 25, ‘Qualc nel plenilunii sereni ‘Trivia ride tra le
ninfe eterne.’ °
4A tree something like the laurel,,
§“Within and without,’ gei, gu, two parts of the temple,
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KUMASAKA



KUMASAKA, A PLAY IN TWO ACTS BY
UJINOBU, ADOPTED SON OF MOTO-
XIjO. ‘.

PERSONS OF THE PLAY

A PRIEST
FIRST SHITE, OR HERO 'The appmtmn of
- Kumasaka in the form of an old

priest
SECOND SHITE Theapparition of Kumasaka’

in his true form.

CHORUS This, chorus sometimes speaks

what the chief characters are
thinking, sometimesit describes
or interprets the meaning of
their movements,
Plot: the ghost of Kumasaka
makes rgparation for his brig-
andage by protecting the coun~
try. He comes back to praige the
bravery of the young man whio
killed him in single combat,’



KUMASAKA

Part First

PRIEST 5

Where shall I rest, wandering, weary of the world?
Iamacity-bred priest, | havenotseen the east coun-
ties, and I’ve a mind to go there, Crossing the hills,
I look on the lake of Omi, oh the woods of Awatsu,
Going over the long bridge at Sgta, I rested anight
at Noje, and another at Shinohara, ahd at the dawn
I eathe to the green field, Awono in Miwo. I now
pass Akasaka at sunset. ;
SHITE (In the form of an old priest)

I could tell that priest a thifig or two,

PRIEST

Do you mean me, what is it °

SHITE

A certainman died onthisday. I ask you to pray for

him.

PRIEST . )
All right, but for whorn shall I pray?
SHITE

I willnot tell you his name, but his grave lies in the
green field beyond that tall pine tree, He cannot en-
ter to the gates of Paraglise,and so I ask you to pray,
PRIEST _ '“

But I donot think & is proper to pray unless you tell
me his name.
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SHITE
No, no; you can pray the praycr, Fokai slujo brodo
_riaku; that would do, | |
" PRIEST (-praymg) '_ - - S
Uato all mortals let there be equal gracc—:, to pass
from this life of agony by the gates of death mtﬂ
law, into the peageful kmgdom | SR
- SHITE (saylng ﬁrst a ‘Word or' two) el
CHORUS (contmumg@the ssntence) o
If you pray with the prayer of ‘Exeat he wﬂl be
thankful, and you need not be aware of his name,
They say that prayer can be heard for even the grass
 and the plantsy for everd thesand'and the soil here;
and they will surely hcar 1t 1f you pray fbr an un-
SHITE |
Will you! entcr? This i is my cottagc
PRIEST o
Thisis your hnuseP Very wcll% Lwill hold the service
in your house; but I'see no picture of Buddha nor
any wooden image in this cotfage, nothing but a
long ¢ spaar on oneé wall andan iron stick in place of
a prwst 3 wand, and many armws. -What are th&se
for? A R SR PCUI N BT A ST S
SHITE (thlnﬁkmg) o | A
.-'Yes,thxs prxcstw snll in the ﬁrststa ge of fzuth (alcud)

ﬁ L - .
’ - I kI
oM R -.'
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As yousee,there are many villages here: Zorii, Awo-
haka, and Akasaka But the tall grass of Awo-no- ga-
“kara grows round the roads between them, and the
forest is thick at Koyasu and Awohaka, and many
robbers come out under the rajns, They attack the
baggage on horseback, and take the. clathmg of
_.'rnalds and servants who pass. here, So I ga out thh

“That’s vcry ﬁnc, lsn 't 1t? O B
CH.RUS .F_ _' Co

Youwill thmk 1t very strange fora prwst ta du thls ;
but even Buddha has the sharp sword of Mida, and
“Aijen Miowo has arrows,*and Tamon, takmg his
long spear, throws dawn thc cwl splrlts. | ’
SHITE & TN

'The deep love.,q R Y RN P
ﬂrCHf(E)R]jS ,; R T T )
e exccllent Gmd fcehng and kee.pm g ofden.are :
‘much: more excellent than the love of Basatsu, I -
‘think of these rfatters and know little'of anytBing
: ﬂlae* It.is from my own heart that L amlost, wander-
‘in g.-But if I bcgm talking I shall keepon talkin g
until dawn, Go to bed, gaod father; I'will sleeptoo,”
‘Heseemed to bé goingto his bedmmm but suddenly -
his figure dlsappea.red and the cottage becamea -
field of grass. ,Th?: prmst passes’ the night under t’ha

:pme treds, - ol i



.'PRIEST
I cannot sleep out'the night, Perhaps if I held my ~
service during the mght under thlB pine tree. . ...
g (Hc bcgm,s his service for the dead man. ) |

T EEL Part Second

| 'SECON'D SI-IITE > A

There: are winds intheeast and sf:uth the clouds are -
“not calm i in the west; and in the north the wind of
the dark evening blusters; and mnacr the shade of
| .,-the mountaii—~— - e
.CHORUS |

“There is a rustlm g of Bbu ghs and Ieavcs
. SECOND SHITE | -

Perhaps there will be mocn—-shme to-—night bat the
cloudsveil the sky, the moon willnot break up their
shadow.‘Haveat them!’ *Ho there!’“Dashin!’ That
is thé*way I would shout, calllng and ordering my .
men beforeand behind, m¥y bowmen and horsemen.,
1 plundered men of thelr treasura, that was my. work
- inthe world, and now I must go on 1t 18 sc:fr‘y work |

Sforaspirit, T SR
PRIEST R | |

.' Arc you Kumasaka Chchap? Te]l me the talc of |
- your years. |

:SECOND SHITE (naw know"n as Kumasaka)
Ther% were great merchants in San_;a Yoshltsugu,
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and Nobutaka; they collected treasure each year;
» theysentrich gmds up to Oku, It was then I assail-:
- ed their trains, Would you l{nuw What men were:

- withme? . o N o o
CPRIEST
. Tell me thc chwf men Were thcy from many a pro-
vince! .f L e
_KUMASAI{A | . | N
‘There was Kakusho of KawachI, thcrf: were the
two brothers Suriharitaroj they haye no rlvals in
- fencing, (omotenchl face t-o face attack) -
PRIEST = 7~ | RO
‘What chiefs came to you fmm the c1ty? e
" KUMASAKA | SRR S
Emoi of Sanjo, Kozau of Mlbu
PRIEST ST
In the fighting Wlth tﬁrches and in mélce—-— R
KUMASAKA .~ .
They had no equals f S
PRIEST rr R S
In northern Hakoku? e
KUMASAKA | - TR L
Were Aso no Matsuwaka and Mlkune no Kure N
"fIn Kaga? ' e
No, Chahan was the head thera There were aevcntyf
‘__comradqs who were very strang and sk1lful |
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CHORUS

While Yoshitsugu was going along in the fields and
on the mountains we set many spies to take him.,
KUMASAKA

Let us say that he is come to the village of Ubasike.
This is the best placetoattack him. Thereare many
ways to escape if wearedefeated, and he has invited
many guests and has hag a great feast at the inn.
PRIEST .

When the night was advanced the brothers Y oshit-
sugu and Nobutaka fell gsleep. -
"KUMASAKA

But there was a small boy with keen eyes, about six-
teen or seventeen yeats old, and he was looking
through a little hole in the partltwn, alert to the
slightést noise, .

PRIEST

He did not sleep even a wink.

KUMASAKA

We did not know it was Ushmaka

PRIEST

It was fate,

KUMASAKA

The hour had come.,

PRIEST

Bé quick!

KUMASAKA

Have at them|



CHORUS (describing the original combat, now
~ symbolized in the dance)

At thisword they rushed in, oneafteranother, They
seized the torches; it seemed as if godscould not face
them. Ushiwaka stood unafraid: he seized a small
sword and fought like a lion in earnest, like a tiger
rishing, like a bird swooping, He foughtso cleverly
that he felled the thirteen ywhe opposed him; many
were wounded besides, They figd 'without swords or
arrows. Then Kumasaka said, ‘Are you the devil? Is
it a god who has struck dewn these men with such
ease! Perhaps you are not a man, However, dead
men take no plunder, and I'd rather leave thistruck
of Yoshitsugu’sthan my cgrpse.’ So he took his long
spear and was about to make off.
KUMASAKA 2
—-But Kumasaka thought—
CHORUS (taking it up) 4
Whatcan he do, that young chap, if I ply my secret
arts freely? Be he god or devil, I will grasp him and
grind him, I will offer his bmdy as sacrifice to those
whom he has slain, So he drew back, and holding
his long spearagainst his side he hid himself behind
the door and stared at the young lad. Ushiwaka be-
held him, and holding his sword at his side he
crouched at a littlediStance. Kumasaka waited like-
wise, They both,9waited, alertly; then Kumasaka
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stepped forth swiftly with his left foot, and struck
out with the long spear, It would have run through
an iron wall., Ushiwaka parried it lightly, swept it
away, left volted, Kumasaka followed and again
linged out with the spear, and Ushiwaka parried
thespear-blade quitelightly. Then Kumasaka turn-
ed the edge of his spear-blade towards Ushiwaka
and slashed at him, and, Ushiwaka leaped to the
right, Kumasaka lifted his spear and the two wea-
pons were twisted together. Ushiwaka drew back
his blade. Kumasaka swung with hissspear, Ushi-
waka led up and stepped into shadow,

Kumasaka tried to find him, and Ushiwaka slit
through the back-chink pf his armour; this seemed
the end of his course, and he was wroth to be slain
‘by such a young boy. -

KUMASAKA

Slowly the wound—

CHORUS

--seemed to pierce; his heant failed; weakness o’er-
came.him, *

KUMASAKA . A

At the foot of this pine tree— -~

CHORUS o ;
He vanished like a dew. :
And so saying, he disappearedamong the shades of

the pine tree at Akasaka, and night fell;
38
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KAGEKIYO, A PLAY IN ONE. ACT, BY
MOTOKIYO .

PERSONS OF THE PLAY

SHITE Kagekiyo old and blind .

TSURE ° Hime his daughter, called also
Hitomatu

TOMO Hef attendant ’

WAKI - A villager.

CHORUS : )

The scene is in Hinga.
(>



KAGEKIYO

. e
HIME AND TOMO (chantihg)
What should it be; the body of dew, wholly at the

mercy of wind?

HIME
I am a girl named Hitomaru from Kanmegaengay-

Wi Roker s

atsu,

My father, Akushichi-bioye Kagekiyo,
Fou ght by the side of Heike, -
And is therefote hated by (enji.

He was banished to Miyazaki in Hinga, .
To waste out the end of his life.

Though I amunaccustometi to travel,

I will try to go to my father,

HIME AND TOMO (desctibing the journey as
they walk across the bridge and the stage) ,.
Sleé“pin gwith the grass for our pillow,
The dew has covered our sleeves.

(sihging)” ) .
Of whom shall I ask my way

AsI go out from ngaml province?
Of whom in Totomi?

I crofsed, the bay in a small hired boat
And came to Yatsuhaghiin Mikawa:

Ah when shall I see the City-on-the~cloud?
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TOMO
As we have come so fast, we are now in Miyazaki
of Hinga, ': *
It is here you should ask for your father,
KAGEKIYO (in another corner of the stage)
Sitting at the gate of the pine wood, I wear out the
end of my years. I cannot see the clear light, I know
not how the time passes, I sit here in this dagk hov-
el, with one coat for thewarm and thecold, and-ﬁ;y
body is but a frame-work of bones.
CHORUS ~
May as well bea priest with black sleeves. Now hav-
ing left the world insorrow, I look upon my wither-
ed shape. There is no orie-to pity me now.
HIME
Surely no one can live in that ruin, and yet 4 voice
sounds from it, A beggar perhaps, let us take a few
steps and see. '
KAGEKIYO
My eyes will ot show it me, yet the autumn wind
i8 upon us.
HIME * © .
'Mhe wind blows from an unknown past, and spreads
ourdoubts through the world. The wind blows, and
[ have no rest, nor any place to find quiet. "
KAGEKIYO . o
Neither in the world of passion,“nor in the world of
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colour, nor in the world of non-colour, is there any
such place of rest; beneath the one sky are they all,
Whom shall I ask, and how answer!

TOMO
Shall I ask the old man by the thatch?

KAGEKIYO

Who are you?

TOMO

Where does the exile live?

KAGEKIYO

What exile? -

TOMO

One who is called Akushichi-bioye Kagekiyo, a mo-
ble who fought under Heike. |

KAGEKIYO
Indeed? I have heard of him, but I am blind, I have ’

not looked in his face. I have heard of his wretched
gondition and pity him, You had better ask for him
at the next place,

TOMO (to Hime) -« :

It seems that he is not here, shall we ask furthec?
(they.,pass on)

KAGEKIYO

Strange, I feel that woman who has just passed is the
child of that blind man, Long ago I loved a court-
ezan in Atsuta, one time when I was in that place;
But I thought ous%irl-child would be no use to us,
and I left her with the head man in the valley of
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Kamega-engayatsu; and now she has gone by me
and spoken, although she does not know who I am,
CHORUS

Although I have héard her voice,

The pity is'that I cannot see her,

And I have let her go by

Without divulging my name,

This is the true love of g father.

TOMO (at further gide of the stagc)

Is there any native about?

VILLAGER - °
What do you want with ‘me?
TOMO
Do you know where theexile lives?
VILLAGER
" What ekile is it your want?
TOMO
Akushichi-bioye Kagekiyo, a noble of Heike’s
party.
VILLAGER .

Did #ou not pass an old man under the edge of the
mountain, as you were coming that way!

TOMO °
A blind beggar in a thatched cottage.
VILLAGER

That fellow was Kageklya What alls the lady? she
shivers. :
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TOMO

A question you might well ask. She is the exile’s
~ daughter. She wanted to sec’ her father once more,
and so came hither to seek him.," Will you take us to
Kagekiyo? :
VILLAGER

Bless my soul! Kagekiyo’s daughter. Come, come,
never mind, young miss, Now I will tell you, Kage-
kiyo went blind in both eyes, gnd so he shaved ‘his
crown and called himself “The Blindman of Hinga,’
He begs a bie from the pyssers, and the likes of us
keep him; he’d be ashamed to tell yon his name,
" However, I'll comealong with you,and then I’l] eall
out, ‘Kagekiyo;’ and if ha comes, you can see him
and have a word with him, Let usalong. (they cross :
thestage,and thevillager cally Kagekiyo, Oh there,
Kagekiyo! 2
KAGEKLYO - . et

Noise, noise! Someone came from my home to call
me, but I sent them on: I couldn’t be seen like this.
T'ears like the thousand‘lines in a rain storm, bitter
tears.soften my sleeve, Ten thousand things rise in
a dream, and I wake in this hovel, wretched, justa
nothing in the wide world, How can I answer when
they call me by my right name? L
CHORUS ' .

Do not call dut tie name he had in his gloty, You
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will move the bad blood in his heart, (then taking

up Kagekiyo’s thought) I am angry.

KAGEKIYO -

Living here, ,

CHORUS (gc:mg on with Kagekiyo’s thought)

I go on living here, lated by the people in power.

A blind man without his staff, I am deformed, and

therefore speak evil; excuse me.

KAGEKIYO .

My eyes are darkened,

CHORUS J

Thoughmyeyesare dark I understand the thoughts

of another. I understand at a word, The wind comes
| down from the pine treesen the mountain, and snow
. comes down after the wind, The dream tells of my

glory, I am loth to wake from the dream. I hearthe

waves running in the evening tide, as when 1 was
with Heike, Shall I act out the old ballad?

KAGEKIYO (to the villager)
I had a weight.on my mimd, I spoke to you very
harshly, excuse me. '

'VILLLAGER T
You're always like that, never mtnd it, Has anyane
been here to see you?

KAGEKIYO

No one but you.

VILLAGER

Go on, that is not true, Your daughtﬂr wae here,
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Why couldn’t you tell her the truth, she being so
sad and so eager.] have brought her back now. Come
now, speak with your fathef, Come along. ‘
HIME | .

0, 0, I camesuchalong journey, under rain, under
wind, wet with dew, over the frost; you do not see
into my bheart. It seems that a father’s lpve goes
when the child is not worth it,

KAGEKIYO .

I meant to keep it concealed, but, now they have
found it all out. I shall dfgnch you with the dew of
my shame, you whoareyoung as a flower, I tell you
my name, and that we are father and child; ytt1
thought this would put dishonour upon you, and
therefore I let you pass. Do not hold it against me,
CHORUS -

At first | wasangry thatmy friends would no longet
cdmE figdt mé:Birt how I have come to a time when
I could not believe that even a child of my own
would seek me out,  ° ;

(singing) *~ ' .
Upon all the boats of the men of Heike’s faction
Kagekiyo was thé fighter most in c4ll,

Biave were his men, cunning sailors,

And now even the leader

Is worn out and dull as 3 horse.

47



VILLAGER (to Ka gekiyo) .

Manyafine thmg is gone, sir; your dau ghtfzr would
like to ask you..

KAGEKIYO

~What is'it?

VILLAGER
She.has peard of ynur old fqme in Uashlma Would,’

you tell Ker the balladi’ e .
KAGERIYO . T
Towardsé the end.of the thlrd month it was, in the |
third year of Juei, We mén of Heike Were in ships,
the men of Genji were on land. Their war-tents
- §trétched on the shore. We awaited decision. And
Noto-ne-Kami Noritsune said: ‘Last year in the
L hillsof Harima, & in Midzushima, and in Hlyodor-—_"
~igoye of BltChlu we were defeated time and. again,
for Yoshitsine is tactful and cunning.” ‘Is there any
way. we can beat them?’ (Kagcklya thought in his
mind) “This Hangan Yoshitsine is neither god nor
adevil,attherisk of my life I'might doit.’ So hé took
leaveof Noritsune and led a'party against the shore |
"and all the men of Genjl rushcd on tham. . ,
CHORUS o L I . ::f c -
Kagekiyo cru:.d ‘You are hau gh ty H1s armﬂur-..
caught every turn of the sun., He drove them four
“ways before them, . T
'KAGEKIYO (excited and crymg ﬂut)
Samoshiya! Run cowards!
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- CHORUS
He thought, how easy this killing: Heé rushed with

his: sPear—haft gripped'under his.arm. He cried out;
«I'amKagekiyo of the Heike.” He rushed on totake
them.. He pierced through the helmet vizards of
‘Miyonoya.” Miyonoya fled ‘twice, and again; -and
Kagekiyoicried, “You shall not escapemel’ Heleap-
ed dnd wrenchﬁd off his helmet, SEyal’Thé vizard
‘broke and remained in his hand and Mmyonaya still
fled afar, and afar; and helookéd back erying in ter~
ror,: ‘HGW itesrible, howsheavy syour arm!* And
“Kagekiyo. called’ at-him; “How tough the shaft.of
-your neck is!” And they both Iaughed out: overthe
battle, and went r.:-ﬂ’ each h;ss own Way I
CHORUS Gt T e Copio gl
"These were the decds of old; bpt oh to tell lthnt:ml to °
be telling themioyver now in hl.s wretchcd condition,
Hislifesinutheaworld Lsswaaﬁy,;hé;:tsiﬁaar the end of
“his course. ‘Go back,’ he would say'to his daughter, -
fPray for.rme when [ am gone from the world, for
1 shall then count upon you as we count on a Iamp
in the darkness . . ... we who are blind.” ‘I will stay, ‘J
slfle said. Then sh&abeyed hun, and only one voice
18 61 i - o
We tell th1s for thc remembrance. Thus were: tha
parent and chlld - S
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N OTES .
- Ernest Fenollosa has left this memorandum on the ,
stoicism of thelast.play: I asked Mr. Hirata how it *
could be considered-natural or dutiful for the daugh-~
“ter to leave her father in such a condition. He said,
‘that the. Japanese would not be in sympathy with.
such steriiness now, but that it was the old Bushido
plrlt ‘The' personahty of the old man is worn out, no
‘more goodin thislife, It -would be sentighentality for
her toremain with him. No good could be done. He -
could:well restrain his l@vc for her, better that she
‘should pray far h1m and go on w:tth thc werk af her
.lnermalhfe. o x o

‘Ofthe plays: 1nth1s bomk ‘lenkxgi’hasappeared in
“Poetry,’ ‘Hagaromg in “The O@artcrly Review,’
and ‘Kumasaka,’ in ‘T'he Drama;’ to the editors: of
“which permdmals I wmh to cxpress my ackmwﬁ |
_;lcdgment RN st
| Ezra Pcund
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