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Visit of His Majesty to Rokuhara - continued -


The Tale of Tokiwa


It was the New Year's night.


Unlike the New Year's days in previous years, there was only the darkness of the large but empty temple complex, where it was cold, and no fire was burning. The night was black as ink, and the air poured in between the transom. The large floor resembled an ice-frozen pond: only the wooden flap shitomi windows and the corridor walls protected from the mountain wind from outside.


"Oh, dear, you don't have to cry. You are at my breast. Are you cold? Why are you crying like that? Why are you crying like that, my darling?"


This place was called Yasaka on Mount Otowayama and was located east of the capital.


That evening, the cries of an infant were heard from time to time in the pavilion of the "Kannon of Easy Childbirth" within the temple complex of Kiyomizudera.


Those were the voices of Tokiwa and her baby at her breast.


No, against a large pillar of the pavilion were still two small boys sleeping on a rice straw mat under a thin sleeping blanket next to her.


The infant had been born last year and was two years old in this new year. The birth was just seven months ago.


His name was Ushiwaka (people later called Yoshitsune). His next oldest brother was named Otowaka at the age of six. The eldest, Imawaka, was still a clumsy child who just turned eight.


"It's no wonder you're crying."


Tokiwa, the mistress of the Minamoto family's chieftain, Yoshitomo, caressed the cheek of the weeping Ushiwaka with her cheek and wept with him. This mother was only twenty-three years old herself that spring.


"You're crying from hunger because no milk is coming out, aren't you? What is Yomogi doing? She must be back soon. Please don't cry! I feel so abandoned in this world." She wandered around the night temple with Ushiwaka in her arms to keep the other boys from waking up. She looked discouraged.


She had done the same the previous night; she did the same this night.


That night was January 3. Thinking back later, the father of those three boys, Yoshitomo Minamoto, had already fallen victim to the trap set for him by the ruler of Noma in Owari Province, Tadamune Osada. Tadamune had already killed Yoshitomo. Was it foreshadowing that Ushiwaka only cried the whole evening, and fear tormented Tokiwa, so she did not even produce enough milk to moisten Ushiwaka's lips? She had only sparse breast milk anyway.


She always came to pray once a month to the Kannon of Kiyomizudera. Some monks also knew her. Therefore, when she left her house against her will, she fled to this mountain with her servants. But she was warned by the monks of the mountain:


"Rokuhara's samurai are searching with great zeal for you and for Mr. Yoshitomo's descendants!" So, she didn't feel safe anywhere.


The servants she had brought with her all disappeared, leaving only the nanny named Yomogi with her. The temple monks of Kiyomizudera found her to pity, but they were afraid even of Rokuhara, and all looked away with embarrassed faces. The temple monks did not show Tokiwa and her boys, but they did not protect them either.


After all, it was a young monk-student named Kogon. He could not watch her idly with the three boys:


"There is one of some pavilions of the Kannon of Easy Childbirth, where hardly anyone enters. Spend some time there! I will hide you there."


So, he had put the mother and children there two days ago.


The kind monk-student secretly carried there the thin bedding, rice straw mats, and the food with which this mother and children could sustain the meager life behind the eyes of the temple people.


In this war, she had learned the ice-cold mercilessness of some people. On the other hand, she had never experienced the warm-hearted charity of others in her flesh as she had now. The gratitude got under her skin.


Tokiwa was a chosen maid. Out of a thousand pretty girls in the capital, a hundred prettiest girls were first chosen, from which the court again selected the ten prettiest girls, and of these ten prettiest girls, Tokiwa alone was chosen and taken into the court as a maid to the emperor's lady in the middle court, Shimeko. At that time, people called her the happiest girl in the world and was the envy of all the girls in this capital.


At fourteen, she had her eyebrows painted for the first time; at fifteen, she made an official appearance in the courtyard in her long skirt with hem; and at sixteen, Yoshitomo loved her. When she was thus in love with Yoshitomo, and she sadly glimpsed the hazy spring moon behind the cherry blossoms in the dark garden of the lady's courtyard, she had already born her first son, Imawaka, in her womb.


After that, Tokiwa had been as happy as in a dream, but it lasted only a short time.


Her mistress and her husband, Yoshitomo, liked her. He had never made her feel lonely, and his attention to her was never too little.


Her world consisted only of her mistress's courtyard, and there was no man for her except Yoshitomo. She looked neither to the left nor the right and lived until then only for the service in the court and for her boys.


Then suddenly, Tokiwa was thrown into the war theater and thrown to the edge of the alleys, where battles for survival raged.


With her cubs in her arms and under the sharp chase, she had to hide herself and her cubs because she was now one of the losers.


As is typical with boys, two-year-old Ushiwaka has often had a tummy ache since birth. When this baby started to cry, the young mother always got scared.


She wandered through the alleys, where the pursuers' eyes were waiting for her, and her mother's milk stopped flowing. Perhaps because she had put impossible food into this infant's stomach, Ushiwaka had green stool since about the day before and cried unusually hard.


"Protect this boy's life for me, too!" she cried several hundred times before the statue of the Kannon of Easy Childbirth and could not pray often enough in her heart.


During the last ten days, her black hair suddenly bristled with fear when she saw fire and swords. But at the same time, her heart was guided by a voice of her instinct that commanded her:


"Sacrifice your life for your boys!"


Her mother's love always shook her up.


She had already been a mother in the courtyard garden on Ninth Jo. She was also a mother in the days when she met Yoshitomo. After she had strayed into the war, she was also a mother. And even at that moment, when she was hiding and freezing on the large floor in the temple complex of the Kannon of Easy Childbirth, she was a mother.


But the longer the days lasted, during which it drove her further and further away from the danger of injury, hunger, aimlessness on the streets, and the threat of persecution, the more her motherliness changed.


Gradually, her will declined. One could almost speak of stupidity. The lives of her boys completely took over her life.


The word embodiment just suited her. She was a mother who completely embodied motherhood. You could see that in this young mother.


The hem of the long skirt of her everyday clothes, which she had worn when she left her house, came undone. The belt of her outer dress became loose, so she laid her outer dress on the floor. While rocking the incessantly crying Ushiwaka in her arms, she walked up and down near the central pavilion, where candles glowed darkly in the stand lanterns. She made herself the rocking basket. Her figure was like a Kannon Bodhisattva for Affectionate Mothers had descended the steps of the gold-painted treasury from the Tamamushi Shrine. One had carved the relief of the splendor beetle feathers on the storage cabinet doors.


Suddenly, one heard someone somewhere far away from there open a heavy door one had to push to the two sides. The door squeaked.


Tokiwa's gaze immediately turned. She was startled.


"Oh, you're Yomogi, aren't you?"


"Yes. It is I, Yomogi. Finally, Mr. Kogon fulfilled my wish and prepared kudzu vine porridge for us."


"Is it true? That's wonderful. Could you give it to me right away? My baby almost starved, and, as you can see, he can't make a voice come out. All he does is scream."


"Oh, really. He eats so greedily, it's like he's stuffing the porridge in his mouth."


"He is also trying to survive, isn't he. He doesn't enjoy the porridge comfortably but swallows it with all his might. Look at the corner of his mouth. He swallows the mush of the kudzu vine porridge without breathing."


While Tokiwa was looking at her breast, she was in tears again. "Why do I have too little milk when so many tears come out?" she blamed herself. She wished that her blood and flesh might turn into milk.


"Mrs. Tokiwa, finally, your baby stops crying."


The monk student was already standing behind her. Tokiwa's maid had forgotten to announce him to her.


"Oh, Mr. Kogon! I've been bothering you until late at night."


"No, I can't help you much either. But I do have a problem."


"What happened again?"


"You get the idea. The whole temple has become restless.


It's no longer safe here."


"Oh! What are we going to do when we must leave here?" According to the monk students' narration, everyone knew that Tokiwa was in Kannon's pavilion because they heard a baby crying every night.


One said that the next day, a certain samurai from Rokuhara would come to search the whole mountain. Of course, the monks discussed this in the temple, and the monk-student Kogon was considered responsible for this situation.


"I will carry Otowaka on my back. Ms. Yomogi pulls Imawaka with her hand. And Mrs. Tokiwa, you carry Ushiwaka in your arms. We must leave the mountain before daybreak."


The monk-student suggested so. It would be too late when the night passed, he said.


At first, Tokiwa was worried. But now, as they left this pavilion, she felt safer than the monk-student. With determined eyes, she looked at her boys and descended the path in the mountain Otowayama.


Tokiwa and her little boys were on the first boat that departed from Funado Beach in Toba. The monk-student had already said goodbye to them and was no longer there. "Look, cute kids, they are. Where do you want to go this early in the morning?"


Two young women, apparently joy girls, who wanted to return to the Eguchi settlement, gave Imawaka and Otowaka cakes.


"Thank you. We have an acquaintance in Mimaki in Ogura."


"Then get off the ship soon. Are you visiting someone?"


"Yes."


"Then your house also burned down in the war at the end of the year like many others? We went from Eguchi to visit our parents in the capital because their house burned down. We are going back now. The war hit innocent people badly. You kids, you must have been scared."


"No," Imawaka sullenly shook his head, which these strange women were stroking. "No. Mother, Otowaka is about to eat the cake we got. May we eat it? May we, Mother?"


Tokiwa carried Ushiwaka in front of her chest in her everyday dress, looked at her two boys, and thought his words were understandable.


"Well? May we, mother? Imawaka wants to eat the cake, too."


"You tell them, 'Thank you.' Then you get to eat the cakes."


The love girls liked children. They could have liked children because they had only adults as customers every night, who were too smart and could not be trusted.


They took glutinous mochi rice cakes from a bamboo basket and gave them to the children. They also said that the wind at the river in spring was still icy. One of the women pulled her silk wool jacket off her back and put it over Ushiwaka's shoulder for warmth.


Tokiwa and her boys got off the ship in Mimaki.


"Dear children! Goodbye!"


The joy girls waved after them from the ship.


In Ogura lived her uncle and aunt. The uncle raised oxen on the pasture land and was an ox-breeding master.


"Well, you're Tokiwa, aren't you."


Her aunt made a reproachful face and did not invite Tokiwa and her boys from the brushwood fence into the house.


"It probably seems inhumane to you, but you are wanted.


You know that. If one reports you to Rokuhara, one will get money as a reward. Go somewhere else while my husband is still asleep. If he knows you are here, I'll be in a lot of trouble. Don't ruin this mercy of your aunt!"


So, they were sent away ice cold at the front gate.


Tokiwa still had a relative in the village of Ryumon in Udago County in Yamato province. She had no choice but to go there.


On the way there, she asked other women for breast milk and slept under the canopy of a temple. They wandered like beggars for several days and nights. A few times, one looked at them strangely. But not a few were friendly to a mother and three children on the journey. Nevertheless, some people whispered to each other whether they might not be wanted persons: "Turning them in is inhumane," they said, so no one was tempted to report anonymously.


The relative in Ryumon was a monk in a temple of stone statues. They hid there until the beginning of February.


Ushiwaka's green feces turned yellow, but she dared not step out of the temple into the settlement.


Then, one day, her uncle from Ogura came there to visit her. He pulled a dilapidated ox cart on the way. That night, he stayed overnight and talked late into the night with the monk of the temple of the stone statues. But the next morning, Tokiwa’s uncle explained Tokiwa as follows: "In this place, you cannot stay hidden forever. You should return to the capital and think carefully about the following. If you do not return to the capital, your mother, whom you left behind in the Sixth Jo, will either be hanged or crucified."


"What, why?"


"Why? That's pretty clear. Because you disappeared with Yoshitomo's boys in your arms, Rokuhara's samurai have dragged your mother to Rokuhara's Investigation Office in your place."


"Yes. Has my mother been taken away? Is she under arrest?"


"That's right. People are all talking about it. They talk about you, too. You would have been too fond of the boys you got from Yoshitomo, so you forgot all about your birth mother."


Tokiwa could say no more. Since he was an ox-breeding master, his eyes seemed animalistic. His large, protruding eyes suggested he was an evil man who did not know what tears were.


Before these eyes, Tokiwa broke down and cried. She, who embodied pure motherhood, was suddenly tormented by a child's guilt when she thought of her old mother. She went into convulsions of crying like a child after becoming her mother's child again.


Her uncle taunted her:


"Stop it, that's enough!" He added:


"Yes, now that you've cried, I'll tell you something else you can cry about too. You want to wait forever until Yoshitomo escapes to the East and comes for you soon. But Yoshitomo has already been dead since January 3."


She was shocked and speechless by his narration. She suddenly raised her face, clearly showing she could not believe her uncle. But her lips were pale and trembling.


"This is not a lie. You can ask the people in the capital whether it is true or not. Everyone in the capital has seen on a tree at the gate of the East Prison that the authorities put on his head on display for seven days."


"Oh! Then..." her breath caught.


"Tokiwa!"


"Then Mr. Yoshitomo is dead?" she breathed deeply.


"Hey, Tokiwa! What's the matter? Get a hold of yourself! Even if you stare at me with such eyes like the eyes of a mad woman's mask, it's not my fault. It is the war that has brought you to this situation. Yoshitomo himself was the one who dared to wage such a stupid war, right? Forget about your dream from before now!"


But, what he said, Tokiwa's ears did not hear.


She was so sad that she almost went mad, which shot down her reason. She became wet and dirty from her tears. She agonized for half a day. Her baby, whom she carried at her breast, kept bringing her out of danger of falling fully into grief. The baby cheered up her motherhood. It was the crying voice of Ushiwaka, whose nerves and senses sensitively felt her sadness.


The next day, her uncle finally succeeded with his lie. He got Tokiwa and the three boys into the dirty box of his ox cart. He left the nanny, Yomogi, behind. She cried at the parting.


"Finally! It took a lot of effort."


While driving the ox to the capital, this uncle imagined the reward he expected from Rokuhara, running on the road, drooling with greed.


He was the one who, when Yoshitomo was still the head of the horse stable office on the left side of the palace, went in and out of this gate and even knelt on the cow and horse droppings to introduce himself to the head of the horse stable.


Tokiwa drives women carriage to Rokuhara


The grass hut of Tokiwa's mother stood on the edge of the Sixth Jo.


As expected, her old mother was no longer there. Tramps had stolen the things in the hut, leaving not a single piece behind.


"First, you rest here this night. It's also not too late to turn yourselves in tomorrow."


Tokiwa's uncle carried her and her three boys down from the box of his ox cart. He also carried their nightclothes that had been worn during the journey into the hut. Various dishes and poor household things were also brought into the empty hut.


"It is unbearable. You, a mother bird and her young birds, chirp sadly. You're probably hungry. Wait a minute! I'll get us something to eat."


He bought food in the city and began to cook a stew himself. As if giving an offering to hungry people on the street, he gave them the stew: "Here, eat something! When you eat this, you will stop shouting and sleep!" He shouted at Imawaka and Otowaka. He said he wanted to go to his fellow standers on the Ox Breeder Road and went out.


At that moment, Tokiwa knew all too well her uncle's goal. Her uncle would carry all her important sons to satisfy his greed and report them to the authorities. No matter how hard she tried, she could not find a satisfactory solution to escape his denunciation. Her resentment found no solace.


If she did not turn herself in on the other side, her old mother's life was still in danger. Whether she turned herself in to Rokuhara or not, as long as she dragged those little boys by her hand or carried them in her arms, there was no way to save them.


"Should I take my own life then?" she had thought several times about dying together with her three boys. But each time, she remembered the last letter her husband, Yoshitomo, had sent her on the evening of the day when the battle had already been decided.


How regretful that I lost the war! Now, I can't even say goodbye to you for a moment. I must immediately flee somewhere in an unknown direction.


Nevertheless, the day will come when I come to pick you up from a peaceful place. Even if you have to hide deep in the mountains, raise the baby and the boys! That is the only thing I still want to ask you.


How many mountains and rivers would separate us, how could I forget my feeling that I loved you? I wish you would not waste your life away, even if you were disappointed by this world.


She had imprinted this text literally in her mind as if this were a part of the holy scriptures of the Kannon. "Only if I live can I fulfill his last will. Only and only this life of mine can save my children." She repeated this text in her heart as a talisman every time the temptation to commit suicide struck her.


But now all hope was gone:


"My beloved is no longer alive. My life ends tomorrow. That's it! I must thank my mistress I have been allowed to serve since I was fourteen years old. I want to say goodbye to her, even though I cannot meet her in person." Tokiwa suddenly got this idea, took Ushiwaka in her arms, and pulled Imawaka and Otowaka by her hand. Thus, she suddenly went out into the street at dusk, even before her uncle came home.


The courtyard on the Ninth Jo was not that far.


She knew her way around there very well. And she also knew the house servants there. She went in at the West gate, where no one noticed her. She visited the visitors' registration room, and her former friends immediately surrounded them.


Even though her former colleagues had jealously envied her as Yoshitomo's mistress in the past, they comforted Tokiwa with kind words when she saw Tokiwa's rundown figure with the three little boys: "Oh, where did you escape to? How have you spent your days? How pitiful your little boys look." All the women cried with compassion for this famous representative of their sex so that their sleeves became all wet.


Tokiwa's mistress also soon invited Tokiwa up to the curtain of her chamber in a room at the back and spoke kindly to her:


"Oh, how changed you are! Why didn't you escape here earlier?" She cried with Tokiwa in sympathy. At the same time, a palpable sense of relief washed over the courtyard of the Ninth Jo. It was as if her visit had lifted a heavy burden, a sign that she had successfully diverted Rokuhara's suspicions. Tokiwa's mistress, who had always loved her for her long years of service in the court, was now free from the shadow of suspicion. All harbored the suspicion that the court at the Ninth Jo might hide Tokiwa, no matter who it was. Especially the father of Shimeko, the mistress of the house, was that famous Koremichi Fujiwara, who always liked to talk funny, even ironically. Just before Rokuhara's suspicion, the household servants were deeply worried whether this outspoken and innocent minister Koremichi would be inconvenienced by Tokiwa.


"It is wonderful now. Now, it is clear to Rokuhara that our mistress is innocent."


The custodian and the samurai of the house lit up the corners of their worried eyes because Tokiwa's visit clearly showed that the house mistress was not hiding Tokiwa.But at the same time, they said to each other:


"It is remarkable of Mrs. Tokiwa. She has been bravely hiding somewhere until today so as not to harm her mistress's house. She even reported to the lady just for the last goodbye. That is very kind of her."


So, everyone felt great compassion for Tokiwa and her boys.


Tokiwa's uncle presented himself in the Rokuhara court at dusk:


"My name is Tomizo, and I am an ox breeder. I live on pastureland in Ogura. I am the uncle of Mrs. Tokiwa."


The chief judge, low-ranking personal secretary Tokitada Taira, immediately registered the information: "I understand. Wait in the informant room until we inform you of the decision!"


A guard samurai locked Tokiwa's uncle behind bars that looked almost like a prison.


"You've got to be kidding. I came here to turn in the people you're looking for. I want to get the advertised reward.Where is there such a rule that one doesn't even praise me for reporting the wanted and instead throws me in this hole?"


Tokiwa's uncle shouted at the guard samurai. But no one cared about him.


The old man who, some time ago, on the Kamogawa shore in front of the Sixth Jo, had beaten with a stick the corpse of the decapitated Nobuyori Fujiwara, the head of the Emon guard of the right; Tadamune Osada, who had betrayed and murdered Yoshitomo Minamoto and his retainer; and now also this uncle of Tokiwa; all these base men had betrayed their former friends to whom they were bound by gratitude and loyalty. These evil people exploited the losers' weakness in their favor to fulfill their greed and obtain merit with the new ruler. The lord of Rokuhara was angry about this: "Treat such denunciators in such a way that we punish their inhumanity, and they realize the outrageousness of their act, rather than giving them a reward."


Kiyomori always internally advised his brother-in-law, Tokitada, who oversaw Rokuhara's Investigation Office. The measures Tokitada took against Tokiwa's uncle were simply in line with Kiyomori's directive as the enforcer of his policy.


Although it was night, Tokitada immediately communicated Tokiwa's uncle's report to Kiyomori and requested instruction from him:


"What should I do with him?"


"Well."


Kiyomori pondered with a displeased expression on his face.


It was the time when he was still in dispute with his stepmother, the Zen nun of Ike, about the sentence for the imprisoned Yoritomo. He was annoyed. Therefore, he seemed to have little desire to also deal with punitive measures for the wife and children of the enemy general.


"Well, leave it to Kagetsuna Ito!"


"Then shall I order Kagetsuna to arrest them immediately?"


Sending too many soldiers there is probably unnecessary.


"She has three offspring of Mr. Yoshitomo with her."


"From what I hear, she first hid in a remote place in Yamato province. But then her uncle, that ox-breeding master, brought her back to the capital. Tokiwa probably intended to turn herself in voluntarily to save her old mother from prison."


"The ox breeder claims something else."


"He's probably telling his version of the story. After all, he turned them in because he wanted the reward money. He probably went in and out of Yoshitomo's house when Yoshitomo was alive. He must have enjoyed favors from him because of his niece. What a bold fellow! Don't reward him under any circumstances."


"I know your intent."


"Tell Kagetsuna, when he goes out to arrest her, not treat her harshly since she has children with her!"


"Yes, I will tell him that."


"And he shall lock her up in his house for now. I will think about her sentence."


Kiyomori's brother-in-law, Tokitada, reverently left Kiyomori, immediately visited the governor of Ise province, Kagetsuna Ito, that same night and told him Kiyomori's order verbatim.


The governor of Ise province and his subordinates raided Tokiwa's mother's hut on the Sixth Jo. It was already close to daybreak. But there was no one in the hut.


The chief of operations learned from the neighbors that Tokiwa had gone to the Ninth Jo's courtyard the night before. The samurai, of course, immediately rushed there.


"We came with Lord Rokuhara's order to arrest Yoshitomo's mistress, Mrs. Tokiwa, and her little boys. If you hide them, you will get into trouble later. The one who speaks like this is the governor of Ise province, Kagetsuna Ito."


So, he politely reported to the courtyard custodian and ensured that none of his people were rioting there. The response of the property custodian was also polite: "We are by no means hiding Mrs. Tokiwa here. She came to say goodbye last night. She wanted to turn herself in right away. But she got a kind recommendation from the lady of the house to fix her hair as well as her dress. She has been freshening up since early morning today. Wait a moment!"


Of course, Kagetsuna Ito, the commanding officer, did not mind.


The samurai entered the escort waiting room at the middle gate and waited for Tokiwa and her boys to finish.


That morning, after Tokiwa had slept a night in her familiar surroundings, where warm and friendly people surrounded her, she was so tidy that she sadly regretted parting from all these important people.


She bathed early in the morning and combed her hair. She opened the makeup box and sat facing the mirror, thinking she was putting on makeup for the last time. She couldn't believe that her heart remained so calm before the arrest after all. The white powder adhered smoothly to her skin, and she could put on makeup comfortably.


"Mother, where are we going?" spoke Imawaka to her like a spoiled boy from her side. He saw in the mirror how his mother was putting on makeup, which had rarely happened lately.


"We're going to a nice place. My sweetheart is coming too."


"I'm glad."


Imawaka became cheerful.


The maids who fand this innocent joy of Imawaka lovely carried Ushiwaka and Otowaka to the other chamber.


Tokiwa felt lonely even for a second because her children were not with her. She put on her underwear, undergarments, outer garments, and other official costume items given to her by the mistress of the house. Soon she appeared before the lady of that court again and thanked her:


"If I were to pass from this world as a dewdrop, I will not forget to eternity your kindness in allowing me to live with you for many years. I will never forget the compassion I have received from you since last night."


Mrs. Shimeko, the mistress of this court, comforted her in a lowered voice: "While it is brave of you to have made the decision, it is better not to be dogged. I will also ask my father, Minister Koremichi, to do everything in his power to intervene in such a way as to mitigate Mr. Rokuhara's judgment of you."


The chamber maids served Tokiwa breakfast together with Imawaka and Otowaka in the middle. At the sight of the boys' happy bustle, everyone was tempted to tears. Tokiwa gave Ushiwaka her last milk until he was full and satisfied. Probably because she had eaten more food last evening than the days before, a lot of milk came out for once.


Outside at the middle gate, the samurai of the governor of Ise province grew impatient and rudely reminded Tokiwa of her duty:


"What is Mrs. Tokiwa doing? If it takes too long, we will be asked by Lord Rokuhara what is going on in this house.Please come out immediately!"


The court steward ran to the gate from the back of the house and negotiated directly with the commanding officer, Kagetsuna. The steward told him that after the kindness of the mistress of the court, Mrs. Tokiwa would be driven in an ox cart. He would please allow her to do so.


"All right. We'll make an exception for the prisoner because it's good for a baby and her little boys."


The governor of Ise province allowed her to do it.


Soon, the house servants pulled up a lady's carriage from the rear West gate. Tokiwa prayed inside the carriage in a bowed posture to the large roof of the lady's court. Immediately after, the strict samurai procession surrounded the lady's carriage from the front and the rear and made it advance along large and small avenues in the morning hours. None of the people standing by the roads noticed that it was a carriage in which the samurai escort was driving the mistress of the former head of the horse stable office of the left, Yoshitomo Minamoto, and his offspring.


The Story of Tokiwa - addendum


Kiyomori did not sleep well last night. There was no particular reason for this.


If one had wanted to look for the reason necessarily, it would have come from the fact that he was very much occupied by government work lately and tired. When he appeared at the palace, too much strain was put on his nerves because he was unfamiliar with the deliberations of the cabinet meeting and the Inner Palace's customs.


Outwardly, he seemed unconcerned about troublesome old traditions, but in reality, he was thoughtful and sensitive to details. Thus, it was typical of him that his exterior and interior gave different impressions. Because his true nature was like that, one could imagine that one could find the causes of his tiredness in the general political situation. For example, one had to decide to condemn Yoritomo. Then, in addition, he had received the news about Tokiwa and her boys the night before. Even if there had not been the critical attack by the Zen nun and Shigemori, he would otherwise have had enough matters to cause his sleep disturbance.


"Tokitada, did you see everything?" asked Kiyomori suddenly to his faithful brother-in-law around noon.


The low-ranking personal secretary, Tokitada, received news from the house of the governor of Ise province that Tokiwa and her children had arrived at his home. Tokitada saw with his own eyes how the samurai led Yoshitomo's mistress, Tokiwa, and her boys to the house of the governor of Ise province. Tokitada returned just now.


"Yes, I just came from the review. As you instructed, Kagetsuna's samurai did not mistreat the mother and her boys. They are locked in a room and guarded by the samurai."


"Are the mother and her children okay?"


"The baby cries occasionally, and Tokiwa looks very emaciated indeed," Kiyomori's brother-in-law reported.Kiyomori said:


"She became famous a few years ago because of her love story with Yoshitomo. She has been so famous because of her beauty that the sparrows of the capital and the nobles alike envied her."


"I thought that her usual outward beauty would be regrettably unrecognizable since, at only twenty-three years of age, she has three children. She is almost starved without shelter and has been hiding in shabby huts lately. But thanks to the kindness of the lady of the court of the Ninth Jo, she has freshened up from her hair to her costume and put on pretty makeup. She smells nice, so I felt all the more sorry for her."


"Is it true? Hmm."


"By the way, how do you want to interrogate her? Do you want Kagetsuna and me to examine her and give you a written report?"


"No," Kiyomori immediately shook his head, "I will interrogate her personally. It is about no less a person than the descendants of Yoshitomo. On top of that, the three children are all boys. Their condemnation I must carry out myself."


Tokitada had heard someone speak of the involvement of Kiyomori's family members in Yoritomo's affair, so Tokitada imagined that Kiyomori wanted to make a decision even before objections could arise again, as the nun of Ike had last done with Yoritomo's death sentence.


"When do you want me to summon Tokiwa here?" Tokitada looked at Kiyomori, who grinned broadly.


"The sooner the better. Get her here by the evening!"


"I understand."


The low-ranking personal secretary withdrew to prepare. Just at that moment, a visitor came to Kiyomori.


It was Koremichi Fujiwara known as an outspoken personality. After learning of Tokiwa's arrest, Koremichi seemed to have come immediately to acquit the lady Shimeko, the mistress of the Ninth Jo court. He wanted to prevent Kiyomori from misunderstanding his daughter, Shimeko, the lady of the court at the Ninth Jo. Kiyomori said to Koremichi:


"I, Kiyomori, have no suspicions at all about the Lady of the Ninth Jo. That is a concern that does not suit you at all. Instead, as a nobleman familiar with the High Hall's customs, you should devote yourself more to the renewal of the administration and political work, especially at this time."


He gave him a hint of hope that Kiyomori could count on Koremichi as his right hand in the future. Kiyomori received him generously. Minister Koremichi, the father of the mistress of the court at the Ninth Jo, Shimeko, went home afterward.


In fact, Kiyomori liked the free spirit of this minister, Koremichi, and thus saw that Koremichi was friendly to him.Because he was a special guest, Kiyomori had unnoticedly emptied many sake bowls with him so that, perhaps because it was daytime to do so, he was tipsy all the rest of the afternoon, even after the guest had left.


At this moment, the governor of Ise province and the personal secretary of low rank came forward at the same time and reported to him:


"As you ordered, we have summoned Tokiwa and her boys to the courthouse garden."


Kiyomori came down the long corridor in significant, stomping steps. Rokuhara provisionally set up its Investigation Office at the end of the West house. New construction and expansion work was now taking place everywhere in the mansion, and the garden was to be expanded several times its previous size.


"Where are they, Tokiwa and her boys?"


"We ordered them there."


"You mean downstairs?" Kiyomori came out to the railing and looked around.


One placed a rice straw carpet on the ground. On it, Tokiwa bent deeply on the mat with a child in her arms. On the left and on the right of her, the tiny boys sat. The two held on to the sleeves of the mother's dress.


"Kagetsuna!"


"Yep."


"Give the woman and the boys round straw seats!" ordered Kiyomori to him.


He sat down in the middle of the hall.


The governor of Ise province, Kagetsuna, was a little embarrassed, "Where, I suppose, did he mean to put the seats?" The thought pattern of a supervisory samurai who considered Tokiwa a prisoner made him slow to grasp the situation.


"It's enough if you move the seats. About there."


Kiyomori pointed his chin to the wide outside corridor, which surprised not only Tokiwa's supervisor, Kagetsuna, but also the others. The lord's chin really pointed to the top of the stairs.


"You mean here?"


As he arranged three round straw seats on the floor, Kiyomori nodded.


And then the head of the Investigation Office, Tokitada, invited Tokiwa:


"Mrs. Tokiwa. Come upstairs!"


While she pulled the intimidated children to her knees, she was frightened. Her supervisor added:


"The Lord told you to come upstairs. Go ahead and accept the round seats on the floor."


Tokiwa held Ushiwaka in one arm and, with the other hand, pulled Otowaka along to stand up. Imawaka also clung to her sleeve and climbed the steps with his mother. It is reported that at that hour, Rokuhara's samurai were lurking everywhere behind all kinds of obstacles, eyes wide open, trying to spot the figure of the famous Tokiwa. She was the beauty who was the only one chosen out of a thousand girls and placed in service in the court of the Ninth Jo. Everyone remembered that.


Kiyomori was also secretly interested in her.


When a man looks at a woman and finds her beautiful, it does not matter whether he faces her with neutral feelings on an official occasion or whether compassion and pity arise in him toward her.


Conversely, in his heart, reason, which forbade him to feel beauty beautifully, and his honest feelings of an ordinary mortal quarreled with each other. His eyes tended to follow the mean impulse to explore the beautiful body of the woman to its secret fragrance.


"Are you sad, Tokiwa?"


"No. My tears have already dried up. Only please free my old mother from prison!"


"Hmm. I'm going to free her."


After making that clear, he asked her:


"Where have you been hiding until now? And why have you been on the run with your little boys in your arms and your hand?"


"I have been to Ryumon in Yamato province. You ask me why I did not separate from my sons. I can only answer that I acted from the self-evident same feeling as all mothers in this world."


"Why did you come back to the capital?"


"Because I couldn't let Rokuhara condemn my old mother in my place."


"An ox-breeder, pretending to be your uncle, has secretly denounced you."


"No, I turned myself in, not knowing what my uncle told you."


"I think so. Otherwise, you wouldn't have come back to the capital. That would have been stupid."


Kiyomori nodded. And he looked at the mother and the boys for a while and asked them:


"Is there enough breast milk coming? Your breast milk?"


Tokiwa looked in at her baby in her breast pocket and silently, barely perceptibly, shook her head.


"It doesn't come out very much. Yes, I can well imagine that."


He said his regret to himself and pretended to think. He looked into the distance.


"All mothers are stupid, aren't they. Although there is nothing to eat, a mother pretends that there is enough and feeds her husband and children first. Still, her baby asks for milk. Just as you have fled to the fields and the mountains, it is truly a miracle that your infant has not died."


Tokiwa said nothing.


"Tokiwa, you have nothing to fear. The war was only between Kiyomori and Yoshitomo. A woman like you was not to blame."


"Yes."


"It is regrettable that even a great man like Yoshitomo was dissatisfied with himself so that he could be taken advantage of by a green nobleman and driven into the loser position without any political plans. I, too, this Kiyomori, was disappointed in him."


Tokiwa could no longer bear the tension. She fell to the floor all at once. In the end, she was only a woman. She burst into tears before the others and shook her whole body.


"Please, Mr. Deputy Head of Dazaifu!" she began to plead with Kiyomori.


Kiyomori was suddenly distracted by her eyebrows. The long eyelashes, wet from her tears, made her eyebrows appear as if they were a symbol of her spirited character, of which there could be no second in this world. No, it was rather his desire that triggered this thought.


"You don't have to be sad, Mrs. Tokiwa. The war between warrior families has nothing to do with women at all. Since you have turned yourself in, I will release your old mother from prison. And I will not condemn you. Do not cry. You will not be beheaded."


"No, no," she continued speaking with all her might and slid out of the round straw seat.


"I did not think my life was regrettable at all. Please, save the lives of these children with your mercy!"


"What?"


"I ask you for mercy for my children. Mr. Deputy Head! Please pardon my three sons even if you let your samurai decapitate my body on the shore!"


"Broad, don't get rude!"


Kiyomori shouted at her in a tone that made her body vibrate with fear as if he had suddenly become a completely different person.


"If one shows pity to them, they immediately become impertinent. That is a bad habit of women. You are actually just a maid of the court of the Ninth Jo. You may be Yoshitomo's mistress, but you are no more than a flower outside a nameless gate. Your children, however, are all proper sons in whom the blood of the Minamoto family flows. I cannot pardon them. Their lives here are out of the question."


With that one word, Kiyomori stood up. But even as he was already slowly averting his gaze from the black hair that lay on the vast floor, his eyes went back to her once more, and he said:


"You also disappoint this Kiyomori, just like Yoshitomo. I don't like showing mercy, not at all! Kagetsuna, Tokitada!"


"Yep."


"Take the woman and the little ones to the servants' house.


I've done the investigation. That's enough."


When he had said this, he quickly disappeared past the side house into the back rooms without waiting for his companions, who were running after him left and right.


Kiyomori agreed to pardon Yoritomo more than ten days after Tokiwa's interrogation had taken place.


There must have been valid reasons for Kiyomori, who had argued so adamantly against Yoritomo's pardon, to suddenly yield to the please of the Zen nun of Ike, Yorimoris, and Shigemoris.


According to history books and diaries of contemporaries, only the relationship between the announcement of Yoritomo's pardon and the interrogation in which Kiyomori examined Tokiwa and her boys was rather difficult to interpret. The order of the two events remained unclear.


But one can imagine that one night, he had secretly summoned Shigemori and talked with him in a room something like this: "Well, Shigemori. I've been thinking."


"How did you decide?"


"It is the request that my stepmother, Mrs. Nun, made to me as her son. I have made the decision to pardon Yoritomo because of her."


"Oh! Then it's wonderful."


"But it has to be a banishment to a faraway island. As far away as possible."


"If you mitigate the death sentence of the first degree, I can imagine how happy Mrs. Nun will be. The world thanks you for your motherly love."


"No, I don't have any mother love at all. I have had little to do with my mother since I was born. But I am also a father of children. I don't want to kill people's children."


"That's right. Mr. Shinzei Fujiwara is a good example. He had his political opponents and the women and children who were related to them beheaded most cruelly during the last Hogen War. People closed their eyes in horror.


The retribution for this was that Mr. Shinzei himself later found himself in the same position, and he and his sons were all killed in the subsequent war of Heiji. Mr.


Shinzei's decapitating is the transmigration of souls to be feared. Evil deed, evil consequence."


"Stop your lecturing! I do not act out of mercy at all."


Kiyomori did not yet fully want to admit defeat to the Zen nun and Shigemori.


"People often get carried away with compassion. People feel an unconditional mercy toward small children. It is not good policy, I think, to behead Yoritomo alone and then be despised by ten thousand people because of it. The reason for Yoritomo's pardon is only to reach people's hearts. I made this consideration and decided. I will pardon Yoritomo's life because of this. You communicate from your side Madam Nun that I sentence him to banishment."


"You humbly say that it is not mercy. I consider just that a great mercy. I will immediately report it to Mrs. Nun and receive her joy."


Shigemori immediately had his ox cart hurried to Ike.


After a few more days, Rokuhara announced that they would pardon Tokiwa and her boys as well.


The pardoning of Tokiwa and her sons surprised everyone. Kiyomori's family members and key staff thought it was an unexpected decision. There was even someone who asked Kiyomori about it:


"Why did you pardon them? It could end up being an evil for the Taira family."


Kiyomori replied unimpressed like this: "I think so too, but the government decided the sentencing of the descendants of the government's enemies in its deliberation. Kiyomori has only taken over their implementation. Above all, recently, Yoritomo, who is much older than Tokiwa's boys, was freed from his death sentence after the petition of the Zen nun of Ike. A fortiori, there are no grounds for beheading even smaller boys who smell their mother's milk."


But everyone soon realized that his words were just an excuse.


For some house servants of Rokuhara began to tell that from night to night, when the cherry blossoms fell in the lightly overcast moonlight, Kiyomori's ox-cart secretly drove to the mansion of the governor of Ise province, where Mrs. Tokiwa now lived, and remained there until the spring moon inclined, not coming out again until morning.


Leaf pipe


It was still too dark to see the outlines of the cherry blossoms. A troop of soldiers and banishment officers tied the horses' reins to the cherry trees on the avenue and waited there before daybreak.


On one edge of the road immediately ran the wall of the house of the governor of Owari province, Yorimori Taira. There were many cherry trees in his manor. They appeared as bright little dots in the darkness, like in a valley where small white clouds formed at night. The house's inhabitants seemed to be up already because, through the cherry blossoms, you could see the twinkling lights of paper candles briskly going back and forth in the corridor. "Did you sleep well last night?" the deputy governor of Owari province, Munekiyo, asked the young captive samurai, Yoritomo Minamoto.


That day was March 20.


Yoritomo was finally to be sent to his place of banishment that day.


His supervisor, the deputy governor of Owari province, came to the fence of the room where Yoritomo lived early in the morning and watched Yoritomo get ready.


"Yes, I was able to sleep very well. But I was so excited and joyful that I woke up very early. When I lifted the wooden flap shitomi window, the moon shone lightly."


"Hahaha, it should still have been midnight. And be careful on the way that you don't nod off on your horse like you did before."


"No, Munekiyo, but this time it wouldn't matter if I fell asleep on the horse.


"Why not?"


"Because the officers who accompany me never let me get lost."


"You're right. That's certainly true."


Munekiyo, the prisoner's supervisor, laughed heartily.


Such jokes were heard from Yoritomo's mouth that morning, probably because he was looking forward to this trip to his place of banishment.


For him, it was like a bird, which one released from a cage into a blue sky. In particular, he was, after all, a boy only fourteen years old. "I understand that" Munekiyo said to himself. So, this morning, awakening in whole cherry blossoms, with Yoritomo whom the government released from captivity, somehow felt like a holiday even to Munekiyo, so he let the boy's joy carry away himself.


A young samurai came to the edge of the fence and said: "Please come to the bathroom," taking Yoritomo with him.


Soon, he came out of the bathroom with cheeks red like red fruit. He had put on new clothes from top to bottom.


They were a gift from the Zen nun of Ike, which she had given him out of humanity.


"I would like to thank and say goodbye to Mrs. Nun before we leave."


"Yes, Mrs. Nun also intends to see you before you leave.


I will accompany you to her after breakfast."


Yoritomo immediately sat down at the breakfast table.


"Munekiyo, this morning marks the last time I will have this breakfast table with you."


"Somehow, I think it's a pity."


"Me too." Suddenly, he put his chopsticks aside and said,


"Munekiyo, I will never forget this time."


"No, don't say that. I was only doing the tasks assigned to me. However, there are not only nice people among ordinary samurai, such as banishment and security officers. If you have someone from your acquaintance you want to take along for the road, I will ask the banishment and security officers to include your acquaintances in the escort."


"No, I don't have such an acquaintance. Even if I knew one, I wouldn't take him with me because he would shy away from Rokuhara."


"Yes, you may be right. If you've finished getting ready, please come with me to say goodbye to Mrs. Nun!"


Yoritomo followed his overseer and emerged from the enclosure of his room for the first time in a hundred days.


The Zen nun's residence stood a little apart within the mansion of the governor of Owari province, Yorimori, and looked like a magnificent temple.


The night before, the Zen nun had also invited Yoritomo to dinner. She had given him various things, such as clothes and utensils for the trip, and they spent an evening like this to say goodbye.


The nun was filled with satisfaction at having her mercy fulfilled. She went into a mental state of mistaking him for her deceased son, Iemori, the longer she looked at him from close. She even told him:


"Don't you wish for something? The nun will give you anything you want as a parting gift."


Yoritomo then asked her somewhat ashamed:


"Give me dice so I can play dice when I feel lonely in Izu."


Unfortunately, the Zen nun had no dice with her. But she really got the promised dice until his departure and waited for Yoritomo's appearance early in the morning.


"Dear Madam Nun, I will go to Izu then."


Yoritomo knelt in front of her, his hands in front of him.


Tears glistened on the Zen nun's eyelashes.


"Even if I go from here to Izu, I will not forget your kindness. I consider you the savior of my life. I will pray for your happiness morning and night, dear Mrs. Zen Nun."


"Oh, you want to say goodbye to me. You have spoken beautifully. The one who gave you your unusual life was not this nun, but the dear Buddha. As I told you last night, in the future you should also direct your soul according to the Buddha's teaching and write off the thought of a warrior family's blood-smelling thing."


"Yes, I understand."


"Whatever seducer ensures you, never give your ear to the whisper of evil. Sacrifice your whole life to the funeral mass of your deceased mother and father."


"Yup!"


"Please remember what the nun told you this morning until you grow up. Don't be tempted into a treacherous plan and make it a painful arrest for the second time. Do not undo that nun's mercy under any circumstances!"


"Yes! Yes!"


"You are good. Here you get a box of dice as promised. Are you happy?"


"Oh, it's a beautiful box with a wood lacquer painting.


May I open it?"


"Hohohoho, you don't have time to look at him now.


Right, Munekiyo?"


"Well, since they've already started loading up the travel baskets and other things for the trip, we should also carefully stow this box in our luggage so it doesn't get broken on the trip."


"That's better. What I will tell you now is even more important than what I said earlier. There are some people who have asked me to make it possible for them to have an opportunity to see you again. They are waiting for you there in the house servants' quarters. You would also like to see these people briefly so they can say goodbye to you for a moment."


"Yeah? Anyone want to see me?"


Yoritomo was surprised. Genuine grief suddenly ached somewhere in his body. But he did not know who it was until he came to the house servants' quarters.


"Oh!"


All three of them waiting for him suddenly burst into tears, expressing their indescribable feeling when they saw Yoritomo coming.


One was his late mother's younger brother, Sukenori, the head of Atsuta Shrine, who had opposed Yoshitomo's uprising and had not participated in the war.


The second was the dyer, Moriyasu Gengo, who was unemployed and had retired to the countryside because of his illness.


The third person was Yoritomo's wet nurse, the lady of the chamber Hiki.


The feelings for each other overflowed. But it was a place where you couldn't say much.


They deliberately said goodbye only with formal greetings and wished each other well. The lady of the chamber Hiki, who had already given Yoritomo the breast in infancy, asked him:


"At least let me comb your hair as a reminder of today.


Dear Little Lord, give me your hair!" She sank down deep in tears behind Yoritomo's back.


And she tearfully combed Yoritomo's hair smooth. The feeling of his hair in her hand suddenly evoked in her the memory of all the last ten and more years. As she applied the comb, she brought her face, wet with tears, closer to his ear. She whispered to him:


"You are certainly feeling lonely, but by no means is today the last time we will see each other. Your wet nurse will visit you in Izu sometime."


Unnoticed by the guard samurai, the unemployed dyer, Moriyasu Gengo, had also moved a little closer to Yoritomo with his knees and whispered in his ear in low voices:


"Dear Little Lord, dear Little Lord, I pray to the God of the Hachiman Shrine. Your life is inexplicably saved. It is your precious life. You must never have your hair cut off, no matter who may recommend it to you. Do you understand? Guard your hair!"


Yoritomo heard it incidentally, gazing at the ceiling of the room while he let his wet nurse's hands smooth his hair and silently nodded his eyebrows.


"Yes."


When the Zen nun of Ike advised him to become a monk and follow the path of the Buddha all his life, he answered in the affirmative. And now, when the dyer asked him to do the opposite, he also nodded yes.


"It's about time."


The guard of the banishment, Suemichi Taira, got up from his stool and leisurely sat on the horse. And he stretched his hand up in the air and said:


"Prepare to leave! Prepare for departure!"


The banishment officers lined up the workhorses on which they had loaded their travel materials on the road. Holding a bamboo split at one end, the lower officials used it to shoo away gawkers.


The accompanying soldiers and the banishment officers also formed a line. One of them pulled Yoritomo's horse in front of the house gate. Some of them admonished Yoritomo, who was still inside the house: "Come out now!"


"Hurry up, please!"


Soon after, the little prisoner appeared on the street from the gate of flowers decorated with blossoms, accompanied by the house's inhabitants.


Dark shadows and hopelessness invariably marked exiles sent to a place of exile. They looked as if they had cried their eyes dry. But this prisoner that morning was completely different from all the others.


He was too cheered up and seemed too fresh to be a usual exile.


Yoritomo immediately jumped on the back of the passing horse in one leap, as if the thought of the long separation felt by the adults and the serious expression on the faces of the people saying goodbye to him was utterly foreign to him. And he bowed sincerely and told from the top of the saddle in the direction of the manor house:


"Goodbye!"


His face smiled happily.


The crowd included the Zen nun and the family of her son, the governor of Owari province, Yorimori Taira. Many women were there. These people reflexively got moist eyes when Yoritomo smiled at them.


"Dear Little Lord, farewell!"


"Dear Little Lord, goodbye!"


It was inexplicable that this boy had something for which people loved him very much. He had an innate, natural charm and a dimple that attracted people irresistibly.


But Yoritomo, regardless of this large crowd of people, once again lowered his head to a person standing at the edge of the gate:


"Munekiyo, goodbye!"


His supervisor, standing there frozen, calmly replied:


"Goodbye!" and bowed his head.


The train started to move. Then cherry blossoms fell, fluttering in the air and leaving white paths.


"You may only come as far as Otsu. " The prisoner's uncle and the dyer were granted permission to travel as an exception. The two followed the train at a small distance. When they went up to Awataguchi, this spring day was already advanced. There were full clouds of cherry blossoms everywhere in the capital and Kitayama and Higashiyama that they could see with the naked eye. Yoritomo kept turning around to look at Kamo River. What might he have been thinking? He might have remembered the day he fought with his father and older brother on this bank.


Soon, as they were transferring to the ship at Otsu beach, Yoritomo's uncle and the dyer approached him and sadly took their leave of him. They had to swallow a sob:


"Then we will say goodbye to you here. Please take good care of yourself!"


Yoritomo, on the other hand, said as if wondering why they were crying:


"I do not feel sad. Because it is a great joy to me, although I don't know how other ordinary prisoners have fared. Today is a joyful day, which is rare in this world."


Many people gathered at the lakeshore like a giant black bunch because they had heard rumors that Yoritomo was coming there. They looked at his departure. Monks, women, men, and old and young travelers just watched Yoritomo's figure. Among them were probably the figures of those samurai of the Minamoto tribes who had lost in the battle of Heiji and had gone underground as farmers and fishermen until that day. There were also such looks of the people who wordless watched the spectacle and silently let it pass over them. They still hid too much bloody emotion in their faces to see it all as fun.


The little prisoner, who seemed overjoyed, was hardly interested in the people there.


As the ship rowed out onto the lake, he immediately took out the dice game the Zen nun had given him and began playing alone. And he asked for a partner:


"Suemichi, aren't you playing dice with me?"


The head of the escort samurai, Suemichi Taira, told him bitterly:


"You are a prisoner. I, Suemichi, am a civil servant. Stay reasonable! Otherwise, I will have to punish you according to the rules."


"Is the dice game forbidden?"


"Do not confuse this with a trip to the excursion! When you arrive in Izu, you will become a prisoner, and we will place you under strict guard."


"Then you can keep them until I get to the banishment site."


Yoritomo instructed another official to put away the rest of the dice game he had spread out.


"He is a boy who is not afraid of strangers."


Suemichi was amazed at Yoritomo. He later made observations of Yoritomo. As they continued the journey all day long on the main road, the Tokaido Road, Yoritomo sometimes addressed the official about the dice game or suddenly plucked a leaf from a branch while sitting on the saddle of his horse. He made a whistle out of it, which he playfully piped on. When Suemichi looked at Yoritomo like this, he thought to himself:


"Oh, he's a little retarded?" and nodded affirmatively, as if he had drawn the right conclusion.










Tokiwa


The topic of conversation in the spring


Around the same time that Rokuhara exiled Yoritomo to Izu, three other prisoners were deported to different provinces and disappeared from the capital. One of them was the former middle secretary of Fushimi, Moronaka Fujiwara. The government exiled him to Shimotsuke province. The former head of the capital police, Korekata Fujiwara, was expelled to Nagato province. The nobleman of the third rank Yugao, Tsunemune Fujiwara, was also exiled to Awa province.


The latter two, Korekata and Tsunemune, had made their mark on Rokuhara. They had first been on the opposing side of Kiyomori and had taken a leading role in the rebel band. But they later switched to Taira's camp. Subsequently, they brought Kiyomori an excellent opportunity for the rise of the Taira family, as if this fortunate situation had fallen into Kiyomori's lap.


Afterward, however, one could hardly recognize any sense of responsibility in these two or notice them having a conflict of conscience, although they had betrayed their own friends. In the former emperor's palace, they always referred to their merits in the last war and acted very proudly. Their insolent remarks and actions attracted such attention that the abdicated emperor Goshirakawa finally became impatient and issued an order to Kiyomori because of it:


"If it goes on like this, the other way around, they won't be well. You shall examine them and banish them to a distant island!"


Kiyomori reverently and without any scruples followed the former emperor's order, which was undoubtedly favorable for him.


In the spring, many things happened on the streets. People and cherry blossoms seemed to breathe peace finally.


However, after the end of the war, he still had a lot of administrative work to do.


Tokiwa's sons, the three descendants of the late General Yoshitomo Minamoto, each received their sentences as young boys away from the hustle and bustle of the capital. Imawaka was taken in by the Daigoji temple, stipulating that he enter the service of Buddha. The middle boy, Otowaka, was entrusted to the head of the temple Tennoji, the prince of the Eighth Jo, with the proviso: "May he later make this little boy a monk and initiate him into temple administration."


The youngest son, Ushiwaka, was only two years old. Since Tokiwa did not yet wean him from her milk, his mother could not bring herself to part with him. This thought hurt Tokiwa in her soul as if her body was being torn in two while she was still alive. She had pleaded several times with the governor of Ise province, Kagetsuna Ito, and other important people of Rokuhara:


"Please let him stay with his mother until he doesn't need more breast milk!"


But their request was not granted. The people's unanimous opinion was, "Why, in fact, is it necessary to show more mercy?"


Therefore, one soon gave this Ushiwaka to the breasts of others. The authorities would later entrust him to the Tokobo house of the Kuramadera temple in Mount Kurama, which was considered a temple within the sphere of influence of Mount Hiei, with strict conditions:


"While he is young, he shall serve as an errand boy. When he grows up, he shall become a disciple of the high Buddhist priest Enjo."


When this news spread out in the streets, the sparrows in the capital had a lot to talk about:


"What do you think a woman can do with her beauty?"


"Nothing. You can't generalize. There must be such beauty as Tokiwa among women if one can achieve such an exemption."


"That's what I mean. How would the government have fared if Mrs. Tokiwa had been ugly?"


"Probably her three young children would not have lived."


Then another rebuked them as if he were angry:


"Hey, you shouldn't start unreasonable rumors!"


"Excuse me? You're in a bad mood."


"No, but if Mrs. Tokiwa had been an ugliness, she certainly wouldn't have been chosen from a thousand candidates when she entered the Ninth Jo's court."


"That's true."


"Then there would have been no love affair with Yoshitomo. And then, consequently, their three little boys would not have been born at all."


"What do you mean?"


"I mean, what you're talking about is an unnecessary rumor. Stop with the suspicion of a little man!"


"Hey, you mean Kiyomori would have pardoned the enemy commander-in-chief general's boys for nothing in return?"


"It would be rather strange if there were such exchange conditions. Mr. Kiyomori is Lord Rokuhara and is currently at the height of his power. Surely, he need not sully his good name or jeopardize his future by forcing a widow with children to make an unsightly exchange.


After all, he finds as many wives under heaven as raindrops."


"There are no women as beautiful as Mrs. Tokiwa. You have to accept that because he thinks so."


"I can't imagine that Kiyomori would pay such a high price, regardless of whether Tokiwa may be the most beautiful woman in this world or whether one cannot reason with the way of love."


"Hahahaha. It's your right to think that way, but you probably don't understand the feeling with which a forty-yearold man, the winner to boot, looks at his opponent's wife."


All the topics of conversation this spring revolved around it.


Not only in street discussions but also among nobles, students in temples, and even in the back rooms of a monastery, even within Rokuhara, people speculated about Kiyomori's emotional state and Tokiwa's inner life. One said, "It may well be that Kiyomori is having an affair with Tokiwa," and another said, "No, there must be no such thing." Finally, a witness who claimed to have caught Kiyomori on one of his visits to Tokiwa appeared. So, there were heated discussions, pros and cons.


The craftsmen almost completed a newly commissioned garden and a garden shed with a roofed corridor matching the garden stones in two or three places. These were part of the expansion of Rokuhara's mansion.


One of these gardens was called the Horaisan garden, and the other the rose garden.


"Red Nose, I feel pretty comfortable here. I like this rose garden."


"It must be like this. Even the left-side minister's garden on the riverbank might not have been as beautiful as this one."


"Hahahaha, you are very proud of these gardens, aren't you."


"Of course, I am because most of the horticultural planning and planting was my idea."


"Hahaha, Mr. Nose is wearing a high nose today."


"No, my nose is just even redder than usual. My nose would have even turned pale if you didn't like it."


"This man makes fun of his own nose. A cheerful person you are. When I talk to you, I forget my sorrow."


Kiyomori talked to Banboku from the Fifth Jo in this one little house of the rose garden, which still smelled of fresh wood, and emptied sake bowls with him, which Kiyomori was not very good at. He looked at the evening clouds on this spring day, where the cherry blossoms slowly began to bloom.


"He sees through the hearts of others amazingly well. He flatters the hearts of others amazingly well."


That was how Kiyomori assessed this man. When it came to business, he was intelligent, had a swift perception, and could see the whole situation within the shortest possible moment. Therefore, one had to be careful of him.


True, someone warned him against this man in this way. Kiyomori also considered Banboku a monster who had suddenly risen from being a house servant to a great merchant. But, since his wife Tokiko had praised him highly, he had met with him once. Since then, he had come to trust this owner of a strange nose more than Tokiko. No, it even came with a feeling of affection, too.


Banboku was not only an interesting person and a man with distinctive tastes. He also possessed a brain that could calculate, which Kiyomori lacked the most. No one else in his family could calculate as well as Banboku.


Moreover, in the Heiji War, Banboku had managed a genuinely flexible and quick liaison between various parties of interest and even performed an intelligence task with distinction by acting as a liaison between defectors such as Tsunemune Fujiwara and Korekata Fujiwara and Rokuhara.


Since then, Kiyomori had considered him a rare man to meet and allowed him to be near him on many occasions. He was good when there were severe matters because he helped find a solution. When one had worries, he was a good listener and adviser. Even when one was bored, he was a good conversationalist. When Kiyomori drank a cup of tea with seven different spices, he occasionally sent for Banboku: "Bring me Red Nose!"


That day, too, he had been invited out of such occasions. Banboku also emptied quite a few sake bowls. The red color had spread from the tip of his nose to his whole face.


"Yes? You mean you forget your grief. Hmm, your grief?


Hmm."


"What are you moaning about?"


"About how even our Lord would know a sorrow."


"Fool! Kiyomori is also a child of a human."


"When was that? I have heard about you being an individual whom heaven and earth placed in the world."


"That's just what they say."


"Yes, I realize I made a mistake. I understand very well what is worrying you."


"You know what I'm thinking about these days?"


"This is common in children of people. In particular, it is spring. How is it, My Lord?"


"Well. You seem to be right."


Kiyomori laughed. Somehow, he lacked strength. He made a face as if he was talking self-deprecatingly about himself.


"Indeed, I did not expect this. I am disappointed in you, sir."


"Why?"


"I am disappointed by your too week will."


So Banboku grinned coolly at Kiyomori and continued: "What's the matter with you? Your despondent melancholy. You even dared to shoot an impudent arrow at the gods' palanquin of the mountain shrine of the temple Hieizan back then. You proved your military strength in the Heiji War. Who can sit beside you under heaven? This gentleman, this one man. Ahahaha, I cannot even call you a man with such cowardice!"


Banboku said daring things from time to time under the influence of sake. But Kiyomori took great pleasure in having someone talk turkey with him face to face. "No one will tell you his honest opinion so directly to your face except him." This also strengthened Kiyomori's trust in him.


Especially when it came to smelling a secret and finding out that Kiyomori was secretly visiting Tokiwa, it was no longer a secret in the capital, and Banboku was the fastest. And it had finally become his job recently to guard Kiyomori's secret carriage.


Rumors from the street reached Banboku's ears in confusion.


Red Nose occasionally whispered one of these rumors into Kiyomori's ear. For example, people were talking in the streets:


"This Frau Tokiwa is very poor. She was separated from Mr. Yoshitomo, with whom she had a warm love relationship. I heard that the only reason she let Mr. Kiyomori get close to her with her eyes closed was so that she could save the lives of her three sons. Moreover, it is an outrageous lust on Mr. Kiyomori's part! How painful must Mrs. Tokiwa have felt to have fallen victim to a man's extraordinary lust, to have been unable to do anything against her own will, and to have her black hair bitten by the man?"


The world imagined it that way. No, people went into even more detail, conjectured details, and added their own dirty imaginations. They created truths, which they soon called truths.


According to Banboku's observation, some of the rumors were true, but most were not. The rumors spoke of the people's own desires, and they were eager to talk about this love affair.


In the past, people in society would track down love affairs and catch former emperors, ministers, princes, and nobles visiting women and having love affairs. They did not necessarily criticize the relationship between Kiyomori and Tokiwa according to their moral standpoint, dismissing this love affair as a violation of the way of women or an infidelity of a woman that should not happen to a woman.


It was a time when it was considered normal for a man to have several wives. There was an unwritten agreement between men and women that you could not complain about it.


Only matters of the heart were important. The topics of conversation on the streets were related to feelings. Many people were mainly interested in how the two hearts found or fought against each other.


It had been many months and years ago. In the Hoen era, a samurai comrade of her husband, Morito Endo, fell in love with the wife of a man named Mrs. Kesa. She chose the path of suicide to preserve her fidelity to her husband. Her death frightened the men of the world at the time.


People at that time hailed this event as a pure woman's heart and praised the victory of her fidelity, which women's hearts had not known until then, with rainbow-colored words. One cannot deny that since then, men and women have been thinking, even if only a little, about fidelity in the relationship between man and woman in their subconscious.


Since the world had not yet forgotten Mrs. Kesa's affair, society painted its ideal image of Tokiwa, thinking, "Mrs. Tokiwa is a wonderful woman like Mrs. Kesa." Tokiwa had three children, while Kesa had none. Society wanted to give her just as much recognition and compassion as it did Mrs. Kesa at that time.


On the other hand, in Kiyomori, there was not a single sympathizer among the men and women of that time.


A weak woman and a man in power. A mistress of a defeated general and the commander-in-chief general of the victors. A young widow of twenty-three and a man at his ripest age of forty-four. No matter how one contrasted them, Kiyomori had something to which the people reacted with aversion. He was even talked about as if he were a pervert because of his secret affections in Tokiwa's bedroom, which no one could know about because people in the society of the time unilaterally felt more sympathy for Tokiwa and desperately wanted to make her their ideal woman.


For Kiyomori, it was almost like a disaster.


One could see all the human traits and graces Kiyomori bestowed upon Tokiwa only as Kiyomori's defeat, in contrast to his glorious victory on the battlefield in the Heiji War.


"You are so awkward and make me so impatient that I can hardly look at you. How indecisive you are, My Lord, while people talk about you like this."


"Red Nose, don't shame me so meanly. I'm uncomfortable, too."


"Does it mean you're not as far along as I thought? Didn't anything happen last night?"


"What do you mean by 'not as far along'?"


"Look at yourself! When it comes to an important matter, you pretend it's other people's business and go off-topic. Why haven't you touched Mrs. Tokiwa's skin or felt it?


And why don't you ask me what you should do?"


"You can't ask anyone for help in love, can you?"


"Yes, you can."


"How?"


"I will speak to Mrs. Tokiwa once and explain your feelings to her."


"That's what I'm not asking you to do at all! Such intervention is none of your business!"


"Excuse me?" Banboku made a surprised face, "You still say such indecisive things?"


"Hmm. It is indeed my indecision. But this is my onesided love. I will go to her so often until this one-sided love also finds her reciprocal love."


"Ahahaha, how old are you, my dear sir?"


"Insolence, this lowly man! Hold back a little!"


"However, your words are not those of a forty-year-old gentleman. How to get to the palace of love where man and woman find each other, that they fit together exactly, is determined only by heaven. It's a meeting of fate. It is not that you have to unlock the first gate, then the second gate, and then the third gate, asking permission each time. My Lord goes the way of love the other way around. I will advise you on what is good for you. It is best that, in any case, you first go to the palace of the dream where the woman's body is. If you want the woman to give you an honest feeling and tender words that are not a lie, you can achieve this later. Tonight, you should take courage and try what I tell you. Oh, stars have appeared. I will again order the same ox-cart man to secretly bring the ox carriage here."


When Banboku wanted to cross the bridge of the corridor, Kiyomori also stood up, driven by Red Nose, but he called him back and rebuked him:


"Tokiko must not see this. Lately, when she looks at me, her eyes have become different. She seems to have noticed the matter somehow."


"No, you don't have to worry. If she asks me about it, I'll tell her something clever."


Soon, Banboku had come in near the pond of the rose garden with the ox cart.


Only the same samurai accompanied him on his nightly visits to Tokiwa. When Kiyomori quickly disappeared behind the curtain, like a boy fornicating at night, the accompanying samurai surrounded the secret carriage as if they knew about everything. And they hurriedly chased the ox out through the gate to the shore.


Naked angel


The moon over cherry blossoms seems so fleeting to me, that I want to cry out loud.


It was desolation rather than loneliness. The soul of a person who bravely endured everything spoke for itself in the poem, as if she were sobbing. Whether she had remembered an old poem, or whether her agitated heart was crying from deep within her soul in the form of this poem? Tokiwa's heart could not distinguish at that moment, nor did it have the leisure to think about it.


She only brought this poem over her lips with groans.


She leaned against the window ledge of her woman's room and did not move. She looked outside at the blurry moon; the spirit abandoned her that spring night.


"What is Imawaka doing now? I wonder if Otowaka has gotten used to other people."


"How will Ushiwaka grow up, separated from his mother, carried by someone else, and taken to Mount Kurama?"


Someone had said:


"Children grow without parents."


Tokiwa wished that these words were valid. While she prayed like this, she found the so-called common sense, which one coolly hid behind these words and was valid in society, terrible. She discovered in herself the figure of a lonely mother. One had robbed her of her sons. She felt drained:


"What do I do now?"


She lost the strength to live these days.


People liked to speak of a person emaciated by lovesickness as an "empty cicada shell." Still, one could the utter sadness of a mother, suddenly separated from several children to whom she had given her breasts and her warmth, not compare to the "empty cicada shell" of a woman in love.


It seemed even meaner to her that her breasts were so turgid that milk dripped after one had given Ushiwaka to the mountain. Probably because she had to endure the pain of her breasts too much, her body got some fever over her breasts. However, as a mother, she found comfort in the fact that her three boys were at least saved from death. Nevertheless, she had to stay in sickbed for several days. In such a situation, the master of the house, the governor of Ise province, Kagetsuna Ito, said:


"If she falls ill, I cannot answer for it to Mr. Rokuhara," and fetched a doctor for her, nursed her with medicine and medical treatment, and showed unusual concern for Tokiwa's condition.


Tokiwa knew why everyone, from Kagetsuna to the household servants, treated her with such care. Even because she knew, she wondered:


"What do I do now?" and was all the more troubled by this, as if for her to continue living was a disgrace.


An older woman who guarded the women's room and took care of everything for Tokiwa whispered to her one day while chatting:


"All the people in town praise you. That a woman only remains faithful does not make her a faithful woman.


However, a woman who sacrifices her faithfulness to save her children, as Mrs. Tokiwa does, is a truly faithful woman, which has been rare in our society. A woman in the situation should be like you. You earn great respect. That's what they all say."


And Kagetsuna's wife also came to visit one day and told her:


"You can't imagine how many women secretly wish to be noticed and loved by Mr. Rokuhara and make up their eyebrows for it. If you think about it, you can't consider yourself lucky enough. You must have been born under such a fortunate sign of the moon and the sun. It would help if you did not mourn now but decorate yourself beautifully. You are very young. The bloom of a woman is yet to come. Moreover, if you are the mistress of Mr. Rokuhara, you may wish for any splendor."


Tokiwa shrank and blushed with shame up to her neck, listening while hiding her face behind her sleeves. She was confused by the feeling that the spring sun suddenly could see what was happening in her heart's deepest bottom. She showed herself outwardly as if a mother's reason was plugging her ears from all this chatter, and she kept her fidelity with a firm will like the ice on a frozen pond.


In any case, everyone equally thought that Kiyomori already had Tokiwa's body at his free disposal and that Tokiwa had allowed this to happen. People believed that the government would have granted her impossible request to pardon their boys because of this.


But such an event had not taken place between these two. Kiyomori certainly could not deny that he would have cherished the secret wild desire of an ordinary man. But the conjecture that he would have forced a powerless widow to abandon her loyalty and love him so that he would bring about a political decision favorable to her was only a conjecture of the surroundings and a slander of the society. One could not blame Kiyomori for such a lie.


The authors of the historical documents in the Kamakura era invented all these traits of Kiyomori after the decline of the Taira family.


Indeed, he was an average person in many cases and showed much emotion and blood. He was indeed a person who was in power in an era and used it. However, one portrayed the relationship with Tokiwa too obliquely. Probably under the reign of Yoritomo Minamoto with his Kamakura government, it was necessary untruthfully to describe the relationship between the biological mother of Yoshitsune Minamoto, who became too strong and too dangerous for Yoritomo after the won battle of Dannoura, and whom Yoritomo murdered in the end, and Kiyomori Taira.


Someone seemed to be standing behind her. Tokiwa felt it but was afraid to move away from the window. As if she were an alga clinging to the rock to avoid being washed away by the waves, she leaned against the window.


"Tokiwa, what are you looking at?"


It was Kiyomori's voice.


She seemed to have guessed it. When she recognized the owner of the voice, she tried not to move and answered:


"I'm looking at the cherry blossoms."


Inside the room, the flower light from outside made it a little bright everywhere. Kiyomori soon sat down and kept his silence.


Tokiwa continued to stay at the window.


It did them both good that the candlesticks didn't burn any longer. They did not need to sit stiffly as usual. Tokiwa didn't have to turn her face away in tears. They didn't have to endure the gloom, swallow their breath, or sit with their faces turned away.


Kiyomori had begun to visit her again and again after he had decided on the fate of the three boys. Even before that, Tokiwa could have refused him, if only she had wanted to, because there were no promises, and told him: "Other people see us. The rumors of society are also disturbing. Please don't come here!"


Even if she felt she had to be grateful for Kiyomori's tolerant decision and understood it as compassion, her freedom as a woman still depended on her will. She had neither exchanged her free decision about herself for her appreciation of Kiyomori nor let Kiyomori rob it.
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