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            ‘She depicts, in superb prose, the brilliant innocence of children and the customs of the old part of Tokyo… a pleasure to read’

            MIEKO KAWAKAMI

            ‘Subtle, precise and deft, the five stories in Troubled Waters are full of longing, written with exceptional control, and – in this sensitive and intelligent translation by Bryan Karetnyk – brimming with the richness and intensity of inner lives’

            LUCY CALDWELL

            ‘A remarkable and devastating introduction to the writing of Ichiyo Higuchi. Troubled Waters evokes the thorniness of desire with world-weary humour and startling clarity. Steeped in extraordinary compassion, yearning, and beauty, these stories illuminate the complex interior lives and precarious fates of women and girls living on the margins’
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            Introduction

         

         In February 1894, Higuchi Ichiyō was desperate. Aged only twenty-one and poverty-stricken, she visited a celebrated fortune-teller, hoping that he might change her luck. ‘I was born in the year of the monkey, on the twenty-fifth day of the third lunar month,’* she told him.

         
            This is the sixth year since I lost my father, and I find myself tossed upon the raging waves of adversity in this floating world—yesterday to the east, tomorrow to the west. Whereas once I dwelt above the clouds, amid the moonlight, passing my days in refined pursuit of leisure, I find myself now living in squalor, with an ageing mother to support and a younger sister who knows nothing of the world. Until last year, my life seemed like that of any other girl.

         

         Her tale was no exaggeration. She was, in those days, struggling to eke out a living, running a stationery shop with her mother and younger sister in an area known as Ryūsen-ji, a down-at-heel neighbourhood situated behind Tokyo’s red-light 10district, the Yoshiwara—a precipitous fall from the life she had formerly known. 

         Born to a humble family in the twilight years of the shogunate, Higuchi Natsuko (as she was born) was the fourth child and second daughter of a man with scholarly inclinations, who as a farmer had come to the capital to seek both fortune and rank. Through astute political manoeuvring and financial positioning, her father, Noriyoshi, managed to have himself adopted into a samurai family in 1867, only for the class to be abolished by the sweeping reforms of the Meiji Restoration, which began in 1868. Enough money remained, however, to send his favourite daughter in 1886 to the Haginoya, a prestigious private school, where she studied classical poetry alongside the daughters of aristocrats and noblemen. Yet the times were changing, and, under the new Meiji administration, the status and wealth of former samurai decreased; unable to keep pace with the rapidly developing economic environment, the girl’s father made a series of imprudent investments, which, by the time of his death from tuberculosis in 1889, hastened by his grief over the death of his eldest son two years previously, ended up ruining the Higuchi family and lumbering his beloved daughter with the burden of financial responsibility. And so, hounded by creditors and distressed by mounting debts, the remaining family had to leave their formerly genteel surroundings for the gritty, unsentimental shadows of the Yoshiwara.

         Despite all this, and despite having been jilted by her fiancé shortly after her father’s demise, the young woman remained 11undeterred in her ambitions. Through her education and her father’s encouragement, she had nurtured a vocation for literature and was determined to make a career for herself in the bundan, Japan’s literary elite, not least after having seen the success of her former classmate Miyake Kaho, whose novel Warbler in the Grove (1888) had won widespread acclaim, to say nothing of substantial royalties for its author. Determined now to leave her mark on the literary establishment and resolved to support her family through her writing, she adopted the literary pseudonym Ichiyō and, with the help of her mentor (and sometime object of her unrequited affections), Nakarai Tōsui, made her debut with a short story entitled ‘Flowers at Dusk’ in 1892. Even so, the path to literary acknowledgement would not run straight. Ichiyō’s was a tale of perseverance—through poverty and financial struggle, through personal ill health, and through the professional and social limitations that were imposed on her by virtue of her womanhood in male-dominated Meiji Japan.

         The advice Ichiyō received that day from the fortune-teller was, ironically, predictable: Resign yourself to the will of Heaven. Yet what Heaven had ordained for Ichiyō was as tragic as it was perhaps heroic. As Ichiyō lamented her lot, she observed: ‘I wish I had spent this fleeting life as the moon, shining brightly before it wanes, or as a cherry tree, in blossom for its short season.’ How prophetic those words were, for a mere two years later she would be dead from the same disease that had taken her father and brother before her. And yet, by that same stroke, she would also leave behind 12her a monumental body of work that encompassed some four thousand poems, an extensive diary that so many critics have likened to a novel in itself, a scattering of essays and, crucially, twenty-one short stories, which, bridging as they do the classical and the modern, were pivotal in the development of modern Japanese literature. Truly, her example was the epitome of fleeting genius.

         
             

         

         Brief though Ichiyō’s life was, her perseverance and dedication to literary art was consummate. Within the short window of her career, her style underwent several major shifts as her writing matured rapidly, and the five stories collected here have been chosen accordingly, not only to present some of her finest writing, but also to showcase each of these stages at its apex.

         ‘A Snowy Day’ (1893), which opens this collection, is a gem of Ichiyō’s early work. This brief, impressionistic tale of infatuation and the folly of youth is vested in all manner of classical allusions and rich, multilayered poetic imagery and symbolism—all hallmarks of Ichiyō’s rococo early style. As a vista of a snow-clad landscape brings the young pseudo-autobiographical narrator to reflect on the past awakening of her maidenly desire, she is ultimately forced to confront her own disenchantment as well as the sorrows and regrets to which her passions have led her. Here, against the intimate interiority of this elegant narrative, untamed urges clash with Confucian ideals of filial piety 13and Buddhist undertones of the suffering caused by worldly attachments.

         ‘New Year’s Eve’ (1894), while continuing several of Ichiyō’s thematic preoccupations, marks a significant departure, trading as it does the florid ornamentation of her earlier works for a more restrained and direct form of expression. Poetic gesture gives way, likewise, to realism and plot in this account, which sets a young woman’s moral dilemma against the bustle of preparations for the New Year. Widely held to be Ichiyō’s first masterpiece, this story develops the psychological strain of the author’s writing, although the motivation is no longer the emotional vagaries of so much classical poetry, but rather the cold, hard moral ambiguities brought about by penury and social inequality. Borrowing now from the earthy and often ribald urban narratives of Edo-period writers such as Ihara Saikaku (1642–93), Ichiyō takes as her subjects Meiji society’s humiliated and insulted—counter to much of the literature of the day—imbuing them with pathos and dignity, and also gentle humour.

         It was with ‘Growing Pains’ (1895), however, that Ichiyō reached the zenith of her artistic maturity. In this, her longest and in many regards most sophisticated piece, she draws bountifully on her own observations of the Yoshiwara and its environs to craft a remarkable coming-of-age tale that has at its core a group of adolescents transitioning—reluctantly—into adulthood. Here, the deftness and poise of Ichiyō’s brush conjures forth the life of the licensed quarter, along with its rites and rituals, its great hopes and little tragedies. 14Focusing not on the ink-stale subjects of the Yoshiwara’s famed geisha and courtesans, but rather on the children in the margins of the quarter, both geographical and social, she subverts all notions of childhood as a time of carefree innocence and, with profound sympathy, presents the loss of what innocence they have not as a necessary step towards their own self-fulfilment, but as the inevitable process of resignation, to everything to which fate and society assign them. Rich in detail, replete with wordplay, it is a nigh-perfect synthesis of Ichiyō’s classical training and ambitions as a modern writer.

         The melancholy title story of this collection, ‘Troubled Waters’ (1895), represents a continuation of Ichiyō at the peak of her artistry, but here we encounter the author’s work in what is perhaps a darker, more tragic light. While this tale of an unhappy love triangle, involving a courtesan and set in an unnamed pleasure quarter, harks back to beloved themes of so many pieces composed for the kabuki stage and the bunraku puppet theatres of the eighteenth century, it removes them from the stricter moral and religious codes of those earlier dramas and replaces their mannered conventionalism with deep and idiosyncratic realism. Eschewing the temptations of melodrama, Ichiyō’s by-now-characteristic subtle restraint here reaches a new intensity as she dwells on the hesitations, silences and half-expressed longings of her characters. The result is a narrative in which sympathy and futility intertwine, and in which, as the title of the piece hints, emotional, moral and, ultimately, fatal ambiguities abound.

         15In the brief yet devastating final piece of this collection, translated here into English for the first time, ‘This Mortal Coil’ (1895), Ichiyō restates the love-triangle plot, but now in a more rarefied setting and with the level of ambiguity pushed to its limits. Here, the real account of a young woman’s descent into torturous mental illness is left scarcely articulated, to be read, as it were, between the lines of once again dream-like prose, which, but for its implicit indictment of middle-class propriety, seems almost to recapture something of the delicate, fleeting quality of Ichiyō’s early work, modulated now to express the fragility of life itself.

         Translating these works has been both a privilege and a passion. Each of Ichiyō’s narratives is written predominantly, if not entirely, in classical Japanese: that is, a strictly literary form of the written language that even in the Meiji era had maintained, unlike the vernacular Japanese spoken in Ichiyō’s day, all the inflections and conventions handed down from the Heian period across a millennium. To draw a more meaningful comparison for readers less familiar with Japanese, it is, with all the necessary provisos, as though the writers of the late-Victorian era still wrote in the English of Chaucer. Even so, Ichiyō’s prose, from beginning to last, stands out among that of her peers for its heavy debt to classical poetry and technique, so replete is it with the rhythms and cadence of traditional Japanese verse, to say nothing of its profusion of poetic allusions and extensive use of punning. It is also written with classical punctuation, whereby a paragraph or even an entire story might be written across the duration of a single 16period, the narration mingling with character voices that intrude unannounced. It is for this reason, and in the hope that the reader might have a more proximate experience of reading Ichiyō, that I have preserved her own idiosyncratic paragraphing and dispensed with quotation marks.

         
             

         

         Even at the outset of her literary career, Ichiyō wondered about posterity. ‘As someone who has taken up the brush, I cannot allow myself to produce work that will be thrown away after a single reading,’ she wrote of her literary apprehensions as early as 1891,

         
            Human nature may be fickle. And though ours is a world in which what today brings joy may tomorrow be discarded, yet if I make my appeal to true emotions and depict that truth faithfully, then will Ichiyō’s scribblings not have some worth? It is not that I desire splendid apparel or stately mansions. But for the sake of one fleeting moment, I do not wish to tarnish a name that may last a thousand years. […] Even so, if all this ink and paper be spent in vain, I shall look upon it as the will of Heaven.

         

         It may have been the will of Heaven that Ichiyō died soon after that desperate visit to the fortune-teller, but time has proved that her efforts were far from having been in vain. Ichiyō has gone down in history as Japan’s first woman writer to earn a living from her writing, and her legacy, which 17redefined Japanese literature for the modern age, lives on today. Her life and works are adapted for stage and screen, and her diaries have been serialized on radio. Many of Japan’s leading writers, including Enchi Fumiko, Tawada Yōko, Itō Hiromi and Kakuta Mitsuyo, have produced translations of her works into modern Japanese, while others such as Kawakami Mieko have gone so far as to claim Ichiyō as their greatest influence. Those thousand years may still be a way off, but one thing is certain: Ichiyō has already more than vindicated herself, appealing to the deepest and most humane of people’s emotions, depicting unflinchingly what lies true in their hearts.

         b.s.k.18

         
            * That is, by the Gregorian calendar, 2nd May 1872.
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         As snowflakes flutter gently in the air like the dancing wings of butterflies, dusting the earth as far as the eye can see in a powder of argent, their six-petalled crystals land on trees stripped bare by winter, a vista of spring blossoms to come. How I envy those whom such a scene moves to compose verse and song enumerating the snow’s many beauties alongside those of the moon and flowers. Alas! for me the endlessly falling snow conjures but sorrowful and bitter memories of a past that cannot be shaken off. Myriad regrets I have, and each one of them in vain. What a waste—what impiety!—to have forsaken the land of my ancestors, to have disobeyed even the aunt who raised me with such tenderness. Now I have besmirched the very name my parents bestowed on me. They called me Tama—their Pearl—believing the word impervious to tarnish. Never would they have dreamt that my wretched existence would end up as worthless as a broken tile. Yet into a mountain stream I fell, and, borne by the current, I found myself in troubled waters. My youth was my downfall, my sin love, and the go-between a snowy day.

         I was born in the mountains, in a hamlet where the grass grows deep. Ours was an eminent family, whose name, Usui, 22was known throughout the region. An only child, I was the last in the family line. Both my parents departed this world, alas, before their time, and so it was my aunt—who had married into another family, only then to lose her husband—who returned home to take charge of me. And yet, from the time that I was almost three, she devoted herself to my upbringing as though I were her own. Even the gentle, tender love of a parent, dare I say, could not have surpassed hers. When I reached my seventh year, she arranged for a master of calligraphy to tutor me, and herself spared no efforts instructing me in music. But even so, no gatekeeper can check the passage of years… One day, the tucked waist of my maiden’s kimono was let down, and I began to pluck my eyebrows. What a joy it was to wrap a woman’s broad obi about my waist. And yet, to think back on it now—what folly! I may have grown as tall as my years decreed, but there could be no comparing my cultivation to that of the young ladies of the capital. In that respect, I was a mere child, quite unaware of the differences between men and women. My life was in all regards unclouded, sans care or worry. Then came the winter of my fifteenth year. How could anyone have known the love that was in my heart—a love that was unknown then even to me? Still, driving winds carried with them rumours that reached my dear aunt’s ears. Those rumours held that I was in love. The world in which we live is one of error and mistake.

         Rumours break like waves in some nameless river, dappling our sleeves with falsehood. The reason for those torrents, for those tears, was Katsuragi Ichirō, a teacher at the school I 23attended. He was a native of Tokyo. A fine figure of a man, he was well liked by the pupils because he was kind of heart, and the merest mention of his name provoked admiration in all. He lodged half a mile from me, to the north, in a little hut on the grounds of the Hōshō-ji temple. I had been his pet ever since I first set foot in the school. But ah! how true is the saying that old habits die hard. Sometimes he would pay me a visit, and on other occasions I would accompany him home. The stories he would tell me were filled with many a stimulating lesson. He would treat me just like a little sister, which of course delighted me, having no siblings of my own. At school, I even took a certain pride in all this, but to think back on it now, it must have struck others as very odd indeed. For although our relations were as pure as the driven snow, I was no longer a child and had begun to wear my hair up in the shimada style thought suitable for young women. And besides, this man was now in his early thirties. Ah! what folly it was to ignore those learned books, where it is written that boys and girls should be separated after their seventh year…*

         The wildfires of rumour, once lit, are nigh impossible to extinguish. Believing our conduct improper, the villagers began to make insinuations. Alas! that my precious pearl should be tarnished so, my aunt lamented. What will it bring but a lifetime of misery and disappointment? Mark 24my words. Have you forgotten the troubles I took in rearing you? To think that the last girl in the Usui line would behave with such depravity! Do you know what people are saying? She’d never have turned out that way if her parents were alive! It’s your poor mother that I feel sorry for, she who on her deathbed begged me to take care of you. She was so weak that she could scarcely speak! Oh, this is more than I can bear! Whoever wrote that a parent must grope their way in the dark—how well he knew that of which he wrote! To think that everything has been in vain, after all I’ve done for you. We’ll wind up the laughing-stock of the village! Frankly, I haven’t the least idea what to do now—neither for the sake of my dearly departed sister, nor for the good name of the Usui family! A woman of few words ordinarily, my aunt now carried on admonishing me most emphatically, although in hushed tones, for fear that the neighbours might overhear. At first, I was utterly bewildered, insensible to her words, but then she spoke more pointedly. Now listen here, Tama! It’s clear that Katsuragi loves you, and that you in turn pine for him. Be that as it may, there are rules to be observed in such matters. We Usui have never married outside this village, let alone anyone from the capital. A fine scholar though Katsuragi may be, we know nothing of him or of his background. It’s unthinkable that he could ever be allowed to join a family of such pedigree as ours. No matter how much you may love him, marriage is out of the question. And if these are just rumours, which I hope they are, then so much the better. You are not to see him again, do you hear? Henceforth, you shall 25give him a wide berth. You won’t be needing lessons from him any more. That I have treated that man with any respect at all until now is only out of love for you. To bow and scrape before this worthless outsider is beneath me. All these years, I have raised you to the best of my abilities. People always said what a lovely girl you were. And how proud you made me too! Only for him to come and envelop you in a miasma of scandal… But there’s nothing for it now. What’s done is done. Now you must repair the damage you’ve caused, clear your name, and set my mind at ease. At any rate, that man is your enemy, and if you have any thought for me or your family’s reputation, you will put this Katsuragi Ichirō out of your mind—lock, stock and barrel. You are never to see him again, do you hear? Even if you should happen to pass by his lodgings. These directives, piled one on top of another, tore so cruelly at my heart that I could hold back my tears no longer. Ah! how I wept and wept, my face buried in my sleeves. 

         What injustice this is! Let the whole village gossip and shun me! What do I care? But for my own aunt, who raised me, to doubt my innocence and accuse me of sullying myself like this?! It isn’t as if I met Mr Katsuragi only yesterday, either. Our conduct has been quite proper. You ought to see that. It’s heartless that you should let yourself be swayed by idle gossip! Would that I could cut open my heart to prove my innocence! Thus did I protest. But whatever emotions may have lurked at the bottom of my heart were like wild horses whose reins I could not hold.

         26Even a solitary bamboo shutter drawn between friends may cause heartache. Across the half mile that separated us, the stern gaze of the villagers was an impediment to our meeting. Soon, the cold winds of winter began to blow, stripping the trees bare. How I envied the scattering red maple leaves that would be borne towards him. I would gaze off into the distance to see where they would go, and the sight of the forest beckoned to me. Recollections of that hut where he lived, on the edge of the village, came back to me. The evening tolling of the bell at the Hōshō-ji temple echoed plaintively. While my spirit was drawn towards the heavens, yet my aunt’s admonitions weighed me down. I did not even dare so much as to turn in his direction, and so I waited and waited for the day when he would come to me. But the rumours had spread, and doubtless this gave him pause. I received no word from him. As our separation continued, I seemed to live a thousand autumns. The New Year eventually came, bringing with it fresh hopes and prayers and celebrations. On the seventh day, my aunt betook herself to a neighbouring village to pay her respects to some relatives there. The sky, which had been cloudy since the morning, was growing darker and darker. Although the winds had died down, yet the bitter cold cut to the bone. I felt terribly alone. Then, all of a sudden, I spotted a flurry of snow from the heavens. Won’t Auntie be cold? I mused by the warmth of the brazier. The snow was getting heavier: unrelenting, it now fell like cotton. Soon it had blanketed everything, the garden, the fence… I opened the low window ever so slightly.

         27The fields and farmlands behind the house, as far as the eye could see, were obscured entirely. The forest where he lived, the one on which I gazed out daily, was now the same colour as the sky. What was he doing now? I wondered, my feelings in disarray.

         If there is a god of misfortune, then he had certainly set his sights on me. What can I have been thinking? In that moment, I knew neither good nor evil. Driven by a sense of longing, I fled my family home, showing a complete disregard for all and sundry.

         It did not occur to me then that this was the end, that never again would I look back on those eaves that were so dear to me. In my impatience, I went hurrying out of the gate. Miss! Wherever are you off to in all this snow? And without an umbrella, too! The voice that had so startled me belonged to our farmhand, Heisuke, a loyal but rather slow-witted man. I’m going to meet Auntie! I lied. Oh, but surely she’ll spend the night there, given the weather and all? But if you really want someone to go and meet her, Miss, I’ll go, and you can wait here. I wouldn’t dream of it! And besides, she’ll be so proud to see me make my way in the snow, all by myself. You just stay here and pretend you never saw me. Well, I think you’re mad, said Heisuke, wearing a louche, broad grin, but if your mind’s made up, you’d better take this. He handed me the umbrella. Just mind how you go now, lest you slip and fall! Wherever there is a bond between two souls, their longing will colour everything, I thought to myself, recalling lines from a certain poem. That my aunt had been so cold, 28so strict with me had, of course, been for my own benefit; but only later did I come to appreciate just how undeserving of her efforts I had been.

         I was in love with my teacher, to be sure, but despite this I had never imagined, not even in my dreams, that I should one day call that man my husband, or that we should elope together. The two of us drifted aimlessly. Like the black bamboo by my window, bent by the heavy snows, we were broken by the burden of our sins. To quit the home of my ancestors, forsaking my aunt: such was my dream, my wicked desire that snowy day.

         The resentment I now feel for my husband is in vain. Splendid indeed are the flowers of the capital, but how could a mountain tree such as myself ever have hoped to rival them? I am forsaken and alone, withered like grass in winter. Sometimes, with teardrops on my sleeves, I question the past and realize that it was all a mistake. Later, winds brought with them news from my village: my departure had plunged my aunt into such terrible grief that she expired in the autumn of that same year. But it is too late for regrets now. I have nothing left in this fleeting world. In protecting the honour of a man who is indifferent to me, I have tried to carry a strange and unfamiliar tune. How right Shikibu† was when she wrote that the first snow falls on a world of ever-mounting sorrows. Now here it is again this year, unaware of 29the torments it brings, sparing with its white veil the blushes of a broken fence, while boasting of its own splendour, as though to say, Behold this, my work!… I loved it, too—once upon a time. 30 

         
            * Neo-Confucian manuals published in the Edo period, many principles of which persisted in Higuchi’s day, advocated for the strict separation of the sexes at this age.

            † Murasaki Shikibu (c.978–c.1031), the poet and noblewoman best known as the author of The Tale of Genji.
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            New Year’s Eve

            (Ōtsugomori)32
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         Not only did the well have a pulley with a rope more than twenty fathoms long, but the kitchen faced north, and the chill hibernal winds would go whistling right through it. Lamenting how unbearable all this was, O-Mine would steal moments in front of the stove, prodding at the fire to keep warm, but, just as saplings grow into great trees, these moments, too, turned into long hours ere long, and she would be given a stern talking-to. The old woman from the agency who introduced her there had said that there were six children all told, but that only the eldest and the youngest were usually to be found at home. She had also mentioned that the mistress could be a little temperamental, but, provided that O-Mine knew how to conceal her emotions, there was nothing to worry about—in other words, the lady of the house was easily flattered, and so she would be as accommodating as the girl’s conduct merited. Theirs was the richest family in the neighbourhood, and also the most penny-pinching; fortunately, however, the master was a soft touch, and so there was every chance that O-Mine might yet be given a little extra pocket money. If you don’t like it there, just send word, the 34woman from the agency had told her. A word, mind—you needn’t bother with any long-winded explanations. I’ll be glad to find you a position somewhere else. Besides, if you want my advice, the secret to getting on in service is duplicity. Well! thought the girl. What an awful thing to say! But then, everything is a matter of perspective. And at any rate, O-Mine did not want to be beholden to this woman, so she decided that if only she applied herself and worked diligently, her new employer would be sure to take to her—and that is how she came to serve such a devil of a family. On the third day after her trial period ended, the young seven-year-old mistress was due to attend a dance rehearsal in the afternoon. The morning was a frosty one. Come on! Come on! the mistress cried out at the crack of dawn, her voice more startling than an alarm clock. Banging the bamboo ashtray from the warmth of her bed, she shouted that things had to be got ready, hot water had to be prepared for the child’s morning bath, and the child herself given a proper scrubbing. In the blink of an eye, O-Mine had her obi tied and her sleeves tucked up. When she went out to the well, the moonlight was still reflected in the washbasin, and the cold wind that stung her skin blew away all her lingering dreaminess. The bath may have been deep, but it was not big; yet to fill it up O-Mine had to fill her two pails thirteen times over from the well, dripping with perspiration as she carried them, in spite of the bitter cold. The straps on the old pair of geta she wore for wet work had come loose, and they were impossible to wear unless she clenched her toes. All this, combined with 35the heavy loads she had to carry, made her unsteady on her feet; she slipped on the ice around the washbasin and fell flat on her side, hitting her shin so hard against the side of the well that her pale skin, which rivalled the very snow in whiteness, turned a vivid shade of violet almost instantly. To make matters worse, she had upset the pails as she fell, and, although one lay still intact, the other was broken beyond repair. O-Mine had no idea how much the pail had cost, but, to see the veins bulging on the mistress’s forehead, you would have thought she had lost the woman a small fortune. The mistress just kept glaring at the girl all throughout breakfast while she waited on her. Not a word about it was said that day, but afterwards O-Mine was lectured day and night that things in this house cost money and must not be taken for granted, and she was informed that she would be punished if she treated things without due care simply because they were not her own. On top of all that, whenever there were visitors, the mistress would tell them all about the accident, which was terribly humiliating for poor O-Mine. From then on, she had to take great care in everything she did, lest there be another mishap. There are many families in this world that employ maids to keep house, but doubtless none that had quite the turnover the Yamamuras did. It was nothing for them to go through two a month; and if some girls ran away after only three or four days, there were others who fled even after a single night. Ask the mistress how many maids had served the family since the dawn of time, and her sleeves would have been left threadbare from trying to count 36them all up.* O-Mine, however, had both perseverance and forbearance, and, if ever they were cruel to her, she would humbly endure it as the will of Heaven. And besides, not in all of Tokyo, vast city though it was, could any other girl be found who wanted to work as a maid for the Yamamura family. And so O-Mine was to be praised for her dedication and fine work ethic—and, as the menfolk were quick to point out, it didn’t hurt that she was a flawless beauty, too.
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