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			Introduction

			There’s no bad time for a good ghost story, of course, but in my homeland of Japan the traditional season for spooks is summer. 

			There are several reasons for this. One is a very old custom of ours called obon, a holiday in August where the spirits of our ancestors are said to visit. Families gather and clean the graves of relatives, offer food and flowers at household altars, and generally welcome the souls of their loved ones for their brief return to the land of the living. It is a time for reminiscence and celebration, for tears and laughter. But the thing about obon is that hell goes on holiday, too. The old stories say that when the great hereafter opens up to let our dearly departed pass through, so too does it let all sorts of mischievous spirits and ghouls into our realm. Summer is the perfect time for ghost stories in my country because it’s the time when the lines between the living and the dead blur the most.

			There is a traditional summer parlour game called hyaku-monogatari, literally ‘one hundred scary stories,’ which was all the rage several centuries ago. People would gather at night and light one hundred candles. They would take turns telling frightening tales, extinguishing a candle after each story was told. As the night went on the light would dim and the shadows grow. There were minor variations on how the game was played, but the goal was always the same: when that last candle snuffed out, something spooky would happen in the inky darkness. The dead of night, indeed.

			The Japanese word for ghost is yurei, and it is written with characters literally meaning ‘intangible spirit.’ A yurei is something that manifests in the darkness. The players of hyaku-monogatari endeavoured to prepare an environment more suitable for the dead, in hopes that the dead might show themselves to the living. They say the game started as a test of bravery among samurai warriors. But whatever its origins, it quickly spread throughout the populace, emerging as a popular form of entertainment during the summer months. For as anyone who has visited Japan in August knows, the doldrums of summer are a terrifically muggy season. We played hyaku-monogatari not only for fun, but to conjure up a good shiver or two in hopes of forgetting the heat.

			Back then, before the advent of electricity, night descended like a thick curtain. The best one could hope for was the meagre glow of a candle. Today, of course, we have light enough to banish the darkness and illuminate our surroundings twenty-four hours a day. We have air conditioners and dehumidifiers to control our environments so they are always comfortable. And science tells us that ghosts are just superstitions. Yet even in modern Japan, we still love our ghost stories. Why is that?

			If you ask me, it’s because ghosts remind us of ourselves. The dead cannot speak, but they do have tales. Ghosts aren’t a ‘something,’ they are a ‘someone,’ just like us. Each of us has our own personal histories and stories. Ghosts are no different. Some of their tales are terrifying, some are brutal, some are bittersweet, and a few are even funny. The huge variety of ghost stories mirrors the ups and downs of our own lives. Because in the end, ghost stories are about people. That is why we feel such an affinity with ghosts and their stories and the myriad ways in which they end. In which we end.

			It’s safe to say that Lady O-Iwa, the tragic protagonist of Yotsuya Kaidan (or Kwaidan, as spelt by writers such as Lafcadio Hearn and James S. de Bennevile), is the scariest yurei in all of Japan. Tricked into ingesting poison by her philandering husband, the skin sloughs off half her face, her hair falls out in clumps, and she dies in agony, horribly disfigured. But her soul, filled with anger and fuelled by grudge, remains on our mortal plane to take revenge. She looks like a monster, but her story forces us to question the meaning of the term. In life she was a beautiful, dutiful wife and a kind mother. She deserved better than this. We recoil in fear and empathize with her all at once. The conflicting stew of emotions her story evokes in us is what makes Yotsuya Kaidan such a classic tale for the ages.

			Another classic tale, Hoichi the Earless, contains one of the most terrifying images in all of Japanese literature: the yurei of a fallen samurai tearing the ears off of a young monk. But this story evokes complicated feelings in us as well. That samurai was a member of an ancient clan called the Heike, which really existed almost a millennium ago. The Heike were cunning and ruthless and successful. At the peak of their power they ruled all of Japan, arrogantly leading them to declare anyone not of their bloodline less than human. But we have a saying in Japanese. Shogyo-mujo: nothing lasts for ever. In the epic sea-battle of Dan-no-Ura in 1185, the Heike were wiped out to a man, woman, and child. Their bodies sank deep into the waters. In the centuries thereafter, and even occasionally today, local fishermen caught crabs with patterns resembling angry human faces on their shells. We call these the Crabs of Heike. It is tradition to release them back into the sea, in hope the souls of that once powerful clan continue to rest in peace. Today Japanese see the Heike as a symbol of the impermanence of things. Because of this, even when fearsome yurei such as Heike warriors or O-Iwa manifest, it is difficult for us to see them as pure monsters. They were humans just like us, after all, and so we feel their pain even as they frighten us.

			Medical science tells us that death is the inevitable cessation of life. And while we understand this as modern people, at some level we continue to wonder if death truly represents the end. We can’t help thinking that maybe, just maybe, our souls might continue to wander even after they leave our corporeal bodies behind. In Japan, the afterlife takes many different forms for different groups and individuals. When I was a little girl, a teacher told us that she thought our souls went back to wherever they came from before we were born. One Buddhist sect holds that the world of the departed lies far to the West; in the lore of our tropical islands, far beyond the horizon to the East. In times of old, some monks set sail in hopes they might reach their school’s promised land in the distant South. Shinto locates its underworld deep underground, in caverns far beneath our feet. The point is, nobody knows. The only thing linking these disparate worldviews is the fact that once people die, they are no longer part of our living world. 

			Ghost stories provide us with another point of view. But unlike religious teachings, they are not doctrine or dogma. They exist to entertain, but also to comfort and even empower us to confront the terrifying concept of death. Yurei make us feel that perhaps the world of the dead may not be so very far away as it seems. That the souls of the departed, fearful or beloved, might well sit right beside us. Maybe they’re here right now, watching over our shoulders, as I write these words and you read them, perhaps many years hence. That’s the power of the yurei, to bridge realms: of living and dead, Japan and the world, and all of us, wherever and whenever we may be.

			Hiroko Yoda

		

	
		
			Furisodé

			Collected by Lafcadio Hearn

			Recently, while passing through a little street tenanted chiefly by dealers in old wares, I noticed a furisodé, or long-sleeved robe, of the rich purple tint called murasaki, hanging before one of the shops. It was a robe such as might have been worn by a lady of rank in the time of the Tokugawa. I stopped to look at the five crests upon it; and in the same moment there came to my recollection this legend of a similar robe said to have once caused the destruction of Yedo.

			Nearly two hundred and fifty years ago, the daughter of a rich merchant of the city of the Shōguns, while attending some temple-festival, perceived in the crowd a young samurai of remarkable beauty, and immediately fell in love with him. Unhappily for her, he disappeared in the press before she could learn through her attendants who he was or whence he had come. But his image remained vivid in her memory – even to the least detail of his costume. The holiday attire then worn by samurai youths was scarcely less brilliant than that of young girls; and the upper dress of this handsome stranger had seemed wonderfully beautiful to the enamoured maiden. She fancied that by wearing a robe of like quality and colour, bearing the same crest, she might be able to attract his notice on some future occasion.

			Accordingly she had such a robe made, with very long sleeves, according to the fashion of the period; and she prized it greatly. She wore it whenever she went out; and when at home she would suspend it in her room, and try to imagine the form of her unknown beloved within it. Sometimes she would pass hours before it – dreaming and weeping by turns. And she would pray to the gods and the Buddhas that she might win the young man’s affection – often repeating the invocation of the Nichiren sect: Namu myō hō rengé kyō!

			But she never saw the youth again; and she pined with longing for him, and sickened, and died, and was buried. After her burial, the long-sleeved robe that she had so much prized was given to the Buddhist temple of which her family were parishioners. It is an old custom to thus dispose of the garments of the dead.

			The priest was able to sell the robe at a good price; for it was a costly silk, and bore no trace of the tears that had fallen upon it. It was bought by a girl of about the same age as the dead lady. She wore it only one day. Then she fell sick, and began to act strangely – crying out that she was haunted by the vision of a beautiful young man, and that for love of him she was going to die. And within a little while she died; and the long-sleeved robe was a second time presented to the temple.

			Again the priest sold it; and again it became the property of a young girl, who wore it only once. Then she also sickened, and talked of a beautiful shadow, and died, and was buried. And the robe was given a third time to the temple; and the priest wondered and doubted.

			Nevertheless he ventured to sell the luckless garment once more. Once more it was purchased by a girl and once more worn; and the wearer pined and died. And the robe was given a fourth time to the temple.

			Then the priest felt sure that there was some evil influence at work; and he told his acolytes to make a fire in the temple-court, and to burn the robe.

			So they made a fire, into which the robe was thrown. But as the silk began to burn, there suddenly appeared upon it dazzling characters of flame – the characters of the invocation, Namu myō hō rengé kyō – and these, one by one, leaped like great sparks to the temple roof; and the temple took fire.

			Embers from the burning temple presently dropped upon neighbouring roofs; and the whole street was soon ablaze. Then a sea-wind, rising, blew destruction into further streets; and the conflagration spread from street to street, and from district into district, till nearly the whole of the city was consumed. And this calamity, which occurred upon the eighteenth day of the first month of the first year of Meiréki (1655), is still remembered in Tokyo as the Furisodé-Kwaji – the Great Fire of the Long-sleeved Robe.

			According to a story-book called Kibun-Daijin, the name of the girl who caused the robe to be made was O-Samé; and she was the daughter of Hikoyemon, a wine-merchant of Hyakushō-machi, in the district of Azabu. Because of her beauty she was also called Azabu-Komachi, or the Komachi of Azabu. The same book says that the temple of the tradition was a Nichiren temple called Hon-myoji, in the district of Hongo; and that the crest upon the robe was a kikyō-flower. But there are many different versions of the story; and I distrust the Kibun-Daijin because it asserts that the beautiful samurai was not really a man, but a transformed dragon, or water-serpent, that used to inhabit the lake at Uyéno – Shinobazu-no-Iké.

		

	
		
			A Passional Karma (The Peony Lantern)

			Collected by Lafcadio Hearn

			I

			There once lived in the district of Ushigomé, in Yedo, a hatamoto called Iijima Heizayémon, whose only daughter, Tsuyu, was beautiful as her name, which signifies ‘Morning Dew’. Iijima took a second wife when his daughter was about sixteen; and, finding that O-Tsuyu could not be happy with her mother-in-law, he had a pretty villa built for the girl at Yanagijima, as a separate residence, and gave her an excellent maidservant, called O-Yoné, to wait upon her.

			O-Tsuyu lived happily enough in her new home until one day when the family physician, Yamamoto Shijō, paid her a visit in company with a young samurai named Hagiwara Shinzaburō, who resided in the Nedzu quarter. Shinzaburō was an unusually handsome lad, and very gentle; and the two young people fell in love with each other at sight. Even before the brief visit was over, they contrived, – unheard by the old doctor, – to pledge themselves to each other for life. And, at parting, O-Tsuyu whispered to the youth, – “Remember! If you do not come to see me again, I shall certainly die!”

			Shinzaburō never forgot those words; and he was only too eager to see more of O-Tsuyu. But etiquette forbade him to make the visit alone: he was obliged to wait for some other chance to accompany the doctor, who had promised to take him to the villa a second time. Unfortunately the old man did not keep this promise. He had perceived the sudden affection of O-Tsuyu; and he feared that her father would hold him responsible for any serious results. Iijima Heizayémon had a reputation for cutting off heads. And the more Shijō thought about the possible consequences of his introduction of Shinzaburō at the Iijima villa, the more he became afraid. Therefore he purposely abstained from calling upon his young friend.

			Months passed; and O-Tsuyu, little imagining the true cause of Shinzaburō’s neglect, believed that her love had been scorned. Then she pined away, and died. Soon afterwards, the faithful servant O-Yoné also died, through grief at the loss of her mistress; and the two were buried side by side in the cemetery of Shin-Banzui-In, – a temple which still stands in the neighbourhood of Dango-Zaka, where the famous chrysanthemum-shows are yearly held.

			II

			Shinzaburō knew nothing of what had happened; but his disappointment and his anxiety had resulted in a prolonged illness. He was slowly recovering, but still very weak, when he unexpectedly received another visit from Yamamoto Shijō. The old man made a number of plausible excuses for his apparent neglect. Shinzaburō said to him: “I have been sick ever since the beginning of spring; – even now I cannot eat anything.… Was it not rather unkind of you never to call? I thought that we were to make another visit together to the house of the Lady Iijima; and I wanted to take to her some little present as a return for our kind reception. Of course I could not go by myself.”

			Shijō gravely responded, – “I am very sorry to tell you that the young lady is dead!”

			“Dead!” repeated Shinzaburō, turning white, – “did you say that she is dead?”

			The doctor remained silent for a moment, as if collecting himself: then he resumed, in the quick light tone of a man resolved not to take trouble seriously: 

			“My great mistake was in having introduced you to her; for it seems that she fell in love with you at once. I am afraid that you must have said something to encourage this affection – when you were in that little room together. At all events, I saw how she felt towards you; and then I became uneasy, – fearing that her father might come to hear of the matter, and lay the whole blame upon me. So – to be quite frank with you, – I decided that it would be better not to call upon you; and I purposely stayed away for a long time. But, only a few days ago, happening to visit Iijima’s house, I heard, to my great surprise, that his daughter had died, and that her servant O-Yoné had also died. Then, remembering all that had taken place, I knew that the young lady must have died of love for you.… [Laughing] Ah, you are really a sinful fellow! Yes, you are! [Laughing] Isn’t it a sin to have been born so handsome that the girls die for love of you? [Seriously] Well, we must leave the dead to the dead. It is no use to talk further about the matter; – all that you now can do for her is to repeat the Nembutsu.… Good-bye.”

			And the old man retired hastily, – anxious to avoid further converse about the painful event for which he felt himself to have been unwittingly responsible.

			III

			Shinzaburō long remained stupefied with grief by the news of O-Tsuyu’s death. But as soon as he found himself again able to think clearly, he inscribed the dead girl’s name upon a mortuary tablet, and placed the tablet in the Buddhist shrine of his house, and set offerings before it, and recited prayers. Every day thereafter he presented offerings, and repeated the Nembutsu; and the memory of O-Tsuyu was never absent from his thought.

			Nothing occurred to change the monotony of his solitude before the time of the Bon, – the great Festival of the Dead, – which begins upon the thirteenth day of the seventh month. Then he decorated his house, and prepared everything for the festival; – hanging out the lanterns that guide the returning spirits, and setting the food of ghosts on the shōryōdana, or Shelf of Souls. And on the first evening of the Bon, after sun-down, he kindled a small lamp before the tablet of O-Tsuyu, and lighted the lanterns.

			The night was clear, with a great moon, – and windless, and very warm. Shinzaburō sought the coolness of his verandah. Clad only in a light summer-robe, he sat there thinking, dreaming, sorrowing; – sometimes fanning himself; sometimes making a little smoke to drive the mosquitoes away. Everything was quiet. It was a lonesome neighbourhood, and there were few passers-by. He could hear only the soft rushing of a neighbouring stream, and the shrilling of night-insects.

			But all at once this stillness was broken by a sound of women’s geta approaching – kara-kon, kara-kon; – and the sound drew nearer and nearer, quickly, till it reached the live-hedge surrounding the garden. Then Shinzaburō, feeling curious, stood on tiptoe, so as to look over the hedge; and he saw two women passing. One, who was carrying a beautiful lantern decorated with peony-flowers, appeared to be a servant; – the other was a slender girl of about seventeen, wearing a long-sleeved robe embroidered with designs of autumn-blossoms. Almost at the same instant both women turned their faces toward Shinzaburō; – and to his utter astonishment, he recognized O-Tsuyu and her servant O-Yoné.

			They stopped immediately; and the girl cried out, – “Oh, how strange!… Hagiwara Sama!”

			Shinzaburō simultaneously called to the maid: “O-Yoné! Ah, you are O-Yoné! – I remember you very well.”

			“Hagiwara Sama!” exclaimed O-Yoné in a tone of supreme amazement. “Never could I have believed it possible!… Sir, we were told that you had died.”

			“How extraordinary!” cried Shinzaburō. “Why, I was told that both of you were dead!”

			“Ah, what a hateful story!” returned O-Yoné. “Why repeat such unlucky words?… Who told you?”

			“Please to come in,” said Shinzaburō; – “here we can talk better. The garden-gate is open.”

			So they entered, and exchanged greeting; and when Shinzaburō had made them comfortable, he said: 

			“I trust that you will pardon my discourtesy in not having called upon you for so long a time. But Shijō, the doctor, about a month ago, told me that you had both died.”

			“So it was he who told you?” exclaimed O-Yoné. “It was very wicked of him to say such a thing. Well, it was also Shijō who told us that you were dead. I think that he wanted to deceive you, – which was not a difficult thing to do, because you are so confiding and trustful. Possibly my mistress betrayed her liking for you in some words which found their way to her father’s ears; and, in that case, O-Kuni – the new wife – might have planned to make the doctor tell you that we were dead, so as to bring about a separation. Anyhow, when my mistress heard that you had died, she wanted to cut off her hair immediately, and to become a nun. But I was able to prevent her from cutting off her hair; and I persuaded her at last to become a nun only in her heart. Afterwards her father wished her to marry a certain young man; and she refused. Then there was a great deal of trouble, – chiefly caused by O-Kuni; – and we went away from the villa, and found a very small house in Yanaka-no-Sasaki. There we are now just barely able to live, by doing a little private work.… My mistress has been constantly repeating the Nembutsu for your sake. Today, being the first day of the Bon, we went to visit the temples; and we were on our way home – thus late – when this strange meeting happened.”

			“Oh, how extraordinary!” cried Shinzaburō. “Can it be true? – or is it only a dream? Here I, too, have been constantly reciting the Nembutsu before a tablet with her name upon it! Look!” And he showed them O-Tsuyu’s tablet in its place upon the Shelf of Souls.

			“We are more than grateful for your kind remembrance,” returned O-Yoné, smiling.… “Now as for my mistress,” – she continued, turning towards O-Tsuyu, who had all the while remained demure and silent, half-hiding her face with her sleeve, – “as for my mistress, she actually says that she would not mind being disowned by her father for the time of seven existences, or even being killed by him, for your sake! Come! will you not allow her to stay here tonight?”

			Shinzaburō turned pale for joy. He answered in a voice trembling with emotion: 

			“Please remain; but do not speak loud – because there is a troublesome fellow living close by, – a ninsomi called Hakuōdō Yusai, who tells peoples fortunes by looking at their faces. He is inclined to be curious; and it is better that he should not know.”

			The two women remained that night in the house of the young samurai, and returned to their own home a little before daybreak. And after that night they came every night for seven nights, – whether the weather were foul or fair – always at the same hour. And Shinzaburō became more and more attached to the girl; and the twain were fettered, each to each, by that bond of illusion which is stronger than bands of iron.

			IV

			Now there was a man called Tomozō, who lived in a small cottage adjoining Shinzaburō’s residence. Tomozō and his wife O-Miné were both employed by Shinzaburō as servants. Both seemed to be devoted to their young master; and by his help they were able to live in comparative comfort.

			One night, at a very late hour, Tomozō heard the voice of a woman in his master’s apartment; and this made him uneasy. He feared that Shinzaburō, being very gentle and affectionate, might be made the dupe of some cunning wanton, – in which event the domestics would be the first to suffer. He therefore resolved to watch; and on the following night he stole on tiptoe to Shinzaburō’s dwelling, and looked through a chink in one of the sliding shutters. By the glow of a night-lantern within the sleeping-room, he was able to perceive that his master and a strange woman were talking together under the mosquito-net. At first he could not see the woman distinctly. Her back was turned to him; – he only observed that she was very slim, and that she appeared to be very young, – judging from the fashion of her dress and hair. Putting his ear to the chink, he could hear the conversation plainly. The woman said: 

			“And if I should be disowned by my father, would you then let me come and live with you?”

			Shinzaburō answered: 

			“Most assuredly I would – nay, I should be glad of the chance. But there is no reason to fear that you will ever be disowned by your father; for you are his only daughter, and he loves you very much. What I do fear is that some day we shall be cruelly separated.”

			She responded softly: 

			“Never, never could I even think of accepting any other man for my husband. Even if our secret were to become known, and my father were to kill me for what I have done, still – after death itself – I could never cease to think of you. And I am now quite sure that you yourself would not be able to live very long without me.” … Then clinging closely to him, with her lips at his neck, she caressed him; and he returned her caresses.

			Tomozō wondered as he listened, – because the language of the woman was not the language of a common woman, but the language of a lady of rank. Then he determined at all hazards to get one glimpse of her face; and he crept round the house, backwards and forwards, peering through every crack and chink. And at last he was able to see; – but therewith an icy trembling seized him; and the hair of his head stood up.

			For the face was the face of a woman long dead, – and the fingers caressing were fingers of naked bone, – and of the body below the waist there was not anything: it melted off into thinnest trailing shadow. Where the eyes of the lover deluded saw youth and grace and beauty, there appeared to the eyes of the watcher horror only, and the emptiness of death. Simultaneously another woman’s figure, and a weirder, rose up from within the chamber, and swiftly made toward the watcher, as if discerning his presence. Then, in uttermost terror, he fled to the dwelling of Hakuōdō Yusai, and, knocking frantically at the doors, succeeded in arousing him.

			V

			Hakuōdō Yusai, the ninsomi, was a very old man; but in his time he had travelled much, and he had heard and seen so many things that he could not be easily surprised. Yet the story of the terrified Tomozō both alarmed and amazed him. He had read in ancient Chinese books of love between the living and the dead; but he had never believed it possible. Now, however, he felt convinced that the statement of Tomozō was not a falsehood, and that something very strange was really going on in the house of Hagiwara. Should the truth prove to be what Tomozō imagined, then the young samurai was a doomed man.

			“If the woman be a ghost,” – said Yusai to the frightened servant, “—if the woman be a ghost, your master must die very soon, – unless something extraordinary can be done to save him. And if the woman be a ghost, the signs of death will appear upon his face. For the spirit of the living is yōki, and pure; – the spirit of the dead is inki, and unclean: the one is Positive, the other Negative. He whose bride is a ghost cannot live. Even though in his blood there existed the force of a life of one hundred years, that force must quickly perish.… Still, I shall do all that I can to save Hagiwara Sama. And in the meantime, Tomozō, say nothing to any other person, – not even to your wife, – about this matter. At sunrise I shall call upon your master.”

			VI

			When questioned next morning by Yusai, Shinzaburō at first attempted to deny that any women had been visiting the house; but finding this artless policy of no avail, and perceiving that the old man’s purpose was altogether unselfish, he was finally persuaded to acknowledge what had really occurred, and to give his reasons for wishing to keep the matter a secret. As for the lady Iijima, he intended, he said, to make her his wife as soon as possible.

			“Oh, madness!” cried Yusai, – losing all patience in the intensity of his alarm. “Know, sir, that the people who have been coming here, night after night, are dead! Some frightful delusion is upon you!… Why, the simple fact that you long supposed O-Tsuyu to be dead, and repeated the Nembutsu for her, and made offerings before her tablet, is itself the proof!… The lips of the dead have touched you! – the hands of the dead have caressed you!… Even at this moment I see in your face the signs of death – and you will not believe!… Listen to me now, sir, – I beg of you, – if you wish to save yourself: otherwise you have less than twenty days to live. They told you – those people – that they were residing in the district of Shitaya, in Yanaka-no-Sasaki. Did you ever visit them at that place? No! – of course you did not! Then go today, – as soon as you can, – to Yanaka-no-Sasaki, and try to find their home!…”

			And having uttered this counsel with the most vehement earnestness, Hakuōdō Yusai abruptly took his departure.

			Shinzaburō, startled though not convinced, resolved after a moment’s reflection to follow the advice of the ninsomi, and to go to Shitaya. It was yet early in the morning when he reached the quarter of Yanaka-no-Sasaki, and began his search for the dwelling of O-Tsuyu. He went through every street and side-street, read all the names inscribed at the various entrances, and made inquiries whenever an opportunity presented itself. But he could not find anything resembling the little house mentioned by O-Yoné; and none of the people whom he questioned knew of any house in the quarter inhabited by two single women. Feeling at last certain that further research would be useless, he turned homeward by the shortest way, which happened to lead through the grounds of the temple Shin-Banzui-In.

			Suddenly his attention was attracted by two new tombs, placed side by side, at the rear of the temple. One was a common tomb, such as might have been erected for a person of humble rank: the other was a large and handsome monument; and hanging before it was a beautiful peony-lantern, which had probably been left there at the time of the Festival of the Dead. Shinzaburō remembered that the peony-lantern carried by O-Yoné was exactly similar; and the coincidence impressed him as strange. He looked again at the tombs; but the tombs explained nothing. Neither bore any personal name, – only the Buddhist kaimyō, or posthumous appellation. Then he determined to seek information at the temple. An acolyte stated, in reply to his questions, that the large tomb had been recently erected for the daughter of Iijima Heizayémon, the hatamoto of Ushigomé; and that the small tomb next to it was that of her servant O-Yoné, who had died of grief soon after the young lady’s funeral.

			Immediately to Shinzaburö’s memory there recurred, with another and sinister meaning, the words of O-Yoné: “We went away, and found a very small house in Yanaka-no-Sasaki. There we are now just barely able to live – by doing a little private work.…” Here was indeed the very small house, – and in Yanaka-no-Sasaki. But the little private work…?

			Terror-stricken, the samurai hastened with all speed to the house of Yusai, and begged for his counsel and assistance. But Yusai declared himself unable to be of any aid in such a case. All that he could do was to send Shinzaburō to the high-priest Ryōseki, of Shin-Banzui-In, with a letter praying for immediate religious help.

			VII

			The high-priest Ryōseki was a learned and a holy man. By spiritual vision he was able to know the secret of any sorrow, and the nature of the karma that had caused it. He heard unmoved the story of Shinzaburō, and said to him: 

			“A very great danger now threatens you, because of an error committed in one of your former states of existence. The karma that binds you to the dead is very strong; but if I tried to explain its character, you would not be able to understand. I shall therefore tell you only this, – that the dead person has no desire to injure you out of hate, feels no enmity towards you: she is influenced, on the contrary, by the most passionate affection for you. Probably the girl has been in love with you from a time long preceding your present life, – from a time of not less than three or four past existences; and it would seem that, although necessarily changing her form and condition at each succeeding birth, she has not been able to cease from following after you. Therefore it will not be an easy thing to escape from her influence.… But now I am going to lend you this powerful mamori. It is a pure gold image of that Buddha called the Sea-Sounding Tathâgata – Kai-On-Nyōrai, – because his preaching of the Law sounds through the world like the sound of the sea. And this little image is especially a shiryō-yoké, – which protects the living from the dead. This you must wear, in its covering, next to your body – under the girdle.… Besides, I shall presently perform in the temple, a segaki-service for the repose of the troubled spirit.… And here is a holy sutra, called Ubō-Darani-Kyō, or ‘Treasure-Raining Sûtra’ you must be careful to recite it every night in your house – without fail.… Furthermore I shall give you this package of o-fuda; – you must paste one of them over every opening of your house, – no matter how small. If you do this, the power of the holy texts will prevent the dead from entering. But – whatever may happen – do not fail to recite the sutra.”

			Shinzaburō humbly thanked the high-priest; and then, taking with him the image, the sutra, and the bundle of sacred texts, he made all haste to reach his home before the hour of sunset.

			VIII

			With Yusai’s advice and help, Shinzaburō was able before dark to fix the holy texts over all the apertures of his dwelling. Then the ninsomi returned to his own house – leaving the youth alone.

			Night came, warm and clear. Shinzaburō made fast the doors, bound the precious amulet about his waist, entered his mosquito-net, and by the glow of a night-lantern began to recite the Ubō-Darani-Kyō. For a long time he chanted the words, comprehending little of their meaning; – then he tried to obtain some rest. But his mind was still too much disturbed by the strange events of the day. Midnight passed; and no sleep came to him. At last he heard the boom of the great temple-bell of Dentsu-In announcing the eighth hour.

			It ceased; and Shinzaburō suddenly heard the sound of geta approaching from the old direction, – but this time more slowly: karan-koron, karan-koron! At once a cold sweat broke over his forehead. Opening the sutra hastily, with trembling hand, he began again to recite it aloud. The steps came nearer and nearer, – reached the live hedge, – stopped! Then, strange to say, Shinzaburō felt unable to remain under his mosquito-net: something stronger even than his fear impelled him to look; and, instead of continuing to recite the Ubō-Darani-Kyō, he foolishly approached the shutters, and through a chink peered out into the night. Before the house he saw O-Tsuyu standing, and O-Yoné with the peony-lantern; and both of them were gazing at the Buddhist texts pasted above the entrance. Never before – not even in what time she lived – had O-Tsuyu appeared so beautiful; and Shinzaburō felt his heart drawn towards her with a power almost resistless. But the terror of death and the terror of the unknown restrained; and there went on within him such a struggle between his love and his fear that he became as one suffering in the body the pains of the Shō-netsu hell.

			Presently he heard the voice of the maid-servant, saying: 

			“My dear mistress, there is no way to enter. The heart of Hagiwara Sama must have changed. For the promise that he made last night has been broken; and the doors have been made fast to keep us out.… We cannot go in tonight.… It will be wiser for you to make up your mind not to think any more about him, because his feeling towards you has certainly changed. It is evident that he does not want to see you. So it will be better not to give yourself any more trouble for the sake of a man whose heart is so unkind.”

			But the girl answered, weeping: 

			“Oh, to think that this could happen after the pledges which we made to each other!… Often I was told that the heart of a man changes as quickly as the sky of autumn; – yet surely the heart of Hagiwara Sama cannot be so cruel that he should really intend to exclude me in this way!… Dear Yone, please find some means of taking me to him.… Unless you do, I will never, never go home again.”

			Thus she continued to plead, veiling her face with her long sleeves, – and very beautiful she looked, and very touching; but the fear of death was strong upon her lover.

			O-Yoné at last made answer, – “My dear young lady, why will you trouble your mind about a man who seems to be so cruel?… Well, let us see if there be no way to enter at the back of the house: come with me!”

			And taking O-Tsuyu by the hand, she led her away toward the rear of the dwelling; and there the two disappeared as suddenly as the light disappears when the flame of a lamp is blown out.

			IX

			Night after night the shadows came at the Hour of the Ox; and nightly Shinzaburō heard the weeping of O-Tsuyu. Yet he believed himself saved, – little imagining that his doom had already been decided by the character of his dependents.

			Tomozō had promised Yusai never to speak to any other person – not even to O-Miné – of the strange events that were taking place. But Tomozō was not long suffered by the haunters to rest in peace. Night after night O-Yoné entered into his dwelling, and roused him from his sleep, and asked him to remove the o-fuda placed over one very small window at the back of his master’s house. And Tomozō, out of fear, as often promised her to take away the o-fuda before the next sundown; but never by day could he make up his mind to remove it, – believing that evil was intended to Shinzaburō. At last, in a night of storm, O-Yoné startled him from slumber with a cry of reproach, and stooped above his pillow, and said to him: “Have a care how you trifle with us! If, by tomorrow night, you do not take away that text, you shall learn how I can hate!” And she made her face so frightful as she spoke that Tomozō nearly died of terror.

			O-Miné, the wife of Tomozō, had never till then known of these visits: even to her husband they had seemed like bad dreams. But on this particular night it chanced that, waking suddenly, she heard the voice of a woman talking to Tomozō. Almost in the same moment the talk-ing ceased; and when O-Miné looked about her, she saw, by the light of the night-lamp, only her husband, – shuddering and white with fear. The stranger was gone; the doors were fast: it seemed impossible that anybody could have entered. Nevertheless the jealousy of the wife had been aroused; and she began to chide and to question Tomozō in such a manner that he thought himself obliged to betray the secret, and to explain the terrible dilemma in which he had been placed.

			Then the passion of O-Miné yielded to wonder and alarm; but she was a subtle woman, and she devised immediately a plan to save her husband by the sacrifice of her master. And she gave Tomozō a cunning counsel, – telling him to make conditions with the dead.

			They came again on the following night at the Hour of the Ox; and O-Miné hid herself on hearing the sound of their coming, – karan-koron, karan-koron! But Tomozō went out to meet them in the dark, and even found courage to say to them what his wife had told him to say: 

			“It is true that I deserve your blame; – but I had no wish to cause you anger. The reason that the o-fuda has not been taken away is that my wife and I are able to live only by the help of Hagiwara Sama, and that we cannot expose him to any danger without bringing misfortune upon ourselves. But if we could obtain the sum of a hundred ryō in gold, we should be able to please you, because we should then need no help from anybody. Therefore if you will give us a hundred ryō, I can take the o-fuda away without being afraid of losing our only means of support.”

			When he had uttered these words, O-Yoné and O-Tsuyu looked at each other in silence for a moment. Then O-Yoné said: 

			“Mistress, I told you that it was not right to trouble this man, – as we have no just cause of ill will against him. But it is certainly useless to fret yourself about Hagiwara Sama, because his heart has changed towards you. Now once again, my dear young lady, let me beg you not to think any more about him!”

			But O-Tsuyu, weeping, made answer: 

			“Dear Yone, whatever may happen, I cannot possibly keep myself from thinking about him! You know that you can get a hundred ryō to have the o-fuda taken off.… Only once more, I pray, dear Yone! – only once more bring me face to face with Hagiwara Sama, – I beseech you!” And hiding her face with her sleeve, she thus continued to plead.

			“Oh! why will you ask me to do these things?” responded O-Yoné. “You know very well that I have no money. But since you will persist in this whim of yours, in spite of all that I can say, I suppose that I must try to find the money somehow, and to bring it here tomorrow night.…” Then, turning to the faithless Tomozō, she said: “Tomozō, I must tell you that Hagiwara Sama now wears upon his body a mamori called by the name of Kai-On-Nyōrai, and that so long as he wears it we cannot approach him. So you will have to get that mamori away from him, by some means or other, as well as to remove the o-fuda.”

			Tomozō feebly made answer: 

			“That also I can do, if you will promise to bring me the hundred ryō.”

			“Well, mistress,” said O-Yoné, “you will wait, – will you not, – until tomorrow night?”

			“Oh, dear Yoné!” sobbed the other, – “have we to go back tonight again without seeing Hagiwara Sama? Ah! it is cruel!”

			And the shadow of the mistress, weeping, was led away by the shadow of the maid.

			X

			Another day went, and another night came, and the dead came with it. But this time no lamentation was heard without the house of Hagiwara; for the faithless servant found his reward at the Hour of the Ox, and removed the o-fuda. Moreover he had been able, while his master was at the bath, to steal from its case the golden mamori, and to substitute for it an image of copper; and he had buried the Kai-On-Nyōrai in a desolate field. So the visitants found nothing to oppose their entering. Veiling their faces with their sleeves they rose and passed, like a streaming of vapour, into the little window from over which the holy text had been torn away. But what happened thereafter within the house Tomozō never knew.

			The sun was high before he ventured again to approach his master’s dwelling, and to knock upon the sliding-doors. For the first time in years he obtained no response; and the silence made him afraid. Repeatedly he called, and received no answer. Then, aided by O-Miné, he succeeded in effecting an entrance and making his way alone to the sleeping-room, where he called again in vain. He rolled back the rumbling shutters to admit the light; but still within the house there was no stir. At last he dared to lift a corner of the mosquito-net. But no sooner had he looked beneath than he fled from the house, with a cry of horror.

			Shinzaburō was dead – hideously dead; – and his face was the face of a man who had died in the uttermost agony of fear; – and lying beside him in the bed were the bones of a woman! And the bones of the arms, and the bones of the hands, clung fast about his neck.

			XI

			Hakuōdō Yusai, the fortune-teller, went to view the corpse at the prayer of the faithless Tomozō. The old man was terrified and astonished at the spectacle, but looked about him with a keen eye. He soon perceived that the o-fuda had been taken from the little window at the back of the house; and on searching the body of Shinzaburō, he discovered that the golden mamori had been taken from its wrapping, and a copper image of Fudō put in place of it. He suspected Tomozō of the theft; but the whole occurrence was so very extraordinary that he thought it prudent to consult with the priest Ryōseki before taking further action. Therefore, after having made a careful examination of the premises, he betook himself to the temple Shin-Banzui-In, as quickly as his aged limbs could bear him.

			Ryōseki, without waiting to hear the purpose of the old man’s visit, at once invited him into a private apartment.

			“You know that you are always welcome here,” said Ryōseki. “Please seat yourself at ease.… Well, I am sorry to tell you that Hagiwara Sama is dead.”

			Yusai wonderingly exclaimed: “Yes, he is dead; – but how did you learn of it?”

			The priest responded: 

			“Hagiwara Sama was suffering from the results of an evil karma; and his attendant was a bad man. What happened to Hagiwara Sama was unavoidable; – his destiny had been determined from a time long before his last birth. It will be better for you not to let your mind be troubled by this event.”

			Yusai said: 

			“I have heard that a priest of pure life may gain power to see into the future for a hundred years; but truly this is the first time in my existence that I have had proof of such power.… Still, there is another matter about which I am very anxious.…”

			“You mean,” interrupted Ryōseki, “the stealing of the holy mamori, the Kai-On-Nyōrai. But you must not give yourself any concern about that. The image has been buried in a field; and it will be found there and returned to me during the eighth month of the coming year. So please do not be anxious about it.”

			More and more amazed, the old ninsomi ventured to observe: 

			“I have studied the In-Yō, and the science of divination; and I make my living by telling peoples’ fortunes; – but I cannot possibly understand how you know these things.”

			Ryōseki answered gravely: 

			“Never mind how I happen to know them.… I now want to speak to you about Hagiwara’s funeral. The House of Hagiwara has its own family-cemetery, of course; but to bury him there would not be proper. He must be buried beside O-Tsuyu, the Lady Iijima; for his karma-relation to her was a very deep one. And it is but right that you should erect a tomb for him at your own cost, because you have been indebted to him for many favours.”

			Thus it came to pass that Shinzaburō was buried beside O-Tsuyu, in the cemetery of Shin-Banzui-In, in Yanaka-no-Sasaki.
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