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CHAPTER I




Japan lay sweltering with uncertainty. Four centuries of
unbridled warfare had reduced her once sturdy, centralized
government to little more than a revered impotency; the country had
become the property or the booty of its daimyos—those
knights-errant, the pride of a nation.

It was an age of military prowess, of unlicensed chivalry,
and to the victor belonged the spoils—till wrested from him, by
another more powerful or less nice about the taking.

Shibata, grizzled and fair, sat upon the veranda, looking
out, over the ramparts, across the moats, along the busied streets,
to the mellowed hillsides beyond. It was all his: gained by life’s
devoted, loyal service, not to self, but to a chosen, rising
superior. It had now come time for him to assert his own supremacy;
the lord he served had met his doom, gone the self same way that
ambition for ages had decreed—lay shrouded in state, with his good
rich blood dripping cold at the dagger’s point.

“ Nobunaga conceived well,” mused he, half aloud, the tears
fast welling in his great dark eyes, “but Shibata, his oldest
captain, alone shall finish what the master undertook—Japan must be
subdued.”

The skies darkened and the land-tempered breeze calmed, as
the big lord rested back upon the soft-matted floor, gazing now
afar over the hill tops toward the starry vaulted space in the
distance. A little maiden, tender and eager, with black eyes and
darker, massive hair, stealing near, sat at his side.

Perhaps she, too, dreamed of the future, for she had learned
to love.

Learned to love as the Taira maidens, her ancestors, of a
half thousand years ago, had not attempted to do. The deeds of
daring and flights of fancy through all those tumultuous centuries
had not only given to man the privileges of individuality, but
wrested woman from the thraldom of the ages and secured to her a
place and choice worthy her being.

Once again she might love and be loved—though the father’s
command, the shogun’s decree, or the mikado’s will stood over her,
in fact, as law, and at heart, both materially and
spiritually.

Shibata did not at once turn to her, nor did he take his eyes
from the vision conjured within. Conscious of her presence, the
very thought burned and seared deeper and firmer his ready-made if
rigorous anticipations. Fortune had given him a child in whom the
blood of Taira made possible the connection. His own efforts had
carved out a place and privilege. Their chieftain’s death afforded
the opportunity. By the sacrifice of a child he himself would gain
the shogun’s favor.

“ Yodogima?” commanded he, after a while.

“ Yes, father.”

“ What were you just now thinking about?”

“ Amida, most honorable father.”

“ Your own, or some other fair one’s goddess of mercy; you
are so considerate, my daughter?”

“ Mine, dear father,” replied she, without any change of
expression or an apparent heart-beat.

“ Humph!” ejaculated Shibata, thoughtfully; “it is strange
how affinities get mixed; I myself possessed somewhat a
consciousness—of Amaterasu, though, the goddess of love. I wonder
what is the time; the hour must draw nigh: the barons will soon be
gathering; it is really getting dark. You may retire now, to make
ready; Katsutoya shall be present, and your maid must grow
impatient—though, I promise, nature has left really little to be
done, and you need not blush; a father is privileged, you
know.”

In the great hall, at another side of the high-walled
inclosure—with its ponderous gate and turreted angles, surrounding
a network of tile-covered, wood-lacquered buildings or grained-post
colonnades, with here and there a shrine or a bell or a row of
lanterns or a fretwork of gold—sat Sakuma and Gonroku, the one
Shibata’s chief captain and the other his natural son.

Sakuma had just returned with added laurels; a new fief or
more had been wrested from Uesugi (to the eastward) his master’s
old-time foe and a daimyo of undoubted rank. To beat him in battle
was no mean feat, and this, Sakuma’s latest triumph, had once more
demonstrated the power and efficiency of Kitanoshi, Shibata’s
stronghold, in whose castle all the great barons formerly subject
to Nobunaga were then about to assemble. Shibata, the lord daimyo
of all Echizen, had issued the invitations, ostensibly to cement
friendships and perpetuate in authority the house of their late
master, Nobunaga. Gonroku, too, felt the force of his father’s
growing ascendency, but may have been just now a little jealous;
duties elsewhere, to the westward, escorting Katsutoya to Nagahama
castle—lately surrendered to them by Hideyoshi—had disappointed and
kept him personally from the latest battle field.

The perfume of azalea freshened the room; lanterns suspended
everywhere cast a subdued light into the farthest corners; soft,
velvety matting set in oblongs edged round with black-lacquered
frames covered the floor and a huge vase of old Satsuma ware, with
a single scroll hung at the back, constituted the only decoration.
Sakuma and Gonroku had come in early, and seating themselves at one
side spoke in low anxious tones or whacked cautiously their pipes,
as convenience required, against the one hibachi (brazier) shared
between them.

“ You did nobly, Sakuma: my father’s house owes much to your
abilities.”

Sakuma’s eyes sparkled, but the daring, impulsive soldier,
middle-aged and aggressive, made no answer. He knew this Gonroku:
knew him to be a chip off the block he had served well and truly:
had come to regard their praise and assurance at its true worth.
Yodogima’s words would have pleased him more; she inherited well
her mother’s traits. The Taira stock had taken deep root in the
princess, and above all else Sakuma worshipped at this ancient
particular shrine. Then, again, she had advised him somewhat of her
wishes—without at all disclosing any motive, though he may have
guessed as much—and he had sworn in secrecy to do her service at
the cost of death; be that his own, or his master’s, or his
lordship’s good and faithful son’s.

“ It is less than I would do, were Shibata my age,” replied
Sakuma, after a little, striking his metal pipe harder than was
polite against the resonant hibachi.

“ Father is rather old, and a bit fidgety; but Gonroku is
young and in good favors: pray don’t overlook that.”

“ But you forget Katsutoya. I must confess that I thought
better of—our lord’s age than his placing at Nagahama, in the
front, between Kitanoshi and Kyoto, the capital, that—fellow, only
an adopted son, even though he carry the shogun’s blood—poor stuff,
in these days—a thing any true knight might fairly
doubt.”

“ Sh—h—h. Not above a whisper, my good Sakuma.”

“ Why so? These walls have no ears, I promise.”

“ But Hideyoshi has. They say his spies are everywhere, and
anywhere; and some—I told you so; there comes Junkei,
now.”

“ He’s an ass—frivolous, foolish, and a mask: a counterpart
of the monkey-faced Hideyoshi himself. I shall not rise—what say
you, Gonroku?”

“ Flout him; I take it his superior shall fare no better at
the hands of the daimyos.”

Junkei pranced in, to the center of the hall, and without
pretending to see anybody, much less their host’s two worthy
attendants, turned upon his heel, shouting:

“ Behold; the Great; a Hideyoshi approaches!”

No sooner had the echo died than Hideyoshi, the but recently
created daimyo of Omi; self-intended master of Nobunaga’s leavings
and loudly proclaimed protector of the peace; with the commonest
kind of low down blood in his veins, and the largest aspirations in
his mind; weasen-faced, small, stooped, bullet-eyed and fiercely
aggressive, yet plausibly reserved, angled his way in, displaced
his long-sword, handed it to his own attendant, Junkei—who,
himself, hung it upon the wall—and squatting in the middle of the
hall, at one end—where only the host should sit—called loudly for a
hibachi and attendance.

Hearing the noise and discerning the occasion, their host
entered, followed by Ikeda, daimyo of Settsu; Niwa, of Wakasa;
Maeda; Takigawa, and other invited guests, with their attendants,
including Kuroda and Takiyama, noted captains under Hideyoshi, who
had the decency, if not purpose, to comply with established etiquet
and recognized custom.

Shibata belonged to the old school, the bakufu, acknowledged
only the bushido (code of chivalry), and when those daimyos
observed Hideyoshi, an upstart and outsider, self-made and wilful,
usurping their host’s privileged place and rank, feelings something
akin to shame if not resentment possessed them, one and all
alike.

“ Yes, gentlemen; I am here,” grinned Hideyoshi, rubbing his
hands and peering among them—without deigning to arise—"ready for
business. Our lord, Nobunaga, good and great, as he was, is dead.
The work, though, which he began, must be carried on. It behooves
us, his once trusted followers, to get together. Come close up,
round Hideyoshi; who, perchance, feels the loss more keenly than
any other. Shibata, my old friend and good fellow, bring in the
sake (wine). We barons need cheer, and Hideyoshi in
particular—”

“ Intends to shampoo lord Shibata. That is why he so
audaciously usurps his place,” interposed Sakuma, coming
threateningly up.

“ Well said, Sakuma; I remember his doing so, once before. It
is, though, a long time now—. How do you, Hideyoshi? Is your hand
steady, and capable? now that you are a daimyo? like others of us?
with less face? however?” remarked Shibata,
tauntingly.

A low twitter and ready gabble ensued. Only Kuroda and
Takiyama remained serious or composed. Junkei danced about,
unconscious of any wrong, till Hideyoshi spoke:

“ Compose yourself, Junkei. Did not the queen Shomu once
attend a beggar? Why should not Hideyoshi shampoo Shibata? His hand
is yet true, and the heart pure. Come Shibata: prepare yourself.
Hideyoshi shall again serve his oldest friend.”

Such complacency in the face of so mean a taunt fairly
unnerved Hideyoshi’s bitterest enemies, and at least some of
Shibata’s less staunch supporters really felt that such a man—one
who could so govern his temper and conserve his patience—must of
necessity be the greater man.

Hideyoshi began the shampooing as if wont to do a real
service, and Shibata to hide his only too patent chagrin and sorrow
at such defeat pretended to sleep.

“ It is only the friendship between us here assembled that
restrains our enemies scattered everywhere around. If by
surrendering Nagahama to Shibata I have strengthened: if by
shampooing him I have cemented that bond, then Hideyoshi has done a
good service—perhaps the end, if not the method, shall be deemed
worthy, if not befitting.”

So saying, Hideyoshi left off further effort at conciliation,
and withdrawing proceeded thence, toward Kyoto, with a visible
escort of only some three hundred men.

Sakuma would have followed, possibly to no small purpose, but
there was one present, a small baron, hitherto unnoticed, who saw
farther than Shibata divined. Ieyasu, a prince from Mikawa, advised
that Hideyoshi be allowed to go his way unmolested.













CHAPTER II





Katsutoya, in whom Shibata was personally most deeply
interested, had not put in an appearance: yet no pressing duties at
Nagahama or elsewhere could possibly have kept him away.



Though of no particular consequence, this young prince was
generally conceded to be the clandestine son of Yoshiaki, the then
de jure shogun, who had been, a number of years theretofore,
deposed and exiled by Nobunaga, as was customary, to one of the
many monasteries in the hills of Hiyeisan to the rear of Kyoto.
Shibata, Nobunaga’s chief captain, no doubt with an eye to the
future, had early taken in the friendless youth and by adopting him
as a son—with the rank and title of a captain—had given him
respectable standing: perhaps intending him to be the possible
means of later on obtaining a commission from the shogun, himself;
thus legalizing his warfare against his neighbors—a thing every
daimyo of consequence aspired above all else.



Shibata, chafed at Katsutoya’s omission or disobedience and
Hideyoshi’s keen eye, readily discerned the possibilities of so
potent a failure.



“ Junkei?” commanded he, as he and his train approached, on
the way to Kyoto, the recently surrendered castle of
Nagahama.



“ Yes, my lord.”



“ Tell Takiyama Hideyoshi would pay Katsutoya a visit, en
route.”



“ What!”



“ Fool! Control yourself; do as bid; and with a good
face.”



“ But Katsutoya is an enemy’s favorite, and we have only a
small guard.”



“ Hence worth our while; and do you comprehend? Cease
conjecturing; Hideyoshi knows. Nobunaga is dead: Yodogima,
mine.”



They three met in council at the narrow pass leading to
Katsutoya’s new charge. It was dark, and Takiyama conjured new
dangers. Hideyoshi bade him disarm and lead the way.



“ It is madness,” whispered Takiyama, more thoughtful of
himself than of his duty.



“ You, a Christian, would bear arms, visiting upon a
neighbor? Is that your religion?”



Takiyama faltered, and Hideyoshi proceeded. His own sword had
not been cast aside; courtesy forbade it; but upon their arrival
and presentation the fearless daimyo of the new school unsheathed
his master weapon and reversing it tendered the hilt to Katsutoya;
who was so bewildered with respect for his visitor’s confidence
that no time was lost in the forming of a friendship that for once
set a new example and again sent Hideyoshi on his way the wiser for
his daring.



Hideyoshi had gained an important advantage by a newly tried
agency, diplomacy—a thing his compeers, and even Nobunaga his
superior, had deigned despise. Triumphant at Kitanoshi and
successful in Nagahama, a double prize at stake and a soldier like
Kuroda to enforce the decree, why not proclaim himself at
once?



Nobunaga’s corpse lie in state at the capital, and who were
there to dispute Hideyoshi, now that Shibata remained absent,
nursing the vexations of sore defeat?



“ Junkei?”



“ Yes, my lord.”



“ Call Kuroda.”



“ I think he sleeps; you know, we just arrived—it is only a
trice since we left—and Kyoto is miles distant—”



“ Babbler! Does Hideyoshi sleep? Bring Kuroda, before your
neck and my scimitar have tried their want.”



“ Kuroda, are you Hideyoshi’s captain?” asked Hideyoshi,
presently.



“ Yes, most honorable master.”



“ Then why sleep?”



“ It is nature’s call.”



“ Away with nature; the gods are omnipotent. Would you,
Kuroda, serve less? No? Then listen. Hideyoshi defies both God and
man. Marshal your troops. I proclaim myself.”



“ They sleep.”



“ Give then gold, and they shall awaken.”



“ But how use them—my instructions—I have nothing—”



“ What? Kuroda, my captain, a beggar? Have I not confidence
in you? A better age dawns.”



“ Command me.”



“ That is more like it. Listen. Nobunaga lies unburied. Let
all Japan witness the ceremony. The gods proclaim their precedence;
Hideyoshi shall do reverence first: then the barons, widows, and
pretenders may wrangle out their proper rank.”



“ But our ancestors?”



“ Bosh! With Kuroda and Shintoism on the one hand and
Takiyama and Christianity on the other, Hideyoshi shall wrought
anew. Reverence might better rot; manhood waxes original.”



The shogun forthwith appointed Hideyoshi major general of all
the mikado’s forces—gold had brought him, too, from his hiding: a
ready request afforded the occasion—and all the daimyos were
commanded to appear and do homage. The wealth and the fashion of
the nation were invited. The whole populace was instructed to come.
Such a gathering, and so bold a venture, marked a new era. All the
best and the most vigorous, the intellectual and the ambitious, the
strong and the brave, rallied to the call of a thirsty leader,
chose to lay their lives at the altar of endeavor, and to grapple
for the first time with an individualism that bade fair to spring
from the very roots of society, and to thrive—only one man stood
silently but resolutely in the way.



Shibata responded to the call, and all the daimyos recently
subservient to the dead chief were there. Others came in person, or
sent suitable representatives; the common people under Hideyoshi’s
immediate sway rallied in numbers; samurai, farmers, artisans, and
merchants alike responded: such a gathering of wealth and power,
rags and poverty, never before had assembled to do
reverence.



Daitokige temple had been designated by Hideyoshi as the most
suitable place for the ceremonies and workmen rendered it into a
veritable dreamland. Flowers and bunting and gold and purple
contrasted significantly with the white gowns and mourning hoods
worn by the rich and the poor alike.



Shibata and his suite had been purposely assigned to the
place of honor. Nowhere were Hideyoshi and his followers to be
seen—they had apparently vanished as if of the past or in the
spirit world, along with Nobunaga, their fallen chief. Yodogima sat
in the center, surrounded by her maids and friends, with their
costumes of white or regalias of gold, banked against a background
of wealth and refinement. Far up the hillsides and all round in
front and to the rear, sat or trod, mingled and stared, solid
masses of straggling groups of knighted chevaliers or gaping
underlings, fair maidens and rosy-cheeked damsels. Presently the
huge gong sounded and everybody there bowed reverently: the bonzes
(priests), kneeling round the sepulchre said their prayers, and
Shintoism, Buddhism, and Christianity alike awaited God, conjured a
Spirit, bade the Overman speak.



Hideyoshi, with the infant heir, Samboshi, Nobunaga’s
grandson, in his arms, stood forth; whence, no one knew. A voice,
amid silence, read from the tomb the order of the day.



Calmly facing the shrine and beckoning the multitude,
Hideyoshi then spoke:



“ I, Hideyoshi, protector of the throne and conservator of
the peace, command that you and each of you, loyal subjects, give
heed unto Nobunaga’s will; here and thence to you voiced by the
good and great Yamato-Dake (god of war). Let be what I
proclaim.”



Thereat two white falcons spread their wings and flapped away
into space. A loud roar and din as of horses trampling and speeding
issued from the temple. Armed guards sprang forward everywhere—out
of the temples, behind the gates, into the streets, around the
palace, amid the hills—and Kuroda stood ready to strike down the
lowliest and the highest who dared raise a hand or voice.



Shibata slunk back, and amid the confusion an old woman
seemingly, clad in black with drawn hood, carrying a strange
bundle, whispered in Yodogima’s ear. In a twinkling the knowing
princess had donned the disguise and with no other apparent escort
made her way toward Kitanoshi, safely tucked away behind the
mountain range in the distance.















CHAPTER III





The day dawned bright, and all Kitanoshi livened with
anticipation. Great masses of foliage bended or thirsted under the
golden dew drops that trickled and glistened in the creeping sun’s
modest warmth. Everywhere men and women, clad in comfort or donning
their due, wafting song-words or grumbling at fate, busied
themselves with that beginning which marks the endless round of
time’s eternal quest and God’s immutable law. Little had been left
to the wild, for here the untrained had long ago found his
tenantless haven; the ox and the fragile alike had surrendered to
the call of higher being; here, where the human over-lords the
beast, man went his way: marveled only at the beauties of
God-striven energy.



Shibata eagerly tripped again into the council chamber; years
of earnestness sat lightly upon his shoulders; Takigawa of Ise was
there to meet him; both had suffered intolerable insult at
Hideyoshi’s ruthless assumption of authority, and now that others
more vain or less discerning sought shelter under their own
disconsolate roofs these two, more subtle, if less capable, would
consolidate forces and move upon what they none too soon conceived
to be a common necessity.



Ieyasu arose later; life to him seemed the better conserved
in leisure; and while Shibata, his host, and Takigawa, his
neighbor, wrangled the exigencies of war, or planned doubtful
expediencies, a more inviting, though perhaps no less urgent
prospect lolled and soothed the gallant young daimyo into more than
a customary morning’s peaceful dreaming of love’s over-powering,
life-building virtue.



“ Yodogima, my Yodogima,” whispered he, as the great red sun
arose and cast its fiery rays into the opened room around
him.



“ You are mine, for Amaterasu, the good sun goddess, reveals
you, sweet Yodogima, in every trace of her lovely countenance. Come
closer, oh, my darling; come closer, that Ieyasu may feel, may
know, may live the divine. You are my savior, earth’s true
progenitor, and the stars in heaven reveal but your eternity. O,
Amaterasu; O, Jimmu; O, Yodogima—my Light, my Purpose, my
God.”



The waterfall in the distance murmured its time-honored song
of powers subdued. The pine, dwarfed into miniature proportions,
revealed the potency of patience rigidly enforced. Nodding stones
here and there symbolized again and anon the power of truth. A
half-hidden lakelet in the distance conjured a magnitude there
impossible, and from the castle crag in the garden’s center,
receding round to the dim horizon beyond, no thing remained
untouched or thought neglected in the making of this a place not
alone inhabitable but as well inviting.



A lone lespedeza straggled and bloomed significantly close at
the wall side; where, perhaps, ages ago its fair protegé long since
a goddess had met and won with no more grace a far less gallant
lover. Would Yodogima come there too?



Ieyasu breathed contentedly of its fragrance and willed
afresh that herein lie the potency of man’s everlasting
generation.



A cuckoo came and cocked itself upon the side
house-sill.



“ Sing to me,” commanded Ieyasu, bending forward
intently.



The cuckoo stood stark still, amazed at the sound of his
voice. Some ominous thing—too uncanny for thought, more than
consciousness would reveal—presently suggested, “I’ll kill the
cuckoo if he does not sing.”



“ No, no; not I—only Nobunaga could say that. Ieyasu—”



“ Sing to me,” demanded he this time, straightening up
defiantly.



The bird ruffled its plumage, as if ready to fly or do
battle, and conscience bade him, “I’ll make the cuckoo
sing.”



“ Ah! That sounds like Hideyoshi. Those are his sentiments.
Ieyasu—”



“ Sing to me,” said he now, leaning back adroitly.



The little thing tucked its wings, and closing one eye stood
confidingly in the warm sun’s rays. Ieyasu—only said:



“ I’ll wait till the cuckoo sings.”



And he did wait—but presently his eyes were opened by the
sound of a voice that arose not from nature, nor from the ethereal,
for his own consciousness revealed it, and all the senses rose and
the soul stooped to a common level. Ieyasu, the one prince who had
resisted every temptation to yield at the call of devotion; who had
withstood the force of power, ignored the claims of conquest, and
shunned at the taste of wealth; who had succeeded to opportunity,
yet studied its consequence; had held his own against, without
intruding upon others; partaken of the fruits of life and looked
forward into the indeterminate beyond—had welcomed any test that
man or God invoked, now stood dazed at the charm of woman’s
potency.



He looked up, and the same green vine still carried its own
true offering, the cuckoo had long flown, the sun rose and the
earth responded, but underneath it all, above the rest, and whence
he knew not, came the call that for good or for bad, at once and
for all, too soon or too late, moved him to do and to know.



“ Come to me,” cried he, thrilled with the notes that issued,
loftier than the cuckoo’s, more heavenly than are the skies.



“ Come to me,” repeated he, yet composedly, “for it is you,
Yodogima; none other could sing so sweetly. I must have
you.”



Still the tanka (verse) issued, its soul-stirring message
only tightened the grip of one human heart upon another. For ages
these gentle maidens and their ardent suitors had dwelt upon its
perfection. No base word had been left to mar its symmetry; not a
thought of mortality jarred the sense; the unreal had been made
real; yet hitherto in his mind no voice had risen to essay its
value.



Ieyasu listened and Yodogima rendered; sang as if possessed
of a spirit never before felt or touched, and Ieyasu hurled at
constancy’s feet all that tradition or enlightenment had vainly
invoked.



A power unseen, unfelt, unknown, held supreme. The best that
the energies of men had yet devised stood symbolized in this one
man Ieyasu—nobody disputed that: not even he himself at heart could
deny the truth. The exigencies of birth, the value of training, and
the force of purpose alike marked this man as a leader among men. A
full consciousness of the responsibilities urged him unequivocally
to the fulfillment of his mission. He would do for his kind no less
than the gods had done for theirs.



But here, confronting him, arose, commanding attention, a new
authority.



Heretofore men and women had been considered one—man. Were it
possible, after all, that they, too, were separated by a gulf as
wide as that between heaven and earth? A destiny as
incomprehensible as nirvana itself? A province as distinct as that
revealed by the principles positive and negative? And did God but
stand between and the devil behind them? Was it the devil between
and the gods behind? Or were the gods beckoning them alone, and
unhindered except by man himself?



These were stirring questions for Ieyasu, who had conceived
Shinto, then suffered Buddha, at last to become threatened of
Christ.



Thought crowded upon him till his head seemed in a whirl and
only the body responded—to what he did not know; no lone man could
tell.



Yodogima sat upon the lacquered bench, underneath the
spreading lespedeza, innocent of a thought beyond the duty to which
she, the eldest daughter of the host and betrothed of a superior,
Katsutoya, had been assigned. Her place in the household made it
incumbent upon her to entertain at this hour of the day a guest and
patron of the rank and standing of Ieyasu.



The flowers overhead bespoke her innocence; the verse she
sang portrayed a devotion unquestioned; while the dressing of her
hair, the manner of her garments, and the method of her doing
signified an age, station and disposition not to be
mistaken.



Yet the pathos and the inspiration of her voice revealed an
inner consciousness that is neither bought of preferment nor
satisfied with precedent. The plaintive mournful notes, the anxious
eager accents, the glad forgiving tones, all invited repose,
stirred the interest and awakened impulse. Ieyasu conjured within
his over-burdened conscience a duty consistent alike with inner
compulsion and outward exigencies. He would surrender position,
opportunity, everything to save his manhood: the very soul of being
called aloud from the uttermost depths of unreality—the real paled
with insignificance, the things around him shrivelled into
nothingness, the earth itself rocked upon an uncertain axis, and
the heavens alone bade him do.



He would have cried out, but words seemed a mockery; gathered
her in his arms, had it not been vulgar; touched her with his lips,
were not the flesh a repulsive thing; entranced her with a look,
coaxed her with promises, inveigled her with deception, stolen her,
coerced her, done anything to get her—but the tenets of his
religion forbade.



Numberless generations of denial had made of him a man. All
the instincts of brute being stood lost behind the ages of
progressive enlightenment. The tutelage of an ancestry that fancy
painted looking down with each star twinkle, that science tore from
the hard face of phenomenon, that existence itself proclaimed with
every heart-beat, guided this man and this woman toward an only
rational attainment, to a predestined, uncontrollable end.



Man in his weakness had thought differently—no age had
brought forth more than conformity, here or elsewhere on earth;
history, travel, and science had proven that, and these men and
women were not devoid of understanding—had conceived the earth as
of heaven, conjured their state to be coexistent with the earth,
and made man at once a master and its slave: woman had become the
handmaid of fortune, the instrument of fate, and the idol of the
gods.



Ieyasu pondered, and Yodogima wrought.



Clothed in garments that obliterated all trace of form or
suggestion, of a texture that hid the weave and a making that
disclosed no stitch, yet displayed a handiwork as perfect as it was
simple; her hair waved and fastened round without an ornament or a
device that could be seen; her feet sandalled in earthen-like wood,
and her nails pink and cheeks olive and eyes trustful, Yodogima
revealed in her presence and strove with a purpose all that time
had been able to wrest from an humbler beginning. The green turf,
the broken sky line, birds of plumage and the fragrance of flowers,
the open expanse or covered nook, all bespoke a care and a concern
intended to move and to weld mankind.



Yodogima remained seated, underneath the shade, amid an
environment made, not creative. The sun drove its rays fiercer and
more propellingly against Ieyasu’s stand. It remained for him to
give; she could but receive. Love beamed from every distance,
floated in close upon them, arose subtilely within, grew hard
without, compelling, exacting, and vital. Ieyasu strode down the
chiselled steps—overcome with the joy of doing, forgetful of every
mandate in restraint—and falling upon his knees before her,
whispered:



“ Yodogima, I love you.”



Her song only quickened, then lowered a little, perhaps the
least bit pathetically.



There was neither exultation nor regret, though for the
moment a faint realization of duty—arising from a constantly
receding past, battling against an urgently progressive
present—flushed apparently, then whitened perceptibly her face: she
sang more sweetly, if less deeply, than before.



Ieyasu’s eyes fell to the pebbled floor and his soul seared
with anticipation.



Would she bid defiance away, under the stress of heart? Or
would she starve self, to uphold tradition? The tanka progressed,
and Ieyasu trembled underneath advancement’s harsher demands; time
had wrought his inevitable change. Ages ago his nearest ancestors
had snatched the coveted morsel and gorged unchallenged behind a
fiercer deity. Yet still farther back and over that again stood
Amaterasu, benign, supreme, unquestioned. Whence this fleeting
thought of man? Were he but the crude remnant of an unbroken
descent thence the God of gods? Man, only a product of decline,
groping his way from past to present; often recovering, then again
but losing; only to sink still lower, more hopelessly, till dust
once and forever claimed him? Were hell his goal, or heaven his
due? The tanka alone answered.



Her notes quickened, and it strengthened him: there remained
but a single verse, and it seemed as if breathing were a
penalty.



Sakuma passed them by, at some distance, in the garden below.
The concerned captain had just left the council chamber, and
walking as if in a hurry, toward the armory, not far distant,
underneath the inner ramparts, at the farther side of the castle
enclosure, without observing the lovers, well hidden behind the
overhanging vine’s long drooping branches—they were as unmindful of
him as he was careless about them—Sakuma only heard, though
marvelled its more than usual pathos the last informing strains of
Yodogima’s world-appealing message.



Knowing though who her auditor might be and divining the
occasion for such feeling—only the last measures had reached him
distinctly—there appeared no need for any closer contact: the
grizzled veteran went his way, determined, however
convinced.



Yodogima and Ieyasu both had risen, and standing facing, each
bowed earnestly, meditating deeply the responsibilities they had
then for all time of their own will so freely assumed.



“ Pardon me, Ieyasu; I did not mean to be irreverent. Some
ungovernable impulse truly possessed me—relieve and forget.”



“ Forget I could not, and why relieve? Is it not meet to
take?”



“ You know my father’s will.”



“ And I know yours.”



“ And your own?”



“ Yes.”



“ You disadvantage me.”



“ I’ll prove it’s not a quandary.”



“ Then I am yours, for I have confidence in you, and
confidence rightfully bestowed is truly real liberty won.”



“ Quite democratic, Yodogima, and—perchance justly so; were
men without some wholesome check the world should sooner reach its
final doom.”



“ But we live, Ieyasu, and—is not life worth the while? Does
it not portend something more than merely living?”



“ It would were it not for the price—but trust me, Yodogima;
I live only for you.”



“ I do.”



“ Then you are mine, and the world can take care of
itself.”



They bowed low, and Ieyasu, strengthened, as only a wholesome
appreciation can strengthen, took his leave, fully determined to
remove every obstacle to the consummation of a love that had grown
and ripened from childhood associations, that germinated with an
earliest contact and sent its roots deep down into the fertile soil
of a consciously overpowering affinity.



Yodogima stood still at first, fairly puzzled at the daring
of Ieyasu’s conception.



All that time or task had taught her seemed crushed
underneath a possible truth. Were man but a stretch between
something and nothingness, then generation must be a curse and love
only a consequence. And if it were not true and marriage were a
thing in which a parent, the state, or society at large rightly had
an interest, then her answer had been a crime; she had
transgressed, and therein must lie the sin.



Then she remembered that the sages had sung in all lands and
at all times of man’s strength and woman’s worse than
weakness.



“ I will trust him and he shall prove the truth.”



Yodogima ran out of the bowery and into the open: Ieyasu
turned, the sun reflected its rays, and in that parting look, only
a tender glance, a message from thence, she beheld her God.



Ieyasu hurried on, toward his mission; the noise at the
armory, Shibata’s high purpose, and his own inner determination
bade him act quickly and knowingly were he to save Yodogima—he did
not apprehend Sakuma; Ieyasu was only human; other exigencies than
his there were in more directions than one.



Now that her lover had gone, removed himself beyond the fetch
or force of feeling, Yodogima, too, at once realized with all the
ableness of intellect at her command—strengthened and driven by a
will as heartless as it was unremitting—a duty that till then had
lain dormant under the influence of a controlling if perhaps
inexcusable situation. Not that she pondered the course that he
would pursue, no more the virtue of their undertaking; it were for
him to determine successfulness: God alone might judge them true or
false—but her father, the one who had given her place and
opportunity, who had conceived differently, was at that very moment
embarking upon enterprises and assuming responsibilities wholly
dependent upon her.



And one false step, a single controverted thought, must
necessarily lead to his uncertain downfall—his death had been a
small thing, her own a welcome sacrifice, but the bushido! Hell
itself were a blessing as compared with everlasting
disgrace.



The blood fairly froze in her veins, thought refused
obeisance, fain spirit paled at the consequence, and only duty
urged her now; she must speak, she would save him, she should
uphold tradition, even at the cost of self.



“ Father,” begged she, accosting him at the threshold of his
abandoned chamber, his friend, Takigawa, supporting him vainly,
close at one side.



“ Yes, daughter.”



“ Please return into the house; I should like to speak with
you.”



“ What? A daughter thrust herself into a father’s affairs?
Did you hear that, Takigawa?”



“ It’s like a woman: I can retire, and let her have her say,
if only for once; it can do no harm, Shibata.”



“ Not so, Takigawa. Wives pleading, daughters interfering,
and everybody for himself, these days—I tell you Hideyoshi is the
curse of this land. On with the business, and when Shibata has laid
low the last of them, stood right above might and attained his
rightful place, then Katsutoya may rule and Yodogima can
speak—consolation is a husband’s due, obedience a parent’s
command.”



“ Honorable father—”



“ Tut, tut; Shibata’s child knows not irreverence. See her,
my lord? Ha, ha; how gracefully she falls! An angel could not look
sweeter, there is no better plaything—let us be off, Takigawa, lest
we disturb her and miss the enemy; it is a long way to
Shizugataka.”















CHAPTER IV





Presently the hillsides, far out over the noised-up city,
rang with the bustle and cry of “To arms”. No patriot there, not a
samurai’s mother, but thrilled with the joy and strengthened at the
bidding of higher endeavor.



Only the mean, the weak, and the unpatriotic would question
expediency; small men with little souls might buy to sell again;
others of brawn, their minds a mirage, fashion the wares, drones
and idlers drive and shout their wives and children to plant and
draw—men and women, humans with a purpose and a promise higher and
nobler than grubbing for food or haggling for exchange or bartering
for gold served a usefulness, encouraged a hope, and pointed the
way toward that rendering which make men large; the ideal portended
a reality which bid them not, ever, stoop to sordid, useless
gain.



The lines formed, and no more pleasing scene had come down
through time or fancy; men with hardened muscle and bronzed arms,
their eyes sparkling and step quickened, with spears levelled and
cutlasses buckled on, tramped to time and listened with
intent.



“ Open the gates, and down with the bridge,” shouted the
captain, as a hundred thousand brave troops turned their backs upon
peace and stores to face the exigencies of uncertain warfare—an
underling’s last sad gasp at fate and the godly’s only reach to
greatness.



War—the one thing that makes man better than his neighbor,
bridges the chasm between life and death, raises a hope superior
within. War—the slogan of nature, and the handmaid of creation.
War—the savior of mankind, at the cost of brute, stirred them as it
had their fathers to superhuman, transcendent energy.



They marched past the shops—in which sycophants wrangled this
and that; through the woods where cutters and hewers sweat or
chewed; over the plains, amid sustenance born of fain
indifference—into the mountains, lofty, grand and inspiring.



The roads ran smooth and easy up the long sloping ascent,
they were builded and used, for a like purpose, long before
Shibata’s rise had conjured sublimity’s ultimate pass. Presently
sounds beyond echoed again the uncertainties of dame progress. The
dizzy heights scaled measured accurately the cost of further
effort. Ominous clouds darkened the way. Shibata at last lagged,
and a fox leaped from the roadside.



“ Gonroku! Gonroku!” whispered Shibata, springing from his
chair and peering into darkness.



“ Yes, father,” replied the son, a little surprised, but not
altogether unconvinced.



“ The enemy! Cannot you see them? They come in columns
touching the seas: ranks receding—I cannot number them—reaching
beyond the horizon. Katsutoya leads them.”



“ Impossible,” shouted Sakuma. “On with the march.”



“ Listen,” whispered Shibata, now white in the face and
unsteady of foot.



“ They do mock Sakuma,” ventured Gonroku, before the first
echo had again resounded upon the still resonant air.



“ Listen,” repeated Shibata, his eyes like fireballs in the
dark.



“ A thousand answers,” said Gonroku; now, too, almost
convinced.



“ You see phantoms, and Sakuma hearkens not to goblins. Old
women and, I believe, some men still read disaster into the
appearance of a fox—dogs, badgers, lizards, etc. If Katsutoya
really be at Shizugataka, it is high time that we arrest him. And
if Hideyoshi has been so reckless as to risk a host in one defense,
so much the better for Shibata; the way shall have been cleared to
Kyoto with a single stroke and—if I mistake not, Kyoto without
Katsutoya would be quite as acceptable at least to a part of
Kitanoshi as it should be with him—a phantom.”



“ What means Sakuma, father?” inquired the son, perchance
more intelligently than judiciously.



“ Let him take his own proper command, and himself prove that
prophecy is not blasphemy—by sending up, to this, a secure place,
for you and me, the head of this ‘phantom,’ as he calls it.”



“ Good,” responded Sakuma—and division again strengthened
Hideyoshi’s position.



With calling at Nagahama, Hideyoshi had made easy the plan of
turning an enemy’s ready contingent into a no less effective than
willing instrument.



Katsutoya had never loved Yodogima, and out of promotion had
conceived the idea also that Shibata, his benefactor’s purpose,
were a hindrance rather than a help to his vainly imagined
restoration. Further, this particular young princess, according to
his nicely wrought notions, did not at all augur the fulfillment of
an Ashikaga shogun’s well-reputed requirements—and Katsutoya’s
dreams were already resplendent with all that had made his supposed
ancestors of some three hundred years tolerable if not
respectable.



“ The bargain is a just one, Hideyoshi,” promised he,
contemplatively. “Shibata’s daughter would serve better the
necessities of a daimyo like yourself—Katsutoya shall have more the
need of an humbler service; take her and welcome; but why risk my
neck at the front? If you would serve me as shogun then secure me a
man.”



“ Just so. And nothing is safer or saner or sounder than
self-made security—go against this man Sakuma; the rest are only
women, fit to gobble.”



“ Then it is gobble, gobble, and Shizugataka for me.”



“ Perhaps. You know, though, that Hideyoshi is reputed,
there.”



Katsutoya led his troops to the defense of Shizugataka,
Hideyoshi’s outlying stronghold against Shibata’s well-worn
approach; but no sooner had camp been struck than Sakuma hurled
Shibata’s advance force against him. The battle raged, and
Katsutoya wavered; surprise had overcome him, and defeat completed
the rout. Sakuma would have followed up his success and gained
Yodogima the head, not the hand, of Katsutoya had not Gonroku
hailed him in the distance; Shibata had again seen the fox—saw
Hideyoshi’s phalanx scaling the mountains to the left—and sent
Gonroku to recall Sakuma that he might make haste to save Kitanoshi
itself.



“ O Jimmu; O Katsutoya; O Yodogima,” murmured Shibata, as
Gonroku disappeared down the mountain side.



A forced march soon brought Gonroku’s reserves within knowing
distance of Sakuma’s victorious division.



Katsutoya had recovered himself on the opposite side of Yodo
lake. Sakuma grew impatient to take him, but Gonroku fired at the
thought of a hireling’s success and balked at the proposal, denying
even the identity of their enemy.



“ It is Katsutoya, I tell you, and unless destroyed our very
lives are in danger.”



“ You err, Sakuma; and till you prove me wrong you shall
command no more than a body guard.”



With only six men, seven including himself, Sakuma plunged
through the reeds, once more into the heat of battle, and the
fighting renewed now in desperation; Gonroku looked on with a
smile. Valiant men gathered round and Sakuma spied their bogie
hero. Cutting and slashing his way thither, at last the coveted
thing dropped helpless at a stroke; but lo! was it only a fox’s
head?



Katsutoya had flown, and the phantom army no longer a reality
Sakuma gathered up the gruesome thing and hastening thither bowed
humbly as tradition demanded; Gonroku sent him away, to wander in
the woods, as others had done before, a ronin and a
failure—Hideyoshi thus chanced upon him.



“ What have you there, Sakuma?”



Sakuma hid his face.



“ Speak, Sakuma; a friend asks it.”



Could this man, a daimyo, so degrade himself as to speak to
an eta (outcast)? His appearance disclosed the cast, and Hideyoshi
had eyes, it was claimed, in the back of his head. He must answer,
yet dare not utter a word in the presence of a superior; custom
forbade it, and he had just learned a lesson. No; a subterfuge must
serve him: so thinking, Sakuma dropped his burden, and slunk back
out of sight.



“ Ha, ha,” muttered Hideyoshi; “a fox’s head—I’ll warrant he
thought it Katsutoya’s—reputed son of a foxier monk than Nobunaga
or Christianity has yet outwitted.



“ Here, Junkei. Exchange this for the real—no; he’s safe,
atop Hiyeisan, I’ll warrant; a like one will do. Understand
me?”



“ Yes, honorable master.”



The likeness was soon enough returned—there were plenty of
them in the ranks—and Sakuma was again brought in.



“ Sakuma, you think yourself unfit to address even me: look
at this,” commanded Hideyoshi, holding up to view the bloodless
face.



Sakuma obeyed; there was no law or privilege that he knew
depriving him of so flagrant a sight. All the joys of heaven could
not have won him more; it seemed to be the head he really
coveted.



“ I am your servant,” promised he, and the two of them bowed
respectfully.



“ Then carry this thing forthwith to Shibata; it shall be the
means no less of his undoing than of Yodogima’s making—”



“ Of Ieyasu—a plaything.”













OEBPS/Images/decoration.png





OEBPS/Images/bod_cover.jpg
Yodogima:
In Feudalistic Japan

William Adams






