AN ARTIST'S LETTERS FROM JAPAN.

BY JOHN LA FARGE.

IYEMITST.

sl E were told by our good friends
that the temple of Iyémitsii, the
grandsonof lyéyasii, farless pre-
tentious than the shrine of the
grandfather and founder, would
show us less of the defects which
accompanied our enjoymentof yesterday. The
successors of Iyémitsi were patrons of art,
sybarites, of those born to enjoy what their an-
cestorshave sown. The end of the seventeenth
century has a peculiar turn with us, a something
of show and decadence, of luxury and want
of morals; and the same marks belong to it
evenin Japan. Indeed, I feel inall the Toku-
gawa splendor something not very old, some-
thing which reminds me that this was but the
day of my own great-grandfather; a time of
rest after turmoil, of established sovereigns on
various scales, of full-bottomed wigs, of great
courtliness, of great expenses in big and little
Versailles. I mmss the sense of antiquity, except
as all true art connects with the past, as the
Greek has explained when he said that the
Parthenon looked old the moment it was done.

The temple of Iyémitsii is indeed charming
and of feminine beauty, complete, fitted into
the shape of the mountain like jewels in a set-
ting. From near the red pagoda of Iyéyasit’s
grounds a wide avenue leads, all in shade, to
an opening, narrowed up at its end to a wall
and gate, which merely seemsanatural entrance
between the hills. There are great walls to the
avenue, which are embankments of the moun-
tain, from which at intervals fountains splash
into the torrents at each side, and overhead
are the great trees and their thin vault of blue
shade. The first gateis the usual roofed one, red,
with gilded rafters and heavy black bronze tiles,
and with two red muscular giants in the niches
ofthe sides. Itsrelative simplicity accentuates
the loveliness of the first long court, which we
enter on its narrowest side. Its borders seem
all natural, made of nothing but the steep
mountain sides, filled with varieties of leafage
and the columns of the great cedars. These
indeterminate edges give it the look of a val-
ley shut at each end by the gate we have
passed, and by another far off disguised by

trees, This dell is paved in part, and with hid-
den care laid out with smaller trees. Down the
steep hillside a cascade trembles through emer-
ald grass, part lost, part found again, fromsome
place where, indistinct among the trees, the
jaws of a great bronze dragon discharge its
first waters. A simple trough collects one rill
and sends it into the large stone cube of a tank,
which it brims over and then disappears.

The little pavilion over this well is the only
building in the inclosure. It is more ele-
gant than that of Iyéyasi, with its twelve col-
umns, three at each corner, sloping in more
decidedly, their white stone shafts socketed
in metal below and filleted with metal above,
melting into the carved white architrave. In
the same way the carvings and the blue and
green and red and violet of the entablature
melt in the reflections under the shadow of
the heavy black-and-gold roof with four gables.
From under the ceiling, and hanging below
the lintels, flutter many colored and patterned
squares of cloth, memorials of recent pilgrims.

As we turn to the highest side of the court
on the left and ascend slowly steep, high steps
to a gorgeous red gate above our heads, whose
base we cannot see, the great cedars of the op-
posite side are the real monuments, and the
little water-tank upon which we now loock down
seems nothing but a little altar at the foot of
the mountain forest. The gate, when we look
back, is only a frame, and its upper step only a
balcony from which to look at the high picture
of treesin shadow and sunlight across the nar-
row dell which we can only just feel beneath us.

The great red gate has two giant guardians
of red and green, and innumerable bracket-
ings for a cornice, all outlined, and confused
all the more by stripes of red and green and
white and blue.

Just behind the gate, as if it led to nothing,
rises again the wall of the mountain; then we
turn at right angles towards a great esplanade,
lost at its edges in trees, from which
again the forest would be all the picture were
it not that farther back upon the hill rises
a high wall, with a platform and lofty steps,
and the carved red-and-gold face of a cloister,
with another still richer gate of a red lacquer,
whose suffering by time has made it more rosy,
more flower-like.
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Up these steps we went, the distant trees
of the mountains ascending with us, and rested

in the red-and-gold shade. Above us the gold*

brackets of the roof were reflected back, in
light and dark, upon the gold architrave,
adorned by great carved peonies, red and
white, and great green leaves which stood out
with deep undercutting. From the fluted red
columns projected great golden tapirs’ heads
and paws, streaked with red like the bloom of
tulips. The gilded metal sockets and joinings
and the faint modeled reliefs of the wall, all
of dull gold,looked green against the red lac-
quer. Beyond, the inner lintel was green, like
malachite, against the sunny green of the for-
est. Its chamfered edge reflected in gold the
lights and shadows beyond, and against the
same green trees stood out the long heads and
trunks of the tapir capitals in red and gold.

Through this framework of red and many-
colored gold we passed into the inner court,
made into a cloister by walls and narrow
buildings, rich in red lacquer and black and
gold. As before with Iyéyasi, so also within
this inclosure, is another raised upon a base
faced with great blocks of granite, fretted,
spotted, and splashed with white and purple
lichens. The sun-embroidered wall or fence
that edges it is black with a bronze-and-gold
roof; its trellises are of white, edged with gold;
as usual, bands of carved and colored orna-
ment divide so as almost to pierce its face; and
its beams are capped with jointings of chiseled
metal. The central gate spots joyously thelong
line of black and gold and color and bronze,
with imposts of white carving, framed in rosy
lacquer, and with gold pillars and a gold lin-
tel, upon which is spread a great white dragon,
and with a high gold pediment, divided by
recesses of golden ornament on ultramarine,
and with golden doors fretted with a fairy fili-
gree of golden ornament.

Through this lovely gate, with an exquisite
inlaid ceiling of pearl and gold and walls of
carved and colored trellises, we pass to the
main shrine, only just behind it.

Here again, less pretense than with Iyéyast,
and greater and more thoughtful elegance.
The long white carved columns of the portico
run straight up to the brackets of its roof —
except where, to support the cross-beam of the
transoms, project red lions’ heads and paws,
looking like great coral buds. The entire
architrave of the building is divided into a
succession of long friezes, stepping farther and
farther out, like a cornice, until they meet the
golden roof. Only a few gold brackets support
the highest golden beam — carvings, color, and
delicate stampings of the lacquer embroider
the gold with a bloom of color. The gold doors
look like jewelers’ work in heavy filigree.
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All within was quiet, in a golden splendor.
Through the small openings of the black-
and-gold gratings a faint light from below left
all the golden interior in a summer shade,
within which glittered on lacquer tables the
golden utensils of the Buddhist ceremonial,
From the coffered ceiling hangs the metal bal-
dachin, like a precious lantern’s chain without
a lamp.

The faces of the priests who were there were
known to us, the elder’s anxious and earnest,
the younger’s recalling an Italian monsignore.
One of them was reading by the uplifted
grating and rose to greet us, and to help to ex-
plain. We entered the narrow passage which
makes the center, through whose returning
walls project, in a curious refimement of in-
vention, the golden eaves of the inner build-
ing beyond. Gratings which were carved and
gilded trellises of exquisite design gave a cool,
uncertain light. We passed out of a trellised
door on to the black lacquered floor of a ve-
randa, and then sat awhile in a simple room
with our hosts to look at temple manuscripts
and treasures, and at the open palanquin which
once brought here the dead Iyémitsi—not re-
duced to ashes, as his grandfather Iyéyast, but
wrapped and covered up in innumerable lay-
ers of costly and preserving vermilion. We
passed into the corridor behind the building
and looked at the picture hanging on the wall,
which faces the mountain and the tomb, in
which Kwan-on the Compassionate sits in
contemplation beside the descending stream
of life. Then for a few moments we entered
by a low door the sanctuary, narrow and
high and with pyramidal roof,

By the flickering torch which alone gave
light, all seemed of gold —the wall, the columns
which run up to the central golden roof, and
the transoms which connect them. In the
darker shade stood a golden shrine, never
opened. Whatever precious details there may
be were bathed in a shade made of reflected
gold. An exquisite feeling of gentle solemnity
filled the place. We passed out suddenly
into the glare of day and under the blazing
blue sky, which hung over the inclosure of
tall trees and the temple like the ceiling of a
tent.

Again a great wall, spotted with moss and
lichens, is built around as an inclosure. It
makes a base for the greater wall of the moun-
tain rising above it, which is covered with for-
est trees, as if the skirting of the wilderness
of northern Japan were here suddenly limited.
Across one single opening, on the side, where
show the seams of the immense cyclopean con-
struction, and joining two corners, broken by
great patches of the shadows of the gigantic
trees, stretches a white wall, heavily roofed,
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against a shadow almost black. In its center
is a strange, white gate-building, moundlike in
shape, absolutely plain, but capped by a great
roof, which is stretched out upon a mass of
brackets, all of gold and colors, and with
carved golden doors, whose central panels are
all fretted and chiseled and stamped with the
Wheel of the Law. Here begin the distant
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through the temples, the same elegance, the
same refinement, the same indifference to the
outrages of time, contrast again with the per-
manence and the forces of nature. With the
fatigue and repetition of the innumerable beau-
ties of gold and color and carving and bronze,
the sense of an exquisite art brings the inde-
finable sadness that belongs to it, a feeling of

LOOKING DOWN ON THE WATER-TANK,

steps leading through the trees to the tomb
where lies the body of Iyémitsii, cased in lay-
ers of vermilion, under golden bronze, like his
grandfather Iyéyasii, and surrounded by the
still more solitary splendor of the forest.

Astonishing as is the contrast to-day, in the
abundance and glory of summer, of the bronze
and the lacquered colors, and the golden carv-
ings, with the wild rocks and trees, the grass
and the mosses, I should like to see in the
snow of winter this richness and glitter and
warmth of red and white and black and gold.

Can it bring out still more the lavishness of
refinement, which wells up as if exhaustless ?
Does its white monotony and the dark of the
great cedars make one feel still more the reck-
lessness of this accumulation of gold and lac-
quer and carving and bronze, all as if unpro-
tected and trusted to the chances of the re-
curring seasons ?

As we repeat each look, on our slow return

VoL. XL.—27.

OR SACRED FONT, FROM THE SECOND GATE.

humility and of the nothingness of man. No-
where can this teaching be clearer than in this
place of the tombs. It is as if they said, se-
renely or splendidly, in color and carving and
bronze and gold: “ We are the end of the lim-
its of human endeavor. Beyond us begins the
other world, and we, indeed, shall surely pass
away, but thou remainest, O Eternal Beauty!"

JAPANESE ARCHITECTURE.,

Nikko, August 2, 1886.— I fear thatof all my
description the refrain of the words gold and
bronze will beall that youwill retain. How canI
have any confidence in my account of anything
so alien, whose analysis involves the necessary
misuse of our terms, based upon another past in
art?—for words in such cases are only expla-
nations or easy mnemonics of a previous sight.
But soon I shall have photographs to send, and
if I can summon courage for work, in this ex-
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treme heat and moisture, 1 shall make some
drawings. But again, these would not give the
essential reasons for things being as they are;
and whatever strange beauties would be noted,
they might appear to have happened, if I may
so say, and not to have grown of necessity. It
is so difficult for our average way of accepting
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things to think of what is called architecture
without expecting structures of stone —some-
thing solid and evidently time-defying.

And yet, if architecture represents the needs
of living of a people, the differences that we
see here will have the same reasonableness that
other devices show elsewhere. The extreme
heat, the sudden torrents of rain, will explain
the far-projecting and curved roofs, the gal-
leries and verandas, the arrangements for open-
ing or closing the sides of buildings by sliding
screens, which allow an adjustment to the heat
or the damp. But weightier reasons than all
these must have directed in the construction
of such great buildings as the temples, and I
think that, putting aside important race influ-
ences, these sufficient reasons will be found in
the volcanic nature of Japan and its frequent
earthquakes. Whatever was to be built must
have had to meet these difficult problems:
how successfully in the past is shown by a
persistence of their buildings which to us seems
extraordinary, for many of them are lasting yet
in integrity for now over a thousand years.

I speak of the influences of race because it
is evident that very many traditions, prejudices,
and symbolic meanings are built into these
forms, and that many of them must have come
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through the teachings of China. Everywhere
the higher architecture, embodied in shrines
and temples, is based on some ideal needs, and
not essentially upon necessities; is, in fact, a
record or expression of a religious idea or mys-
tery. In this case I am too profoundly igno-
rant, as most of us are, to work out origins; but
my mind feels the suggestion of an indefinite
past, that once had meanings and teachings,
just as my eye recognizes in the shape of the
massive temples the image of a sacred box, or
ark, once to be carried from place to place.
There is, perhaps, in this direction a line of
study for the men to come.

Like all true art, the architecture of Japan
has found in the necessities imposed upon it the
motives for realizing beauty, and has adomed
the means by which it has conquered the
difficulties to be surmounted. Hence no foun-
dations, which would compromise the super-
imposed building by making it participate in
the shock given to its base. Hence solid ped-
estals, if I may so call them, or great bases,
upon which are placed only, not built in, the
posts which support the edifice, leaving a space
between this base and the horizontal beams or
floors of the building. The building is thus
rendered elastic, and resumes its place after the
trembling of the earthquake, and the waters of
bad weather can escape without flooding any
foundations.

The great, heavy, curved roof, far over-
hanging, weighs down this structure, and
keeps it straight. An apparently unreasonable
quantity of adjusted timber and beams sup-
ports the ceiling and the roof. Complicated,
tremendous corbelings, brackets grooved and
dovetailed, fill the cornices as with a network ;
but all these play an important practical part,
and keep the whole construction elastic, as
their many small divisions spread the shock.

Still more, in such a building as the charm-
ing pagoda at Iyéyasii’s shrine, which is full one
hundred feet high, slight looking and lithe,
the great beam or mast which makes its cen-
ter does not support from the base, but is cut
off at the foundation ; and hence it acts as a
sort of pendulum, its great weight below re-
tarding the movement above when the carth-
quake comes.

I have heard the whisper of a legend say-
ing that the architect who devised this, to cor-
rect the errors of a rival and partner, was poi-
soned in due time, in jealous return. For those
were happy times when backbiting among ar-
tists took the more manly form of poisoning.

Now besides all this, which gives only the
reason for the make of certain parts which
together form the unity of a single building,
there are other principles before us. Therela-
tion of man to nature, so peculiarly made out
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IN THE THIRD GATE OF THE TEMPLE

in the Japanese beliefs, is made significant,
symbolized or typified through the manner in
which these buildings are disposed. A temple
is not a single unity, as with us, its own begin-
ning and end. A temple is an arrangement
of shrines and buildings meaningly placed,
often, as here, in mountains — a word synony-
mous with temples ; each shrine a statement of
some divine attribute, and all these buildings
spread with infinite art over large spaces, open,
or inclosed by trees and rocks. The buildings
are but parts of a whole. They are enveloped
by nature, the principle and the adornment of
the subtle or mysterious meaning which links
them all together.

OF IVEMITSU, LOOKING TOWARDS THE
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FOURTH.

Besides all this is the religious symbolism
underlying or accompanying all, as once with
us, of which I know too little to speak, but
which can be felt and occasionally detected
because of many repetitions. But this would
carry me beyond my limits; and indeed we
find it very difficult to obtain any more infor-
mation from our instructors, whether they do
not know securely, or whether they reserve it
for better minds and worthier apprehensions.
Nor do I object to this Oriental secrecy or mys-
tery, as it adds the charm of the veil which is
often needed.

And I should wish that soon some one might
undertake to make out in full the harmony of
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proportions which has presided over these
buildings. It is evident thata delicate and prob-
ably minute system of relations, under the ap-
pearance of fantasy, produces here the sense
of unity that alone makes one secure of per-
manent enjoyment. My information on the
subject is fragmentary: I know that the ele-
gant columns are in a set relation to the open-
ings of the temple; that the shape of these
same columns is in another relation to their
exquisite details; that the rafters play an im-
portant part, determining the first departure. I
have seen carpenter’s drawings, with manners
of setting out work and measurements, and I
feel that there is only a study to carry out.

Nor is my wish mere curiosity, or the inter-
est of the antiquarian. What we need to-day
is belief and confidence in similar methods,
without which there is nothing for ourselves
but a haphazard success; no connection with
the eternal and inevitable past, and none with
a future, which may change our materials, but
will never change our human need for har-
mony and order.

You have heard of the little gardens, and
of their exquisite details, in which the Japa-
nese makes a little epitome of nature, arranged
as if for one of his microscopic jewels of
metals, ivory, or lacquer.

Here in our own garden there would seem
no call for an artificial nature. The mountain
slope on which we live must always have been
beautiful ofitself; but for all that, our garden—
that is to say, the space about our landlord’s
house and our own—has been treated with
extreme care. Ourinclosure is framed towards
the great temple groves, and the great moun-
tains behind them, by a high wall of rock,
over which, at a corner edged with moss, rolls
a torrent, making a waterfall that breaks three
times. The pool below, edged with iris that
grow in the garden sand, is crossed by a bridge
of three big flat stones, and empties secretly
away. On each side of the fall, planted in the
rock wall, stands a thick-set paulownia, with
great steady leaves, and bending towards it a
willow, whose branches drop far below itself
and swing perpetually in the draught of the
waterfall. Bunches of pink azalea grow in the
hollows of the rocks, and their reflections red-
den the eddies of the pool. Steps which seem
natural lead up the wall of rock; old pines
grow against it, and our feet pass through their
uppermost branches. On the top is planted a
monumental stone, and from there a little path
runs.along, leading nowhere nowadays, as far
as I can make out. I am right in calling this
mass of rock, which is a spur of the mountain’s
slope, a wall; for I look down from its top to
the next inclosure far below, now overgrown
and wild. What is natural and what was made
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KWAN-ON,

BY OKIO.

by man has become so blended together, or
has always been so, that I can choose to look
at it as my mood may be, and feel the repose
of nature or enjoy the disposing choice of
art.

Where the little bridge crosses over, and
where mossy rocks dip down a little to allow
a passage, edged by a maple and a pine, I
look over across the hidden road to a deserted
yashki, with one blasted tree, all overgrown
with green and melting into distances of trees
which, tier behind tier, reach to a little coni-
cal hill, that is divided and subdivided by
sheets of mist at every change of heat and
damp, so that I feel half as if I knew its forms
perfectly — half as if I could never get them
all by heart.

In the sand of our little garden are set out
clumps of flowers, chrysanthemum mostly,
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and occasionally iris and azalea ; and the two
houses make its other two sides. The priest's
house, an old one, with large thatched roof
projecting in front and supported there by
posts covered with creepers, is nearer the
water, I see the little priest with his young
neophyte curled on the mats in the big front
room whose whole face is open; while in a
break, or wing, is the opening to the practical
housekeeper side of the dwelling.

Our own house, which faces south like the
priest’s, completes the square, as I said. It
is edged on the outside by a small planta-
tion of trees with no character, that stretch
away to the back road and to a wall terracing
a higher ground behind. There a wide space
overgrown with bushes and herbage, that
cover former care and beauty, spreads out in-
definitely towards conical hills hot in the sun,
behind which rises the great volcanic slope of
Nio-ho. A little temple shrine, red, white, and
gold, stands in this heat of sunlight and makes
cooler yet the violets and tender greens of the
great slopes. This is to the north. When I
look towards the west I see broad spaces
broken up by trees, and the corner of Iyéyasi’s
temple wall half hidden by the gigantic cedars,
and as I write, late in the afternoon, the blue
peak of Nan-tai-san rounded off like a globe by
the yellow mist.

The garden, embosomed in this vastness of
nature, feels small, as though it were meant to
be so. Every partisonasmall scale, and needs
few hands to keep things in order. We have
a little fountain in the middle of the garden,
that gives the water for our bath, and sends
a noisy stream rolling through the wooden
trough of the wash-room. The fountain is
made by a bucket placed upon two big stones,
set in a basin, along whose edge grow the
iris, still in bloom. A hidden pipe fills the
bucket, and a long, green bamboo makes a
conduit for the water through the wooden side
of our house. With another bamboo we tap the
water for our bath. In the early morning I sit
in the bath-room and paint this little picture,
through the open side, while A. , upstairs
in the veranda, is reading in Dante’s “ Para-
diso,” and can see, when he looks up, the great
temple roof of the Buddhist Mangwanji.

Occasionally the good lady who takes care
of our priest’s house during his weeks of ser-
vice at the temple of Iyémitsii salutes me
while at my bath, for the heating of which her
servant has supplied the charcoal, She is al-
ready dressed for the day, and in her black
silk robe walks across the garden to dip her
toothbrush in the running water of the cas-
cade. Then in a desultory way she trims the
plants and breaks off dead leaves, and later
the gardener appears and attends to one thing
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after another, even climbing up into the old
pine tree, taking care of it as he does of the
sweet-peas; and I recall the Japanese gardener
whom I knew at our Exposition of 1876, as
I saw him for the last time, stretched on the
ground, fanning the opening leaves of some
plant that gave him anxiety.

Thus the Japanese garden can be made of
very slight materials, and is occasionally re-
duced to scarcely anything, even to a little sand
and a few stones laid out according to a definite
ideal of meaning. A reference to nature,a recall
of the general principles of all landscapes,—
of a foreground, a distance, and a middle
distance; that is to say, a little picture,—is
enough. When they cannot deal with the thing
itself — when they do, they do it consum-
mately —they have another ideal which is not
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so much the making of a real thing as the
making of a picture of it. Hence the scale
can be diminished, without detriment in their
eyes, until it becomes Lilliputian to ours. All
this I take to be an inheritance from China,
modified towards simplicity. I do not know
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to what type our little garden belongs. For
they have in their arrangements manners of
expressing ideas of association, drawing them
from nature itself, or bringing them out by
references to tradition or history, so that I am
told that they aim to express delicate mean-
ings that a Western imagination can hardly
grasp ; types, for instance, conveying the ideas
of peace and chastity, quiet old age, connu-
bial happiness, and the sweetness of solitude.
Does this make you laugh, or does it touch
you—or both ? I wish I knew more about it,
for T am sure that there is much to say.

I have spoken of simplicity. The domestic
architecture is as simple, as transitory, as if it
symbolized the life of man. You can see it all
in the drawings, in the lacquers, and it has re-
cently been treated completely in the charming
book of Professor Morse, Within, the Japanese
house 1s simplicity itself; all is framework, and
moving screens instead of wall. No accumula-
tions, no bric-a-brac; any lady’s drawing-room
with us will contain more odds and ends than
all that T have yet seen together in Japan. The

reserved place of honor, a sort of niche in the
wall, the supposed seat of an ideal guest, has
upon its bench some choiceimage on a stand,
or a vase with elegant disposal of flowers or
plants, and above it the hanging roll with
drawing or inscription. Perhaps some other
inscription or verse, or a few words on a tab-
let upon some cross-beam, and perhaps a small
folding screen. Otherwise all works of art are
put aside in the fireproof storehouse, to be
brought out on occasions. The woodwork is as
simple as it can be—occasionally, some beau-
tiful joinery ; always, when it can be afforded,
exquisite workmanship; and,above all,exquisite
cleanliness. For there are no beds—only
wadded coverlets and the iittle wooden pillow,
which does not disturb the complicated femi-
nine coiffure in the languors of the night. No
tables; food is laid on the cleanly mats, in
many trays and dishes. No chairs; the same
mats that serve for bedstead and table serve
for seats, with, perhaps, a cushion added.
And this is all the same for all, from em-
peror’s palace to little tradesman’s cottage.
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There is nothing, apparently, but what is neces-
sary, and refinement in disposing of that. The
result is sometimes cold and bare. There is
the set look of an insistence upon an idea —
the idea of doing with little : a noble one,
certainly ; as, for instance, when the emperor’s
palace at Kioto is adorned merely by the
highest care in workmanship and by the names
of the artists who painted the screen walls—
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in solitary contradiction to the splendor and
pomp of all absolute rulers, no storchouse for
the wasted money of the people, but an ex-
ample of the economy which should attend
the life of the ruler. It is possible that when I
return 1 shall feel still more distaste for the
barbarous accumulations in our houses, and
recall the far more civilized emptiness per-
sisted in by the more esthetic race.

John La Farge.

TRACK ATHLETICS IN AMERICA.

NGLAND has been in advance
{8l of us in track athletics, as in
many other branches of sports,
having long ago learned the
advantages of all outdoor ex-
ercise. But Americans are
already realizing that the unfailing laws of
nature demand more attention to the physical
welfare of the body, and base-ball, foot-ball,
and boating have done much for us; but
track athletics offer a wider field, as they
give more opportunity for individual endeavor,

THE ONE-HUNDRED-YVARD DASH—THE

and demand nothing of that team work or
united exercise which must always place some-
thing of a limit upon the universal enjoyment
of and participation in the other sports.
The professional side offers but little of in-
terest to us beyond the records. The reason
for this is that, in America at least, professional
running is, like professional sculling, under a
heavy cloud of questionable practices in the

way of buying and selling races. Certain of the
more recent additions to the professional ranks
are men of better character, and men whose
conduct will eventually tell favorably towards
an increase of interest in professional running.

The amateur ranks, however, offer a very
different phase of the subject. Two classes
may be at once selected ; not because they are
actually distinct, but because their growth has
been different, and because the conditions un-
der which they exist must always differ con-
siderably. These two classes are college athletes

START:

and other amateurs. College athletes are com-
peting more and more in the general amateur
meetings, and it is not improbable that they
will eventually join with a general association
of amateurs.

Of English universities Oxford was the first
to possess an organized athletic club. This was
forty years ago, and in a few years Cambridge
followed, for a time even taking the lead in



AN ARTIST'S LETTERS FROM JAPAN.

BY JOHN LA FARGE.

WITH PICTURES BY THE AUTHOR.

SKETCHING.

RIIKKO SAN, August r2,—The
enchantment of idleness is no
longer to be lived in, of mere
enjoyment of what I see. I have
now to feel the bitterness of
work, of effort of memory and
analysis, and to become responsible to myself
for what I see, and for the accuracy with which
I see it: just as my quieting inhalation of the
Buddhist air is disturbed by the intellectual
necessity of giving to myself some account of
formulas, and, later, unfortunately of rendering
to you this same account of my impressions.
And yet I feel so delightfully lazy, so much as
if T were in a Newport in which all should be
new, All this place has become more and more
enchanting. I am sure that I shall go with the
regret of not having painted whatever I shall
leave untried ; all so preferable, undoubtedly, to
what shall have been done. Everything here
exists for a painter’s delight, everything com-
poses or makes pleasant arrangements, and the
little odds and ends are charming, so that 1
sometimes feel as if I liked the small things
that 1 have discovered better than the greater
which I am forced to recognize.

And then all looks wild and natural, as if
undisturbed by man ; but no one can tell in a
place where nature is so admirable, so admired,
and so adored.

I like the old roads between yaskki walls,
broken up with torrents and bridges; and
the small shrines and sacred trees, which
have no great point but that they are pretty,
and so far away — in the infancy of the world.
Stones and rocks that are sacred — why and
wherefore no one exactly knowing; only that
it is so, and has been so for a long, long time.

Three thousand years ago Europe was so,
with paganism — the peasant or earth belief —
gradually lost to our comprehension except
through hearsay. So we are accustomed to
write of the sacred grove; and here it s,
all about me, as if history were made living.
The lovely scenery reminds me continually
of what has been associated with it ; a civili-
zation which has been born of it, has never
separated from nature, has its religion, its art,

and its historic associations entangled with all
natural manifestations. The great Pan might
still be living here, in a state of the world
which has sanctified trees and groves, and as-
sociated the spirit world with every form of
the earthly dwelling-place. I feel as if I were
nearer than I can be through books to the old
world we try to rebuild by collation of facts
and documents.

Could a Greek come back here he would
find his “soul-informed rocks,” and all that
he thought divine or superstitious, even to the
very “impressions of Aphrodite.” The sacred-
ness that lives here in mountains would seem
all natural to him, as would the stories of
mountain gods who ages ago met here the
advance of the Buddhist priests. For Bud-
dhism has joined with the earthly faith in at-
taching religious value to solitary places and
mountain heights, and many are the stories
which link these two beliefs from the early
times. As for instance, when Shodo Shonin in
his wanderings came here and “ opened up ”
the mountans of Nikko. For this saintly dis-
coverer, dwelling in early youth among sacred
caves, and a devout reverer of the native and
Buddhist deities, had long dreamed of won-
drous things on distant mountains, of celes-
tial or spiritual beings, visible even to the eye,
and pursued his search according to holy
vows and under celestial guidance.

Where the red lacquer bridge now goes
over the Dayagawa, Shodo Shonin first crossed
upon the fairy snake bridge, which, like a
rainbow spanning the hills, was thrown over
for him by a mysterious colossal god of the
mountain. Here, a few yards off, he built the
shrine in honor of his helper the * great King
of the Deep Sand.” This was in the year 767
of our era; and in 782, after much previous
exploration, he reached the summit of Nan-
tai-san, and met the tutelary gods of Nikko,
who promised to watch over the welfare of
Japan and the progress of the new religion.
These three gods were long worshiped there-
after at the foot of the mountain, on the bank
of the lake, named Chiusen-ji by him, along
with the Buddhist incarnations whose temple
he established there. So that these primordial
divinities were looked upon by certain Bud-
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dhist eyes as what they named “temporary
manifestations ” of the great essences known
as Amida, Buddha, and Kwan-on.

Last evening, near the back of the rock upon
which is the tomb of Iyéyasi, I followed some
zigzag stone steps that lead up to a little shrine,
dark among the trees, in which is the figure
of an old man with powerful legs— the master
pilgrim Enno-Sho-kaku. Why his shrine was
exactly there I have not clearly made out;
but certainly, as a mountain spirit, his being
here is appropriate. For, born a miraculous
child, he loved from infancy the solitari-
ness of woods far up the mountains. The rain

never wet him; no living things of the forest

were ever hurt by him, even through chance;
he lived, as they might, on nuts and berries,
clothed in the tree’s own dress, of the tendrils
of the wistaria, Thus he passed forty years
among mountains and waterfalls, under direc-
tions received in dreams, to bring the wild
places beneath the dominion of Buddha. T'wo
hill spirits served him and provided him with
fuel and water. The life of nature became his,
and he moved through water or through air
as easily as his mind dwelt in the present and
the future.

Naturally, too, when he touched the world
of men he was maligned and persecuted ; but
even then, when exiled to an island in the sea,
he could fly back at night to revisit his mother,
or ascend his beloved mountains, while sub-
mitting obediently in the daylight to the pres-
ence of his guards. Naturally, too, his evil days
came to an end, and he was freed, and finally
flitted away towards China, and has never re-
appeared. With him in the little shrine are his
faithful imps, painted red and green, and out
of the darkness his wooden image with a long
white beard looked absolutely real in the rainy
twilight. Enormousironsandals hung on every
side, offerings of pilgrims anxious to obtain legs
as sturdy as those of the pilgrim patron. Had
I been able to leave my own I should have
done so, for never have I felt as weakened and
unenergetic as I have become in this idle cli-
mate. We could just see the white stone steps
of the little road as we came down the steep
hill through the wood to the gate of Iyémit-
sii’s tomb.

AvcusT 16.— The languor that oppresses
me does not disappear, and I live with alterna-
tions of exertion that reflect the weather. There
has been an immense amount of sunshine and
the same amount of rain, compressing into a

single day as much as would suffice at home .

for weeks of summer and winter. Suddenly,
from hot blue skies, come down the cloud and
the wet. The lovely little hills or mountains
opposite our house, round out, all modeled
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and full, in glossy green, to be painted in an-
other hour with thin washes of gray, thick-
ened with white, as in the single colored
designs of the old Limoges enamels. Then
their edges grow sharp and thin, and are
stamped against further mists, like pale prints
of the Japanese designs, making me see those
pictures increased to life-size. And I realize how
accurate these are, even to the enlarged ap-
pearance of the great trees which fringe their
tops and edges, as these are seen through the
broken, wet veil of moisture. And even here,
again, I am puzzled as to whether art has
helped nature.

Avcust 17.— Yesterday I suffered seriously
from the heat. 1 had gone to the little flat
tableland that lies to the north behind our
house, through which runs a small road, un-
traveled and grass-grown, connecting some-
where or other with the road of the great
temples. I had intended to study there for
several reasons; one, among others, because
I saw every day, as I looked through my
screens, a little typical landscape-picture of
Japan. Nearby, a small temple shrine all ver-
milion in the sun, with heavy, black, oppres-
sive roof; then a stretch of flat tableland,
overgrown with trees and bushes, from which
stood up a single high tree, with peaceful
horizontal branches; on® each side, conical
hills, as if the wings of a stage-scene; far be-
yond, a tumble of mountains behind the great
depression of the river hidden out of sight;
and above, and farther yet, the great green
slopes that lead to the peak of Nio-ho. It
was very hot, and all the clouds seemed far
away, the sun very high in the early noon,
and noshade. I passed the new priests’ houses
of the old temple near us, where are billeted,
to the inconvenience of the owners, many sailor
boys sent all the way from the navy yard of
Okotsuka, so that they escape the cholera, as
we are doing. They are usually washing their
clothes in the torrent that runs under the bridge
of three carved stones, which I have to pass
to get into the little path, frequented by gad-
flies, that takes me up to my sketching-ground.
Were it not for the amiably obtrusive curiosity
of these youngsters in their leisure hours, I
should pass through their courtyard into the
shady spaces near the little temples and the
three-storied pagoda, which the priests” houses
adjoin.

I am always courteously saluted by the
priests, and one of them, living there in vaca-
tion time, I know. He is off duty at the tem-
ples of Iyémitsii, and I have seen him at the
home of our friends. I send you a sketch of
his face, which appears to me impressed by
sincerity and a certain anxiety, very sympa-
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thetic. When I sketch near the pagoda I see
him occasionally ringing the hanging-bell or
cymibal, with the same step and air of half-
unconscious performance of habitual duty that
I remember so well in Catholic priests whom
I knew as a boy.

Here the memory of Shodo Shonin comes
up again, with a confusion of intention in the
assembled worship of Buddhist and native
divinities. For the “opener of mountains”
built the temple here to the same god, with
the never-ending name, whom he met on the
summit of Nan-tai-san, And the adjoining
chapel, dedicated to Kwan-on, means that
she was in reality the essential being, behind
the temporary manifestation, that assumed the
name and appearance of this mountain god,
the genius loci. And the Latin words bring
back the recollection of curious stones in the
mossy green shade, to which is attached the
meaning of the oldest past; for they are
“male” and *female” —emblems and images
of earliest worship, empowered to remind and
perhaps obscurely to influence.

Seated at last under my umbrella, I could
feel the hot moisture rising from the grass be-
neath me. The heated hills on each side wore
a thin interlacing of violet in the green of
their pines. The mountains across the river
were frosted in the sunlight, with the thinnest
veil of a glitter of wet.

Between them great walls of vapor rose
from the hidden river, twisting into draperies
that slowly crawled up the slopes of the great
mountain. Far off, its top was capped with
cloud, whose mass descended in a shower
over its face and between its peaks, and kept
all its nearer side in a trembling violet shadow.

Above the peak the great mass of fog spread
to the farthest mountains, letting their highest
tops shine through with a pale blue faintness
like that of sky. But the great back of the
long slope was distinct, and of a vivid green
against the background of violet mountains.
So solid and close-packed it looked under the
high light, that one might forget that this
green was not of turf, firm under foot, but was
a trackless waste of tall grasses high as a
man’s head. Farther on against the northern
sky the eastern slope was golden and sharp.
In the highest sky of fiery blue large cumulus
clouds shone above and through the fog,
whose ragged edge blew like a great flag
towards the south. The little temple blazed
in vermilion, one side all lighted up, its black
tiled roof hot in the sun. In the shadow of
its porch the columns and entablature were
white, and pale gold and green.

My attempt to render the light and heat
lasted for two or three hours: my damp um-
brella seemed penetrated by the light, my skin
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wasscorched and blistered, and a faint dizziness
kept warning me to get back to a larger
shade. When I yielded, I was only just able
to reach my welcome mats, saved from some-
thing worse by my very scorching. Since yes-
terday I have been ill; not sleeping, but
dreaming uncomfortably; and visited and
comforted, however, by our fair hostess and
the doctor,

Murmurs of Buddhistic conversation re-
main in my mind; vague stories of life in
Southern monasteries, of refined ascetic life,
of sublimated delicate food, of gentle miracu-
lous powers, known to the favored few that

“behold them at times; of ascensions and dis-

appearances like those of the pilgrim saint
of whom I was telling you yesterday —all of
which talk mingles with the vague intent of
my painting. For I had proposed to make
my studies serve for the picture of the ** Ascen-
sion ”; to use the clouds and the wilderness for
my background; and to be, at least for mo-
ments, in some relation to what I have to
represent; that is to say, in an atmosphere
not inimical, as ours is, to what we call the
miraculous. Here, at least, I am not forced to
consider external nature as separate and op-
posed, and I can fall into moods of thought,
or, if you prefer, of feeling, in which the edges
of all things blend, and man and the outside
world pass into each other.

Avucust 17.— And so, often, I like to think
of these trees and rocks and streams, as if
from them might be evolved some spiritual
essence. Has not Cakyamuni said that all
(living) beings possess the nature of Buddha,
that is to say, the absolute nature. The sun,
the moon, the earth, and the innumerable stars
contain within themselves the absolute nature,
So for the little flowers, the grass, the clouds
that rise from the waters, the very drop of
water itself; for they are begotten of nature
absolute, and all form a part of it, however great,
however small. Absolute nature is the essence
of all things, and is the same as all things.
This absolute nature will be as are the waters
of the sea, if we picture it, and its modes will
be as the waves, inseparable from the waters.
Thus the absolute and all things will be iden-
tical, inseparable views of the same existence.
This nature will be both essence and force, and
appearance and manner. And so, my friends
here, of the sect which holds the temple,
might teach me that the little plants, the great
mountains, and the rushing waters can become
Buddhas.

In these pantheistic sympathies 1 dimly
recall that another sect finds three great mys-
teries in its esoteric view of the world. The
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OLD PAGODA NEAR THE PRIESTS

wind whistling through the trees, the river
breaking over its rocks, the movements of man
and his voice,—or, indeed, his silence,— are
the expression of the great mysteries of body,
of word, and of thought. These mysteries are
understood of the Buddha, but evolution culti-
vated by the “true word,” or doctrine, will allow
man, whose mysteries are like the mysteries of
the Buddhas, to become like unto them.

But since the path is open for all to Buddha-
hood ; since these animals that pass me, this
landscape about me, can become divine; why,
alas, are not men more easily carried to that
glorious end ? It is because we are living in
the present; and as that present must have had
a past, since nothing is lost and nothing dis-
appears, so it will have a future; and that fu-
ture depends on the present and on the past.
Changes and transformations are only a “play "
of cause and effect, since spirit and matter are
one in absolute nature, which in its essence
can neither be born nor be dissolved. Actual

VoL, XL.—76.

FROM JAPAN. 569

HOUSES,

life is absolutely determined by the influencing
action of merit and demerit in past existence,
as the future will be determined by present
causes, so that it is possible for the soul to
pass through the six conditions, of the infernal
being, the phantom, the beast, the demon,
the human, and the celestial, and, through
painful transmigration, to reach the supreme
salvation of Nirvana. Then will end the uni-
versal metamorphoses, the trials, the expia-
tions, the unceasing whirlwind of life. Illu-
sion will cease, and reality last, in the complete
calm of absolute truth.

NIRVANA,

Have I told you my story of the word Nir-
vana, as used by the reporter at Omaha, who
managed to interview us? The association of
a reporter with any of the four states of Nir-
vana may seem impossible to you—but this
is the way it happened.
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RED OF

Owingto A being the brother ofthe pres-
ident of the road, we were naturally suspected
of business designs when we acknowledged
that we were going to Japan, and, in my short-
sighted wisdom, I thought that I should put
to rout our interviewer by “allowing” that

A PRIEST.

PORTRAIT OF

THE DAYAGAWA,

l

NIKKO.

the purpose of our going was to find Nirvana.
I had misjudged the mind of the true reporter,
and did not expect the retort, “Are you not
rather late in the season ? ” Whether he knew
or “ builded better,” he had certainly pointed
out the probable result. I often recur to this
episode when, as now, I enjoy, in dreaming
action, that Nirvana which is called condi-
tioned ; that state of the terrestrial Dbeing
who understands truth by the extinction of
passions, but who is yet indeed very much
tied to the body —if I may speak so lightly
of what is a contemplation of and absorption
in eternal truth, a rest in supreme salvation.

Or all the images that I see so often, the
one that touches me most— partly, perhaps,
because of the Eternal Feminine—is that of
the incarnation that is called Kwan-on, when
shown absorbed in the meditations of Nir-
vana.

You have seen her in pictures, seated near
some waterfall, and 1 am continually reminded
of her by the beautiful scenes about us, of
which the waterfall is the note and the charm.
Were it not that I hate sight-seeing, I should
have made pilgrimages, like the good Japa-
nese, to all the celebrated ones which are about.
Exercise, however, during the day is difficult
to me, and I don’t like being carried, and the
miserable horses of the peasants are awfully
slow and very stumbly, We go about in sin-
gle file, perched on the saddles upon their
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humped backs, each horse led by the owner,
usually a trousered peasant girl. Lately on
our visits to waterfalls we have passed the
wide bed of the second river, which makes an
island of our mountain—a great mountain
river bed, filled with stones and boulders,

MOUNTAINS IN FOG

through which the waters, now very low, divide
into rushing torrents ; while in the winter this is
a tremendous affair, and in flood-times the very
boulders are carried away. Far down at Tm-
aichi, some six miles off, is shown one of the
long row of stone Buddhas, several hundred
in number, which line the right bank of the
main river, the Dayagawa, near the deep pool
called Kamman-ga-fuchi,

[t was there that I drew the biggest of them
all, on one of my first days here, a statue of
Jizo, with Nan-tai-san half veiled in the dis-
tance behind him—a great cedar shading
him, and all but the little path and the bridge

S7x

of a single stone overgrown with weeds and
bushes. These gods along the river are all
ugly and barbarous,— country gods, as it were,
—alien as possible, while the nature about
them, though strange, is not so far away
from me.

BEFORE OUR HOUSE.

Their ugliness was accentuated by a sort of
efflorescence, or moss growth, curled and rag-
ged by weather, made of inmumerable slips of
paper pasted upon them by troops of pilgrims
to the holy places, who make a point of thus
marking off their visits to each successive sa-
cred object. Fortunately, they are what the
Japanese call “ wet gods,” that is to say, un-
protected by roof or temple, and the rains of
heaven cleanse them and leave only the black
and white of the lichens. They always wor-
ried me like a bad dream when I passed them
in the evening, on my way home from work,
and I can sympathize with the superstition



572

which makes it impossible to count them.
But this is on the Dayagawa, the main con-
fluent which rushes down from Lake Chiu-
zenji. Our path led through the other river,
over causeways and bridges, up to the hills on
the other side, and to a high moorland from
which the immense southern plain and dis-
tant mountains appeared swimming in light.
Two faint blue triangles in the air were the
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possible way that I could imagine, expressed
her adherence to the ways of nature, met
with the disaster of having her back hair come
down; for then, with a shriek, she dropped
the rein, and retired, blushing, behind the
nearest . tree, where, in equal hurry, another
girl guide proceeded to console her, and to
re-arrange the proper structure of shining
black hair and ivory pins.

PEASANT GIRLS AND MOUNTAIN HORSES OF KIKKO.

peaks of Tsiikiiba; nearer on the west, the
mountains of Nikko were covered with cloud,
through which the sunburst poured down upon
their bases.

As we rode we passed beneath plantations
covered with water, so that their mirror, at the
level of the eye, reflected the mountains and
clouds and upper sky in a transparent pic-
ture, spotted with innumerable tufts of brilliant
green. And then we dismounted at a little
tea-house, and sat under a rustic arbor, while
our feminine grooms, stripping to the waist,
wiped and sponged their sweating arm-pits
and bosoms, n unconcernedness of sex. Yet,
when they noticed my sketching them, as
if T did not take their nakedness for granted,
sleeves and gowns were rapidly pulled over
the uncovered flesh. So true it is that con-
duct depends upon the kind of attention it
calls for. Nor was the universal standard of
feminine propriety unrespected by them, when,
on our return, my guide, who had, in every

Then we descended by a narrow path, over
which hung tree-camellias, still spotted with
their last white blossoms, whose edges were
rusted by the heat.

The main fall of Urami-no-Taki drops into
a deep basin, edged by rocks, from a hollow
in the highest hill, over which hang great
trees. On each side lesser cascades rush or
tumble over the rocky faces, and under the
main column small streams slide down, or
drop in thin pillars to joinit. There is a path,
frequented by pilgrims, which passes behind
and underneath the fall, so that we can stand
behind and look through it, whence its name.
All is wilderness; but a high relief of the
protector Fudo, guardian and friend of such
places, is carved in the rock behind the falls,
and shows through the rumpled edges of the
water. All was in shade, except where the sun
struck in the emerald hollow above the fall,
or where a beam lighted up here and there a
patch of the great and small cascades, or the



AN ARTIST'S LETTERS FROM JAPAN.

573

STATUE OF

trees and rocks about them. And here, again,
the intense silence, broken by the rush of the
waterfall, recalled the pictures of Kwan-on,
whose meaning and whose images bring back
to me the Buddhistic idea of compassion,
The deity, or goddess, seated in abstraction
by the falling waters of life, represents, I sup-
pose, more especially an ideal of contempla-
tion, as the original Indian name indicated, 1
think ; but her name to-day is that of the
Compassionate One.

Of the divinity’s many incarnations one has
interested me as typical, and will amuse you.
It is when —in the year 696 p. c., though
the precise date is not exactly material — this
power is born as a girl, daughter to one of the
many kings of China. Then follows a legend
like that of Saint Barbara. She is in no hurry
to follow her princess’s duty of getting married,
and pleasing her parents thereby. She is sat-
isfied with a virgin life, and makes delays by
persuading her father to build palaces for her
bridal to come; and when all this has heen
done, and there is no final escape, she ends by
an absolute refusal of marriage. At which,

OYA  JIZO.

evidently from a long experience of the use-
lessness of argument with her sex, her father
cuts her head off, and I regret to say that she
thereupon goes to Hell. I suppose that she
goes there, because, however laudable and
high her ideal of life might have been, it
should have been confined within the views
of her country, that is to say, of obedience to
parents first and foremost. However, she went
there, and put up with it, and that so admira-
bly that the divinity who rules the place was
obliged to dismiss her, for her contentment
with her lot was spreading as an example to
the damned, and threatened the very existence
of Hell. Since then her appearances again in
this world have been on errands of compas-
sion and of help, Nor is this constant willing-
ness to act on behalf of others, and thereby
to leave the realm of absolute peace, incom-
patible with that continual contemplation of
which her pictures or images offer an ideal, en-
chanting to me.

For, indeed, the fourth Nirvana is that state
of truth in which supreme salvation is not dis-
tinct from sorrowful transmigration, and for
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these blessed beings this is Nirvana; that,
possessing the fullness of wisdom, they cannot
desire to delay in transmigration, nor do they
reénter Nirvana, because they feel the extreme
of compassion for other beings.

For, in the Buddhist doctrine, compassion
is the first of all virtues, and leads and is the
essence of the five cardinal virtues, which
are— note the sequence—pity, justice, ur-
banity, sincerity, and wise behavior. To the
Buddhist, the pitiless are the ungodly. Hence
the teaching of kindliness to all living beings,
which is one of the “pure precepts” of the
“greater vehicle,” and through which all be-
ings can obtain salvation,

For the happiness, which is the aim of
Buddhism, is not limited to the individual,
but is to be useful, to be of profit, to all man-

(THEY

ECAUSE thy prayer hath never fed
Dark Ate with the food she craves,
Because thou dost not hate (they said),
Nor joy to step on foemen’s graves:
Because thou canst not hate, as we,
How poora creature thou must be,
Thy veins as pale as ours are red !
Goto! Love loves thee not (they said).

Because by thee no snare was spread
"T'o baffle Love —if Love should stray,
Because thou dost not watch (they said)
To strictly compass Love each way:
Because thou dost not watch, as we,
Nor jealous Care hast lodged with thee,
To strew with thorns a restless bed —
Go to! Love loves thee not (they said).

Because thy feet were not misled

To jocund ground, yet all infirm,

Because thou art not fond (they said),

Nor dost exact thine heyday term :

Because thou art not fond, as we,

How dull a creature thou must be,

Thy pulse how slow —yet shrewd thy head!
Go to! Love loves thee not (they said).

SAID.)

kind —a happiness which can only be moral,
but which must act on the body as intimately
as the soul is united with it.

These are the aspirations of higher Buddhism
—its supreme end, to achieve the happiness
of this life and of the future one —of the in-
dividual and of humanity, but differently, ac-
cording to times and circumstances and human
powers. In its full ideal here below civil and
religious society would be the same; the con-
tinual rest of Nirvana becoming finally insep-
arable from our transmigrations — our passions
living together with complete wisdom, and
our further existence not demanding, then, an-
other world. And if civilization shall have
finally perfected the world of mind and the
world of matter, we shall have here below Nir-
vana, and we shall dwell in it as Buddhas.

John La Farge.

SAID.)

Because thou hast not roved to wed
With those to Love averse or strange,
Because thou hast not roved (they said),
Nor ever studied artful change:

Because thou hast not roved, as we,
Love paid no ransom rich for thee,

Nor, seeking thee, unwearied sped.

Go to! Love loves thee not (they said).

Ay, so ! because thou thought’st to tread
Love's ways, and all his bidding do,
Because thou hast not tired (they said),
Nor ever wert to Love untrue:

Because thou hast not tired, as we,
How tedious must thy service be ;

Love with thy zeal is surfeited !

Go to! Love loves thee not (they said).

Because thou hast not wanton shed

On every hand thy heritage,

Because thou art not flush (they said),
But hast regard to meager Age:
Because thou art not flush, as we,

How strait thy cautious soul must be,
How well thy thrift stands thee in stead!
Goto! Love loves thee not (they said).

And therefore, look thou not for bread —
For wine and bread from Love’s deep store,
Because thou hast no need (they said);

But us he 1l feast for

evermore !

Because thou hast no need, as we,

Sit in his purlicus, thou, and see

How with Love’s bounty we are fed.

Go to! Love loves thee not (they said).

Edith M. Thomas.
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fleshly lips might have been thought rather
coldly and unwillingly given.

In the great pits, yawning wider and deeper
every year, men and engines, in sunshine and
in storm, delve all the seasons through. When
the landscape is bright under the summer sun
they may be seen, like ants toiling in their cells,
hundreds of feet below the surface. Now and
then an ant grows into a burly, grimy man,
climbing the giddy stairs; or a small water-
carrier, bearing, with careful steps, his heavy
bucket to the thirsty workmen, at last becomes
an ant in the moving throngs below.

Inwinter,when the barbaric towers of marble
piled along the quarry’s brink look dingy under
their whiter copings of snow, such volumes of
smoke and steam rise out of the caverns that
more is heard than seen of the workers and
their work. It is a devils’ caldron, bubbling
with spit of engines, clink of drills, and mur-
mur of smothered voices. For an instant a

dark form is disclosed, as if tossed upward

from the seething deep; but immediately it
fades away in a vapory blur and is lost. One
of these gaping caverns with glittering teeth
of ice, shining cold and cruel through the curl-
ing breath of panting hid-
den engines, might have
served the old painters as a
model for the jaws of death.
That out of this jagged,
murky pit should come
beautiful forms seems
such a miracle as
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the blossoming of the water-lily from the mud
and ooze of a stagnant pool. As one watches
the quarried blocks swung slowly up from it
by the long arms of the derrick the old idea
of the form imprisoned in the stone is brought
to mind, and he wonders what the chisel may
set free from one and another. From this
clouded stone the jambs and mantel of a fire-
place, or a tombstone ? Shall it mark the point
where human life centers, or where it finds a
common, inevitable end? From that huge,
rough, white cube the stern-faced warrior, or
smiling girl,or gentle mother and dimpled child?
One guess he may make with almost certainty
of them all, that they hold in some form the
idol worshiped by all mankind — the mighty
dollar.

The sunset burns out behind the bristling
ridges of the Taconics, and the clink of drills,
champ of channeling machines, cough of en-
gines, and shouts of teamsters cease, and there
15 heard only the dull rumble of machinery
and the monotonous swish of saws in the
mills.

The great derricks stand black and tall
against the darkening sky like towering genii
guarding the stony treasure
that lies beneath their long,
gaunt arms and giant web
of iron guys. Over the
scene so lately brightened by
the sun and bustling with
~~_  busy life steal silence,

. weirdness, and gloom,

Rowland E. Robinson.

SURFACE.

AN ARTIST'S LETTERS FROM JAPAN.

BY JOHN LA FARGE.

WITH PICTURE BY THE AUTHOR.

SKETCHING.

UGUST 24.—In the afternoon
I go through the little road to-
wards the west, whose walls are
spotted with mosses and creep-
ers, and where the gutters are
filled with clear, noisy torrents,

echoing in answer to the general sound of wa-

ters. Rarely do I meet any one— perhaps some
trousered peasant girls, drowsily leading pack-
horses, or naked peasants, with muscles of yel-
low bronze, carrying brushwood on their backs.

The sun is at its hottest. Above the beat of
the waters rises the perpetual, strident, inter-
minable cry of the locusts, like the shrill voice
of mourners in this abode of tombs—the
voice of dust and aridity. I turn a corner of
high wall and tall trees and enter, through
a dilapidated gateway and up some high
steps in the wall, an open space whose un-
known borders are concealed behind the enor-
mous trunks of cryptomeria. For weeks
carpenters have been slowly repairing a tem-
ple building in this court, the big beams and
planks of freshly cut wood perfuming the place
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with the smell of cedar. In the grass and on
the broken pavement lie moldering fragments
of the older work, still with a waxy covering
of the red lacquer which holds together the
dark dusty fibers.

A little Dbell-tower, lacquered red, stands
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trees, each of their trunks almost filling, from
side to side, the entire width of the surface.
They are planted irregularly, As the upper
ends of the banks are less high from the ground,
I climb up, and sit to sketch against one of
the ragged and splintered trunks, Forall these

OUR LANDLORD THE

near the other entrance to which I pass, That
one has its wall and high fence all lacquered
red, and a gateway also red and spotted with
yellow and gray mosses. Down its big steps I
go, seeing just before me, through the gigantic
trees and their gray and red trunks, the face of
the tall pagoda, which flanks one side of the
court before Iyéyasii and whose other side turns
towards theavenue of Iyémitsii. Theroad upon
which I come is the avenue of Iyéyasi. Three
different slopes lead within it to the paved
court where stands the high Torii of stone,
through which one goes by the middle path to
the high steps and the wall, the boundary of
the temple. Two great banks, blocked with
great dressed stones, divide the three paths—
the central path being cut into wide steps which
lead up to the Torii. Oneach of these masses
of earth and masonry grow great cryptomeria

BUDDHIST PRIEST.

late afternoons but one all has been the
same. Far above me, through the needle
branches of bright or shadowy green, large
white clouds roll and spread in a brilliant,
blotty, wet, blue sky. The court is framed in
dark green, all above dazzling in light. The
great Torii stands in the half shade — the edge
of its upper stone shining as if gilded with
yellow moss, and stains of black and white
and rusty red contrasting with the delicate
gilded inscriptions incised on the lower part of
the two supporting columns.

Beyond, the white wall and steps of the tem-
ple inclosure are crowned with white stone pal-
ingsand ared lacquer wall behind them, and the
red lacquer and bronze-roofed gateway. Here
and there gold glitters on the carvings and on
the ends of its many roof beams. Near it the
great gray tree-trunks are spaced, and out of
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the green branches shows the corner of the
stable of the Sacred Horses. Its gray walls
are spotted in places with gold and color. Be-
yond it are the red walls of one of the treas-
ure houses, made of beams with slanting edges;
and in the gable under its black eaves two
symbolic animals, the elephant and the tapir,
are carved and painted gray and white on the
gilded wall. At this distance the bands of
many colored ornament make a glimmering
of nameless color. Farther back in the trees
spots of heavy black and shining gold mark
the roofs of other buildings. The great trees
near me almost hide the great pagoda, and T
can see of it only a little red, and the green
under its many eaves, which melts like a haze
into the green of the trees.

All these effects of color and shape seem
but as a decoration of the trees, and as modes
of enhancing their height and their stillness.
The great court becomes nothing but a basin
with highly finished edges, sunk into the mass
of mountain greenery. The Torii, alone, stands
lonely and mysterious. On the space between
its upper stone beams is placed a great blue
tablet with gold letters that designate the
sacred posthumous name of Iyéyasi.

It is late in the year, and the place is no
longer filled with pilgrims. I look down, oc-
casionally, on a few stragglers who come up
the steps below me — a few pilgrims in white
dresses ; peasants, sometimes with their chil-
dren; Japanese tourists, who even here, at
home, seem out of place. This afternoon a
couple of women, earnestly whispering, sailed
across the court and turned the corner of the
avenue of lyémitsii — with toes turned in, as
is the proper thing in this land of inversion.
Their dresses of gray and brown and black
hadall the accentuated refinement of simplicity
in color which is the character of good taste
here, and which gives one the gentle thrill of
new solutions of harmony. QOur own absurd-
ities were not unknown to them, for their vel-
vet slits of eyes were partly hid under eye-
glasses, in emulation of Boston or Germany.
They might have been ladies; I am ndt suffi-
ciently clear yet as to limits: perhaps they were
geiskhas, who now, I understand, learn German
and affect the intellectual look of nearsighted-
ness. If they were, they were far above the
two little creatures that posed for me yester-
day — with all the impatience of girls, who,
knowing what it was all about, still could not
put up with the slow ways of European work,
when their own artists would have been as
agile and rapid and sketchy as themselves.

The geishas are one of the institutions of

apan; a reminder of old, complete civilizations
like that of Greece. They are voluntary exiles
from regular society and family, if one can
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speak of consent when they are usually
brought up to their profession of the * gay
science " from early girlhood. They cultivate
singing and dancing, and often poetry, and all
the accomplishments and most of the exqui-
site politeness of their country. They are the
ideals of the elegant side of woman. Upon
them is placed the entertainment of guests, and
the solace of idle hours. They are the /e
lairai of the old Greeks — and sometimes they
are all that that name implies. Butmno one has
the right to assume it from their profession,
any more than that all liberties are bordered
by possible license.

The two who consented to pose for me, at
the same price and no more than I should have
paid them had I called them in to entertain
me or my guests with singing and dancing,
were, the one, a town, the other, a country
girl ; and little by little they showed the differ-
ence, at first very slight to a foreigner, by all
the many little things which obtain every-
where. And it was a source of quiet amuse-
ment for me to see them posture, in what they
call their dances, in the very rooms of our
landlord the priest’s house, where I have so
often watched him sitting while his pupil bent
over his writing, an antique picture, like so
many Eastern scenes of the ideal of contem-
plative monastic study. But our little priest
is away, on service at the temple of Iyémitsq,
and his house is kept for him in his absence by
some devout lady parishioner, who lent us the
apartment more convenient than ours, and who
undoubtedly shared in the amusement herself,
And I asked myself if there had been a secret
ceremony of purification afterwards.

I saw, too, lingering at the corner of Iyé-
mitsii, the litter of a great lady, said to be the
beauty of the court; but I was content to have
her remain mysterious to me, and tried not to
regret my indolence, when my companion
twitted me with his presentation to her, and
to associate her only with the clear porcelains
that bear her princely name. And then, again,
the priests of the temple of Tyéyasii came down
to meet some prince, looking like great butter-
flies in green and yellow, and capped with
their shining black hats. The youngest waved
his fan at me in recognition, and gaily floated
back up the high white steps and into the
sunny inclosures beyond, more and more like
some winged essence.

THE FLUTES OF IVEYASU.

THEN the temple attendants brushed with
brooms the mosses of the pavement about the
Torii, and the gates were closed. And I lis-
tened, until the blaze of the sun passed under
the green film of the trees, to the fluting of the
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priests in the sanctuary on the hill. Tt was like
a hymn to nature. The noise of the locusts
had stopped for a time; and this floating
wail, rising and falling in unknown and in
comprehensible modulations, seemed to belong
to the forest as completely as their cry. The
shrill and liquid song brought back the indefi-
nite melancholy that one has felt with the dis-
tant sound of children’s voices, singing of
Sundays in drowsy rhythms. But these sounds
belonged to the place, to its own peculiar ge-
nius — of a lonely beauty, associated with an
indefinite past, little understood ; with death,
and primeval nature, and final rest.

The last beams of the sunset made emerald
jewels of the needles in the twigs above me —
made red velvet of the powdery edges of bro-
ken bark, when the distant flutes ceased, and
I left my study.

As T came out from the giant trees a great
wave of the funereal song of the locusts passed
through the air, leaving me suddenly in a
greater silence as I came home. Then I
could hear the rise and fall of the sound of
our little waterfall in the garden as I stretched
myself at the flattest on the mats, and Kato
brought the tea and put it beside me.

SKETCHING.— THE PAGODA IN RAIN.

Avcust 26.— This afternoon I returned to
the entrance of Iyéyasii, and sketched under the
great trees of the central avenue. The great
white clouds were there again in the Dblue
above, colored as with gold, where they showed
below through the trees; then they came
nearer, then they melted together; then sud-
denly all was veiled, the rain came down in
sheets, and I was glad of the refuge of the tea
booths along the eastern wall. It was late, al-
most evening ; noone there ; afew pilgrims and
attendants and priests scurried away through
the court, disappearing with bare reddened
legs and wet clogs around the corners of the
avenues. And the rain persisted, hanging be-
fore me like a veil of water. I had in front, as
I sat in the booths, already damp, and gusty
with drafts, the face of the tall red pagoda
behind its stone balustrade and at right angles
to the great Torii that I had been painting,
The great trees were all of one green, their
near and far columns flattened out with the
branches into masses of equal values. Through
them, below, in the few openings to the west,
the sky was colored with the sunset, as if it
were clear far over Nan-tai-san, The gold of
the roofs’ edges and of the painted carvings
below was light and pale as the sky far away.
Higher up the gold was bright and clear under
the rain, which made it glisten; it glowed be-
tween the brackets of the lower cornices and
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paled like silver higher up. All the innumer-
able painted carvings and projections and or-
naments looked pale behind the rain, while
the great red mass grew richer as it rose, and
the bronze roofs, freshly washed, were blacker,
and the green copper glistened, like malachite,
on the edges of the vermilion rails, or on the
bells which hung from the roof comners, against
the sky or against the trees. The green, wet
mosses spotted with light the stone flags be-
low, or glowed like a fairy yellow flame on
the adjoining red lacquer of the temple fence,
so drenched now that I could see reflected
in it the white divisions and still whiter lichens
of the stone balustrade. Below it the great
temple wall was blotched with dark purple
and black lichens, and the columns of the
Torii were white at the bottom with mosses. Its
upper cross-arm glistened yellow with their
growths as if it had caught the sun. But the
heavy rain was drenching all; and now from
all the roofs of the pagoda poured lines of water,
the one within the other, the highest describing
a great curve that encircled all the others, and
the whole high tower itself, as if with a length-
ened aureole of silver drops. It was as if water
had poured out from the fountain basins, one
above the other, which the Italian Renaissance
liked to picture on tall pilasters, even as thisone
was profiled against the sky and distant rain.
Below, a yellow torrent covered the great court
as if with an eddying lake, and its course
rushed down the great steps or made a crested,
bounding line along the gutters by the walls.
I watched for a time the beautiful curves drop-
ping from the roofs of the tower, until all grew
dark and my coolie arrived to carry paint box
and easel, and we managed to get home, with
sketching umbrellas, wet, however, through
every layer of clothing.

KIOTO.

SEPTEMBER 16.—We came into Kioto from
Osaka, by rail, one fine afternoon. I had a
half-childish hope of being surprised, a mem-
ory of days, when, a boy, I read of the great
forbidden city. Only a few years ago it was
still forbidden, and now the little respectable
car was hurrying us there as prosily as older
life translates the verse of our early dreams.
We were in September heat and glare. We
passed over wide spaces of plain, edged by
sharp mountains, looking hot and barren;
through great plantations and stretches of
green, here and there a temple half hidden,
and over dried river beds.

The station closed all views on our arrival,
and the sudden transfer to streets showing no
European influences was as if we had passed
through a city’s walls.
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The first sensation was merely the usual one
of a whirl through innumerable buildings,
low, of wood, and more or less the same; ex-
tremely wide streets, all very clean ; many peo-
ple; a great bridge across the stony bed of a
river almost dry; then some trees and little
gardens and corners of temples with heavy
roofs, as we turned through little roads and
drove up to the gate of the hotel inclosure,
which 15 placed on the edge of the outside
hills and looks down upon Kioto. We were
high up, in rooms looking over trees just be-
low ; next to us the corner of temple grounds
that rounded away out of sight.

Early on most mornings I have sat out on our
wide veranda and drawn or painted from the
great panorama before me — the distantmoun-
tains making a great wall lighted up clearly,
with patches of burning yellow and white and
green, against the western sky. The city lies
in fog, sometimes cool and gray; sometimes
golden and smoky. The tops of pagodas and
heavy roofs of temples lift out of this sea, and
through it shine innumerable little white spots
of the plastered sides of houses. Great ave-
nues, which divide the city in parallel lines,
run off into haze; far away, always shines the
white wall of the city castle; near us, trees and
houses and temples drop out occasionally from
the great violet shadows cast by the mountain
behind us. Before the city wakes and the air
clears, the crows fly from near the temples
towards us, as the great bell of the temple
sounds, and we hear the call of the gongs
and indefinite waves of prayer. Occasionally
a hawk rests uneasily on the thin branches
below. Then the sun eats up the shadows and
the vast view unites in a great space of plain
behind the monotony of the repeated forms
of the small houses, broken by the shoulders
of the roofs and pagodas of many temples.
But near us are many trees and tea-houses
and gardens, and we are as if in the country.

We have worked conscientiously as mere
sight-seers until all is confused as with an in-
digestion of information. I could hardly tell
you anything in a reasonable sequence, for in
and out of what I go to see runs a perpetual
warp of looking at curios, of which occupa-
tion I feel every day disgusted and ashamed,
and to which I return again as a gambler
might, with the hope of making it all right
with my conscience by some run of luck.
This began on our very first day, when at our
first visit to an excellent merchant, for whom
we had letters, we spent the hours after din-
ner looking at the bric-a-brac brought together
for our purchase or amusement. We had had
the presentation and disappearance of the
ladies of the house after their customary gen-
uflections; and a European dinner, waited
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upon, in part, by lesser clients of our enter-
tainer. Meanwhile his one little girl sat be-
side him, half behind him, and occasionally
betrayed her secret love for him by gently
pressing his leg with the sole of her little stock-
inged foot. Japanese children are one of the
charms of Japan, and this oneis a type of their
stillness; her sweet, patient face watching the
talk of the elders, no change in her eyes re-
vealing anything, but the whole person taking
everything in—the little delicate person, which
disappeared in a dress and sash not unlike her
elders’, except for color. Then there was a visit
to another merchant, in the oldest house of
the city, built low, so that none might per-
chance look down upon the sovereign lord’s
procession. Display of family relics—marriage
gifts and #owsseaus complete, of the past;
marriage dresses of the same time, symbolical
in color—white, red, and finally black. We
are told to notice that the gold and silver fit-
tings of precious lacquers are wanting, because
many years ago some sumptuary edict of the
Tokugawa government suddenly forbade the
display or use of the precious metals in excess
—a gradation to be determined by inspecting
officials — for persons who, like merchants,
should not pretend to pass a certain line.

Then, owing to otherletters, we haye paid our
devoirs to the governor, and called, and subse-
quently received the polite attentions of his in-
telligent secretary. Under his guidance we visit
the School of Art and see boys sketching, and
enter rooms of drawing, devoted respectively
to the schools of the north and the south.

And we visit the school for girls, where the
cooking-class is one bloom of peach-like com-
plexions, like a great fruit-basket; where the
ladylike teacher of gymnastics and child eti-
quette wears divided skirts; where the rooms
for the study of Chinese classics and history
contain a smaller number of fair students,
looking more reasonable and much paler; and
where, on admiring in the empty painting-
class a charming sketch of Kioto wharves,
like the work of some lesser Rico, I am told
that the fair artist has disappeared — married,
just as if it had happened with us at home,
But with a difference worth weighing gravely,
for our guide and teacher informs me that the
aim of this education is not to make girls in-
dependent, but rather to make more intelligent
and useful daughters, sisters, or wives. And in
this old-fashioned view I came to recognize the
edges of a great truth.

Then temples, for Kioto is a city of tem-
ples; and every day some hours of hot morn-
ing have been given to wisits, all of which
make a great blur in my mind. The general
memory is impressive and grand; the details
run one into the other.
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Thus we are paying dear for sight-seeing,
but it is impossible to set aside the vague curi-
osity which hates to leave another chance un-
turned. And when again shall I return, and
see all these again? Now, however, all is as-
sociated with heat and glare, and with the
monotony of innumerable repeated impres-
sions, differing only in scale. Still, probably,
when I shall have left, I shall recall more
clearly and separately the great solemn masses
of unpainted wood, for which early forests
have been spoiled; the great size of their
timbers, the continuous felicity of their many
roofings, the dreary or delicate solemnity of
their dark interiors, the interminable recurrence
of paintings by artists of the same schools;
the dry and arid courtyards, looked at, in this
heat of weather, from the golden shadows,
where are hidden sometimes lovely old stat-
ues, sometimes stupid repetitions; images of
the whole race of earlier Shoguns; the harsh
features of the great Taiko-sama, the sleek and
subtle face of the great Iyéyasi, or the form of
Kywan-on, carved by early art, leaning her
cheek on long fingers; or noble tapestried fig-
ures, rich in color and intensity of spotting,
painted by the Buddhist Cho-Den-Su. .

I should like to describe the temple ceilings,
in which are set the lacquered coffers of the
war junk of Taiko, or of the state carriage of
his wife. :

I have sketched in his reception hall, peo-
pled to-day only by specters of the past— with
gilt and painted panels on which may have
looked the great lyéyasii, who was to succeed
him, and the blessed Xavier, and the early
Jesuits, and the chivalric Christian lords who
were to die on great battlefields. And close
to a great room, where many monks bent over
peaceful books, the little closet, with dainty
shelves, in which Taiko looked at the heads of
his dead enemies, brought there for inspection.

And we have gone up into the plain little
pavilion, sacred to the ceremonies of tea-drink-
ing, where the rough and shrewd adventurer
offered to grim, ambitious warriors, as honorific
guerdon for hard service, the simple little cups
of glazed clay that collectors prize to-day.

I run over these associated details, because
certainly the question of the great buildings is
too weighty for my present mood. But the
greater part of the romance of Japan is called
up at every moment by what we see just now.

At Uji, among the tea gardens, we stopped
on our way to Nara, the older capital, to see
the temple of Bio-do-in and its “ Pheenix hall,”
built in wood, that is now over eight hundred
years old; its statues; its half-defaced paint-
ings of the ¢ Paradise in the West ”; its high,
dusty ceiling, inlaid with mother-of-pearl; and
its sweet-toned bell.
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And we saw the legendary bow of Yorimasa,
which you will recall with me whenever you
see a picture of the bow of the moon, across
which flies the Japanese cuckoo. It was here
that he defended Uji bridge, with a forlorn hope,
against the army of the Taira, that his prince
might have time to escape ; and here, at Bio-

"do-in, while his last followers kept off the rush

of the enemy, Yorimasa ran himself through
with his sword, as a final duty paid to the
honor of Japan.

On this side ot the bridge, as T walked up
other temple steps, hedged in by trees, with
our friend Oye-San, the violet butterflies and
blue dragon-flies crossed our path in every bar
of sunshine.

At the monastery of Kurodani, on the edge
of the mountain near us, are shown the graves
of Nawozane and of the young Atsumori,
whom he killed in battle. We are shown the
portrait of the victim, painted in sorrow by
the victor, and the pine tree still stands upon
which the warrior hung his armor when, tor-
mented by remorse, he carried out his vow of
never more bearing arms, and sought this
place to enter religion and pray for the soul
of the youth he had unwillingly slain. Strange
flower of human pity, blooming out of the
blood of civil wars like some story of Italy
in the coeval day of St. Francis.

At that time the great war of the Genji
and the Heike was devastating Japan, and in
1184, in a great battle by the sea, Yoshitsune,
the hero of romance of Japan, serving his
brother Yoritomo, whose story I told you at
Nikko, defeated the Heike, and the “death
of Atsumori” took place. This delicate boy, a
prince of the Heike, scarcely sixteen years
old, met in the battle the veteran Nawozane.
Atsumori had fought bravely on the shore,
having at first fled, and then returned, forcing
his horse through the water. The greater
strength of the older man prevailed, and the
child fell under the blows of the powerful man-
at-arms. When Nawozane disengaged his ene-
my’s helmet, intending to take off the usual
trophy of a head, the sight of the youthful
face recalled his own son slain in battle, and
he hesitated at inflicting on other parents a
suffering like his own. But if he did not kill
him others would, and his reputation would
be endangered — lawudis cupido. He killed him,
Atsumori bravely meeting death, and bore off
the terrible trophy. Then, in the revulsion of
remorse, he vowed himself to a religious life ;
he restored to Atsumori’s father the son’s fair
head and his armor, and, going to Kioto, be-
came a disciple in religion of the holy Honen
Shonin, the founder of Kurodani; and there,
near its lovely garden, are the tombs of the
man and of the boy.
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Or, while we are thinking of heads cut off,
I pass again and again a lofty monument,
under great trees, on a wide avenue beauti-
fully macadamized and kept in the trim of
our Central Park, along which ride officers in
Western uniform, or pass the police, in a dress
whose type is borrowed from at least three
European states. Under this tomb are buried
the ears and noses of the Koreans, slain in the
wars that Hideyoshi waged at the end of the
sixteenth century. They were carried here as
more convenient than the heads, the usual
evidence of work well done, brought by the
warriors to their commander. The memory
of what the great pile means serves to con-
fuse still more my admiration of the ultra-
modern success of the wide carriage drive on
which it stands.

SEPTEMBER 19.—We spent the late after-
noonand earlyeveningin thestateapartmentsof
the temple of the Green Lotus, where welooked
atstrange dances and listened to curious music.

All was sacred and mystic, according to
traditions transmitted orally from early ages,
and all the more liable to disappear as the
heredity of occupation which has been the
mark of Japan is more and more endangered
by modern views and modern “ openings.”

When we had wandered through these shady
apartments in the long, low buildings of the
temple gardens, and had seen the paintings
on their screen walls, and the carvings of their
transoms, we sat down in one of the largest
rooms, the wall screen was removed which
divided us from another, and we had then a
ready-made stage before us. Light came in
from the open veranda, now stripped of all
screens, against whose platform many un-
bidden, unofficial guests, aequaintances of ac-
quaintances, and people about the temple,
leaned in a mass of heads and arms and busts.
Qutside the light was filtered green and
orange through the trees, and caught the
edges of all forms in the shade within. The
orchestra of flutes and drums occupied a lit-
tle recess, from behind which the dancers ap-
peared in turn. Behind the musicians, a great
violet curtain, with three temple crests in white,
made a twilight background for their white
and blue dresses, gilded by the lights in the
tall candlesticks on the floors before them.
With the sound of the instruments two boys
came around the corner of the screen, and,
saluting, stepped off in short, zigzag move-
ments, evidently learned by rote, and which
had a certain strange elegance. They were
performing the butterfly dance, and made out
very distinctly the crisscross flight of the in-
sects. When they lighted or poised before
lighting their feet struck the ground, and they
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swayed without stepping away. They wore
butterfly-wings and wide sleeves melting into
them, and their silver diadems, filled up with
twigs of flowering plants, made out a faint
fringe of antennz. They wore the ugly an-
cient trousers of yellow silk, and long trains
of embroidered green satin trailed on the mats
behind them. Broad bands of blue and white
across the chest, and a white belt, recalled the
insect original, and the blue and white wings
drooped over their wide green satin garments.
Each carried a flowering branch in his hand.
It was all more strange than beautiful, with
a mysterious impression of remote antiquity,
as if invented for some prehistoric Polynesian
worship. In some of the next dances, whose
names I do not remember, and which were
carried out by men, the flat mask, with a
wide triangle for eyes and another for the
mouth, made out just this similitude. In an-
other dance two men glided about the room,
listening and finding their way; then war-
riors in antique Chinese costume, with great
helmets and halberds, and coats of mail, and
long trains, appeared singly and by twos, and
marched and countermarched; and finally,
standing by their lances, laid at their feet, drew
and helduptheirswords, while eachother peace-
ful hand was extended in the gesture that we
know as the pontifical blessing ; and this ended
the dance of “Great Peace,” probably some
relic of early triumphant Chinese dynasties.

It was now evening : the blue light of the
open veranda made large square openings in
the golden room. Outside, against the balus-
trade, pressed dark forms, with faces reddened
by the light inside — the outside lookers-on.
Inside, the gold walls and the gilded ceiling,
the great gold temple drum, the yellow mats,
and the white dresses of the musicians, made
a soft bloom like the hollow of a lotus, when
the last performer, in rose-red and crimson,
glided into the room, swinging from side to
side, and brandishing a gilded scepter. Un-
couth gestures and enormous strides, with no
meaning that I could make out, a frightful mask
that hung far away from the face, with loose jaw
and projecting mane and a long red, pointed
hood, made an impression as barbarous, as
meaningless, as splendid, and as annoying as
what we might feel before the painted and
gilded idol of some little known and cruel
creed. This was the dance of the “ /&« Dragon
King,” and closed the entertainment.

We exchanged some words with the late
performers in their insignificant everyday
clothes, and rode home in the twilight through
the little roads, where Kioto gentlemen were
rushing their horses up and down, wrapped in
wide riding trousers which fluttered along the
horses’ flanks.
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WE have also given a svirée, that is to say
a supper, with the proper trimmings of musi-
cal entertainment and dancing, and were prob-
ably the most amused of all the people there.
The amusement consisted, in great measure,
of our not knowing just what we were going
to have, for otherwise the details were simple
to monotony. We had one of the upper floors
of a fashionable inn. It was very hot,and we
were glad to find that we should be at supper
in our loosest bath robes. There was nothing
unusual — though everything is novel to us—
but the extreme smallness of the many geisfias,
who sat between us at the end of the dinner,
passed the seké, said witty things of which we
understood not one word, gave us much music
on the samisen (the three- stringed guitar) and
on the flute, and sang, and gave us dances.
But they were absolutely incredible in the way
of littleness. It did not seem possible that there
were real bones inside their narrow little wrists
and dolls’ fingers. What there was in most of
their little heads I don’t know, but I could
have imagined sawdust. For the doll illusion,
for the painted face and neck and lips, all done
upon the same pattern from pure convention-
ality (not at all like our suggestive painting),
and the sudden stopping sharply at a line on
the little slender neck, gave me the feeling of
their having artificial heads, The gentle little
bodies disappeared entirely inside of the folds
of the dress and the enormous bows of the
sash. And when the tall youngsters, Ameri-
cans, whom we hard invited, began to romp
with the playthings, late in the evening, I felt
anxious about possible breakage, such as I re-
member, in nursery days, when we boys laid
hold of our sisters’ dolls.

But this artificial impression disappears as
with all novelty in people, and when one of
the youngest of these child-women, at some
moment in the evening, removed the mask of
the jolly fat woman (that you know by the
prints), behind which she had been singing,
the little sad face told its contradictory story
as touchingly as with any of her Aryan sisters.
And late in the evening, when the fun, I sup-
pose, was uproarious, we went to the extreme
of writing and painting on fans, and one of
our merchant guests wasted India ink in mock
tattooing of his bared arm and shoulder.

SepreMBER 21.—We leave to-morrow
morning.

This has been Sunday, our last day in
Kioto. I have been trundled all day in a
fearful rain, to see last sights, to look up shops
for the last time. My runners have taken
me to this or that place, near the great tem-
ples, where I hope finally to decide upon some
little Buddha or Amida, which have tempted
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me among other sculptures, and I have dal-
lied in the other shops that supply the small
things that adhere to worship, and finally I
have made a long visit to the good lady who
has sold me pottery, and who once shocked
my Western prudery by dilating upon the mer-
its of unmentionable designs and indescriba-
ble bric-a-brac.

At length I return in the gray noon, giving
a last look at each shop that I know; at the
long fagade of the  Inn of Great Wealth,” at
the signs and the flags of the theater; at the
little geishas trotting about in couples, whom I
recognize (for how can I tell them from those
whom I know ?); at the quaint, amusing little
children, always a fresh delight; at the little
pavilion near us, where the archers shoot; at
the places where horses stand under the trees
to be ridden by amateurs; at the small tea
gardens’ pretty gates; at the latticed windows
which open in the dusk; and then, with their
coats sticking to their backs, and wet, stained
legs, my runners leave me at the gate of the
hotel: final settlement of purchases in boxes,
packing, and receiving visits of departure.

In the late afternoon we go to the temples
on the edge of the hill near us (the temples
of Kiyomidzu) with two of our good friends
and their children. Our runners insist upon
dragging and bumping us up many steps, and
finally escort us, almost to the temple itself, in
a procession of double file, which, like a long
tail, halts when we stop, and again waggles
after us in uncertainty when we set off anew.
We walk along the ascending street and stop
to bargain at the innumerable little shops, full
of little odds and ends, half playthings and
half religious emblems or images, which are
sold certainly to the pleasure of the many chil-
dren who throng the place. And I, too, feel
pleased at having children with us, and at
having occasionally the timid little fingers of
Miss Kimf in mine. In her other small hand
she holds a fan that I painted yesterday for
her father, and I wonder occasionally whether
she wishes me to notice her possession. I sur-
mise that the foreign gentleman gives her some-
times a little doubtful fear, as I catch her eyes
looking up cautiously from below her “bangs.”
We talk, exactly of what it would be hard to
say, for there is not with us enough of any one
language “to goround,” and our interpreter
has been left out; but we feel distinctly that
we understand each other, and our older com-
panions explain quite a number of things in
this partnership of a few words.

We ascend the high steps on one side of the
tower and pass with the Sunday crowd through
the great hall, like a corridor, along which are
seated on altar steps golden images of gods, in
a shadow dusted by the long beams of the af-
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ternoon sun, that pour across it from one open
side. Through this veil of dancing motes we
see the statues and the great gilded lotuses
and candelabra, and the forms of attendant
priests, and the crowd that passes, and that
stops for a moment in prayer. The words that
they repeat come into cadence with the shuf-
fling of their feet, and the creaking of the
planks of the flooring, and the sounds of the
dropping of offerings.

The crowd is quiet, orderly, but amused
at being out. The women smile out of
their slanting eyes and walk leaning forwards,
and their black hair shines like lacquer, and
the artificial flowers in the great folds of the
coiffure dance in the sunlight. They are
quietly dressed, all but the young girls, who
wear bright colors and blue satin sashes. The
men slide about, also in quiet silk or cotton.
A large part of them are dressed in every
shade of blue ; occasionally the bare leg comes
out, but all wear holiday dress, except our run-
ners or their fellows, who keep their workday
looks. And the children — they are all every-
where, and all at home; they are all dressed
up, with full, many-colored skirts, and showy
sashes, and every little head with some new
and unexplainable spot of tonsure.

Many of the crowd turn around the build-
ing, or its veranda, touching the columns with
their hands and following tracks, worn deep
like ruts, in the planking of enormous thick-
ness. Oye-San points this out to me, and in-
dicates its religious intention. Both he and our
other companion. clap their hands and pray
for a moment. A wave of seriousness and ab-
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straction passes over their faces ; then again all
is as before, and we step out upon the wide
balcony, which, built upon gigantic piles,
hangs over a deep hollow filled with trees and
buildings, all in the shadow now. From be-
low rise, with the coolness of the green trees
and grass, the sounds of dropping waters, In
time we descend the path and the steps, and
drink from one of the streams which fall from
gigantic gargoyles, out of a great mass of wall.

Bur.it is late: we look again upon Kioto
from the temple above, all swimming in light
and haze, and walk back to our kurumas;
a final good-by to the children, but we shall
see their parents again; and then we return,
and look from our veranda for the last time
at the city stretched outin the evening, lost al-
most entirely in the twilight of a great lake of
violet fog. A few shapes are just felt in the misty
space, but no more than as waves in water,
or as greater densities in the undulations of
the colored vapor. So uncertain is every-
thing that the nearest temple building loses its
place, and floats all below its roof ; but its wet
tiles glitter, reflecting the rose-colored drift in
the highest pale turquoise sky.

Below us, the trees make a delicate pattern
of dark wet lace. .

Then the rose color deepens and dulls, the
upper sky becomes colorless ; all floats in un-
real space, and Kioto disappears from before
my eyes: forever, I suppose—as the charm of
this scene, which will never come again; as
the little maiden whom I wmet to-day, only for
an eternal good-by.

Jokn La Farge.
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BIY life’s long radiant summer halts at last:

'L And lo! beside my pathway I behold
Pursuing Autumn glide: nor frost nor cold
Has heralded her presence, but a vast va

Sweet calm that comes not till the year has passed
Its fevered solstice, and a tinge of gold
Subdues the vivid colorings of the bold

And passion-hued emotions,

I will cast

My August days behind me with my May,
Nor strive to drag them into Autumn’s place,
Nor swear I hope, when I do but remember.
Now violet and rose have had their day,
1’11 pluck the soberer asters with good grace,
And call September nothing but September,

Ella Wheeler Wilcox.



AN ARTIST'S LETTERS FROM JAPAN.

BY JOHN LA FARGE.

WITH PICTURES BY THE AUTHOR.

SAKA, September 18.—We have
come to Osaka tospend an entire
day in bric-a-brac: to arrive
early at the big shop; to have
tea offered us in the little back
room of the merchant, which

looks out and steps out upon his garden of a

few trees and little pebbly walks and some

stone lanterns — a garden that is for us, which
his own may or may not be. Then cigars,
and pieces of porcelain brought from the store-
houses ; then more tea, and an inspection of
the many rooms full of odds and ends. Then
more tea, and more pieces slowly and reluc-
tantly drawn from the storehouse, as if we
could not be so unreasonable ; then lunch and
tea, always in the house; then adjournment
to the upper rooms, when the hundreds of
kakemonos are unrolled, one after the other,
to a crescendo of exasperation. Then re-dis-
cussion of matters below stairs, and visits to
other rooms full of wares not spoken of Dbe-
fore; then more tea, and the last pieces grudg-

KIOTO IN FOG— MORNING.

ingly produced from the same occult store-
houses; purchases amid final bewilderment;
tea again, and departure.

We had come to Osaka on our way back
from Nara, and we again return to Kioto,
which we left three days ago. The trip to
Nara was fatiguing and delightful,and I should
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like to recall it for you, but I have no time and
have made no notes; and, besides, my memo-
ries are again beginning to merge one into an-
other, and they themselves to blend with what
I see in Kioto. But certainly something floats
over, which a few lines can give.

We were out in our kurumas early in the
morning, each with three runners. We found
Oye San waiting for us patiently, outside at
Inari, where he had expected us from the earli-
est morning. It is from him that I get the
little clay fox, given me for good luck, in a
partnership with the one he retained. I need
not speak of the heat. The roads were dusty
and dry where they were not muddy and wet,
in the country paths we took. We passed the
edge of the city, which ends suddenly in rice
fields, occupying what were once streéts and
houses. For Kioto is only a part of what it
has been ; and even when it was larger, not so
many years back, it must still have been only
the remainder of a greater past.

As we get into what is really the country,
passing from broad
roads to mnarrow
tracks, our runners
sometimes  lifted
us over soft, wet
places, or bumped
us OVer narrow
ditches, or guided
us, at full tilt, on
the edges of the

stones that are
bridges.  Some-
times more pa-

tiently we halted
to allow the files
of black bulls to
meander past us,
dragging loads on
wheels or carrying
bales.

Rarely we met
peasants, and then
usually women, sometimes with horses of a
larger breed than that we saw last month in the
east. Once, among rice fields in the basin of a
circle of low hills, I saw the grove which covers
the tomb of some divine emperor of early
times. As we circled around the slope, far away
from this solitary oasis of trees, we could see the
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PEASANT CARRYING FODDER,

grove on every side, finished and complete
and rounded by time, as if sculptured in na-
ture from some of those sketches that Japan-
ese artists make for carving when they give all
four sides, and the bottom and the top, on a
single page. Nothing else, but perhaps some
uninscribed stone, marks the tombs of em-
perors, dotted about the plains of this oldest
province of Japan. Strange enough, even in
this strange country, is this evidence of the
extreme of simplicity in death, as in life, of the
oldest line of Oriental despots, absolute lords
and masters, ever-present patterns of the deity,
who make this one solitary exception of sim-
plicity in history. Itis asif Japan itself was
their tomb, as if they passed back into the
nature of which their divine ancestors were
gods — the gods of the sun and of the earth.

Blue hills and pagodas, and temples in the
distance, and we came into Nara, which is
but a breath, a ruin, a remnant of what it was.
I had Dbeen told so often of the place, as a
ruin among rice fields, that I was unprepared
for the Dbeautiful lay-out of what remains —
for the well-planned roads and avenues, such
as may well have belonged to some great capi-
tal, such as would have been heard of by
travelers who, returning in daysof Charlemagne
from other Eastern cities to Byzantium, might
have talked of Zipango.

Nothing remains but a few buildings, be-
longing to temples, but their approaches are
splendid, even though there be often nothing
more than the general grading and disposition.
I should have written to you from our inn,
where I looked, in the evening and morning,

867

AND BULL CARRYING LOAD.

towards the slopes of distant hills, and heard,
out of the darkness, the sound of the great
bell which rang first some eleven centuries ago,
and the singing of the frogs in the fields which
were once a city, It is now too late to begin
to describe anything of what I saw; anything
of temple buildings, from one of which to
another we wandered, nor of the old statues
and relics, nor of the religious dances of young
girls which we looked at, standing or sitting
near the balustrade of the dancing-shed, while
inside, in the greater shade, they moved to the
music and hymns of the priests—red and
white figures, with long tresses of black hair
and chaplets of flowers ; with faces all painted
white, and brilliant, indifferent eyes that saw
me sketching clearly, however, and hands that
waved, in a cadence of routine, fans and
bunches of little bells with long streamers of
violet, blue, green, red, and white. Nor of the
great park-like avenue, that made me think of
England, through which still wander tame deer,
as did those that, long ago, served as models
for Okio the painter. I fear that what I have
seen will remain only as an embroidery upon
the stuff that my memory tries to unroll.

It was late on a sweltering afternoon when
we managed to leave Nara, and we reached
Horiuji for too short a visit; for we were due
in Osaka the next day. We wandered in the
late afternoon and evening through its courts,
kindly received by the priests, for whom we had
the recommendation of a friendly name.

At least T had time to see the Golden Hall,
one of the earliest buildings, now more than
twelve centuries and a half old, and the noble
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FEASANT WOMAN — THRESHER.

paintings on its walls attributed to some fa-
mous sculptor of that day. Their placid ele-
gance, the refinement of their lines, their breath
of religious peace, explained those claims to a
solemn and glorious past for Japan, which look
like a conventional exaggeration in a to-day
that is delicate and small and dry.

The recall of Greek perfection was not
forced, and while still vaguely unwilling to
confuse one excellence by referring to another,
I could not help again thinking of the Greek
and of Tanagra images, when I saw, by the
light of the torches, in the great pagoda, as
old as the great hall, groups modeled in clay
by the same old sculptor, whose name is given
to the paintings — Amida and Kwan-on and
Monju, and the scenes of the death of Bud-
dha. An admirable antiquity was to be the
continuous impression of the evening, carried
out into our last looks at the Treasure House.
Its very air of an old New England barn or
crib raised upon posts, its rough red painting,
the high wooden steps of entrance, the gigan-
tic wooden latch-key with which the guardian
priest fumbled at its door, gave the note of
extreme early simplicity —the feeling of a per-
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sisting indifference to the adornments and
changes of centuries of fashions.

It has been useless all along to detail any-
thing, but the impressions of the last things
seen remain with me as types of all. For
there hung on the old walls of the Treasure
House a framed banner, once carried in an-
cient battles, its brocaded pattern exactly
that which we know in Babylonian art: the
circles with the lilies between, and in each cir-
cle the Assyrian monarch struggling with lions
— imitation or original of coeval Sassanian
Persia, I suppose, but housed here all these
thousand years, and in its persistence of pat-
tern connecting with that heavy and oppres-
sive antiquity of Nineveh which knows nothing
older than itself for our story, except oldest
Egvpt.

Bur I was yet to find something old that
would be directly meant for me; a painting by
the legendary painter of [apan, the Cimabue
of a thousand years ago, inheritor or student
of still older Chinese art — Kose-no-Kanaoka.

The painting is still in fair condition, though
injuries of time reveal, as usual, the methods
used by the painter. And it was a delight to
me, in this mood of veneration for past great-
ness, to recognize in the veilings and sequences
of this painting of the lotus methods 1 had
used myself, working at all this distance of
time and place, when I had tried to render
the tones and the transparency of our fairy
water-lily ; and I know you will forgive the su-
perstitious sense of approval of my re-inven-
tions from this indefinite past of art.

We wandered among the buildings until
night had set in; we signed on the register of
visitors, and contributed a small sum to the
repairs of these decaying relics of the great-
ness of Japan: we received some little gifts
of impressions and prints in acknowledgment,
and then rested in the neighboring inn, waited
upon by fat, good-natured tea-girls, most cer-
tainly belonging to to-day.

We had now to take a long night ride, and
at length we rushed out into the moonlight,
our fourteen runners appearing and disappear-
ing as we came in and out of the shadows in
the long procession of our train.

We whirled past thehouses of thesmall town,
indiscreetly close to the paper screens, lighted
from within, against which were profiled the
shadows of faces, sometimes with pipes or cups
lifted to their lips or the outlines of coiffures
piled up on the head — all pictures more Jap-
anese than their very originals; then between
rounded hills on which stood masses of maple
trees ; then nmear to empty spaces of water;
then sank into dark hollows, at the bottom
of which a river ran as fast the other way.
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I watched and looked as long as fatigue al-
lowed, but fell asleep in the uncomfortable
kuruma, waked every now and then by some
sudden jolt to my extended arm and head.

Occasionally I had dreamy glances at what
I remember as a vast blue plain, with lofty col-
orless mountains at one side, and perhaps I
saw glimpses of the sea. The night air was
cold in the hollows after the sweltering day,
and I found my arm and face damp with the
dew. A Japanese poet would have said that
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hotel in the morning to bid us a still more
final good-by. Oye San alone remained faith-
ful to his self-intrusted care of us, and deter-
mined to see us as far as the land would allow ;
that is to say, to the shores of Biwa Lake.
The caravan was smaller now, diminished
by our parting with Awoki the interpreter and
the men necessary to trundle him about.
Still we were a goodly company — nineteen
men in all, of whom three were masters, one
the servant, and the rest the runners who were

A RUNNER IN THE RAIN.

it was but the spray from off the oars of some
heavenly boat which sailed that,night across
the starry stream of the Milky Way.

In the dawn we saw the white walls of the
castle of the city of Osaka, and ran across its
many bridges, all silent in the morning.

A JAPANESE DAY.— FROM KIOTO TO GIFU.

Nacova, September.—Notwithstanding the
long parting, which kept us up very late, the
same courteous Japanese friends were at the

to get us and our baggage to Otzu on Biwa
Lake long before noon. There was to be no
novelty on our road, it being merely the high-
way from the capital to the lake. It was a
lovely morning, the sun long risen, and all the
places and buildings now a part of our memo-
ries glistening in the shadow and the dew.
We turned our backs for the last time on Kiyo-
midzu, and ran through the great gate of the
temple near us, then, bumping down the steep
steps under it, skirted the great wall of Dai
Butzu and the interminable side of the Sanjiu
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FISHING WITH CORMORANTS.

sangendo (the hall of the thirty-three spaces),!
along which in old times the archers used to
shoot. Then we gradually got out of the city,
into the road filled with traffic going both
ways. There seemed to be no break between
town and country. Here and there the moun-
tain side, covered with trees, descended to the
road. But the effect was that of a long street,
deep among hills, and continuously spotted
with buildings. Long trains of beautiful black
bulls, drawing lumber or merchandise or car-
rying straw-covered bales, streamed peacefully
along. We passed peasant women, hardy, tall,
sometimes handsome, with scarletundergowns
held up; occasionally one riding on a pack-
horse, or in her place a child perched on the
hump of the wooden saddle. Or, again, peas-
ants bearing loads on their backs, or carriers
with weighty merchandise swung between
them on poles; priests, young and old, step-
ping gravely in their white, or yellow, or black
dresses — some with umbrellas open, others,
whose quicker step meant that they had not
far to go (perhaps only to some wayside
temple), protecting their shaven heads with
outspread fan. Or a kuruma, usually with one
runner, taking into town economically two
1 Three hundred and eighty-nine feet long.

women together, one old, one young, and fol-
lowed by another kuruma carrying some old
gentleman, very thin or very fat, the head of
the family. Kurumas carrying Japanese tour-
ists or travelers, with hideous billycock hats,
or Anglo-Indian helmets, or wide straw hats
@ la mode de Third Avenue, these abominable
head-pieces contrasting with their graceful
gowns, as did their luggage, wrapped up in -
silk handkerchiefs, with their European travel-
ing rugs. Or, again, other kurumas carrying
unprotected females in pairs, with the usual in-
different or forlorn look, or couples of young
girls more gaily dressed, with flowery hairpins,
the one evidently a chaperon to the other;
then a Government official, @// European, with
hurrying runners ; sometimes, but rarely, the
TJapanese litter or Zago, or severalif for a party,
their occupants lying at their ease as to their
backs, but twisted into knots as to their feet,
and swaying with the movement of the trot-
ting carriers. Bent to one side by the heavy
ridgepole, which passes too low to allow the
head to lie in the axis of the body, sweet-eyed
women’s faces, tea-rose or peach-colored,
looked up from the bamboo basket of the
litter. With proper indifference their lords
and masters looked at us obliquely. On the
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roofs was spread a miscellaneous quantity of
luggage.

From time to time troopers or officers, of
course in European costume, mounted on
Japanese chargers, cantered past. Two hours
of this; then the sides of the road, which had
risen and fallen with hill and valley, melted
away, and the harbor of Otzu and Lake Biwa
and blue mountains over the water, and others
sketched in the air, were spread before us in
the blaze of sunlight seen through the cool
shadow of the mountains.

We rode down the hill to a little jetty, mar-
velously like a North River dock, with big
sheds where passengers were waiting, and a
little steamer fastened to the wharf. We bade
good-by for the last time to Oye San, who said
many things that we appreciated but did not
understand the words of, and who pointed to
the square Japanese sails glittering in the far-
off light, saying, “ Fune, Fune!” (* The boats,
the boats!”) We dismissed kurumas and kuru-
maya and sailed off with Hakodate (the cour-
ier) alone, We stretched ourselves on the
upper deck, half in sun half in shadow, and
blinked lazily at the distant blue mountains
and the great sea-like lake.

Two hours later we had landed at a long
jetty, in a heavy sea, with tossing dark blue
water, different from the quiet azure of our
sail, The brisk wind, blowing the white clouds
over the blue sky, was clear and cold. We
got out of its reach, as I felt neuralgic, and
tried to sleep in a little tea-house, waking to
the screams of the tea-house girl, ¢ Mairi-
masho!” and I had but time to get into the
train. Whether it started from there or had ar-
rived there, I never knew. I had been glad to
forget everything in dreamland.

I remember little of my railroad ride, what
with neuralgia and heat, and the effects of the
dance of the little steamer on Lake Biwa,
There were mountains and ravines, and vast
engineering protections for our path,and every-
where the evidence of a struggle with the many
running waters we crossed or skirted. The blue
and silver of the lake that we had crossed, and
the sweetness of its air, were shut out in the
dust and the heat of mountain sides. We had
notseen the Eight Beautiesof Biwa Lake.l The
“Autumn Moon from Ishiyama” had set long
before we passed, and the idea of other temples
to be seen brought out A 's antagonism
to more climbing, only to be rewarded by
promenades through lanterns and shrines and
confused struggling with dates and divinities.
“The Evening Snow on Hira-yama ” was not
to fall until we should be across the Pacific;
nor could we ask of that blue September
morning ¢ The Blaze of Evening at Seta ” nor

1 Omi-no-hakkei.
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“The Evening Bell of Mii-dera "—though
we heard the bell early, and wondered whether
it were still uninjured, from the time when
big Benkei carried it off and exchanged it for
too much soup, exactly seven hundred years
ago; nor “ Rain by Night at Kara-saki,” the
place of the famous pine tree, which was grow-
ing, they say, twenty-four hundred years ago,
when Jim-mu was emperor. There I might
have met, perhaps, the ¢ Old Man and the Old
Woman” you have seen over and over again
in the pictures and on the fans. (They are the
spirits of the other old pine trees of Takasago
and Sumiyoshi, and they are fond of visiting
each other.) Nor did we see “ The Wild Geese
alighting at Katada,” but I felt as if T had

A TILGRIM.
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seen “The Boats sailing back from Yabase ”
and “The Bright Sky witha Breezeat Awadzu.”
If I had not, I still had seen boats sailing over
and under as lovely a blue as can be spread
by early September days. I suppose that our
friend Oye San was trying to recall these last
classical quotations to me when he bade me
good-by at the landing in Otzu. An ocean rolls

FUSIYAMA FROM

between his Parnassus and ours, but he lives
much nearer to the mood that once made
beautiful the names of Tempe and Helicon
and the winding Meander.

With all this dreaming I fell asleep, and woke
free from pain, but stupid and unimpression-
able, as our train stopped at the little station
from which we were to ride to Gifu. This was
a little, new way-station (of course I don’t
remember its name), so like and so unlike one
of ours, with the same look of the railroad be-
ing laid down—¢“imposed”—on an earth
which did not understand what it all meant
— grass struggling to get back to the sides of
filled-up ditches; timbers lying about; new,
astonished buildings, in one of which we
washed, and waited, and dined. Meanwhile
Hakodate went after the runners who were
to drag us on our afternoon ride, and then if
“we suited " to run with us the whole week,
thirty-five miles a day, along the Tokaido,
back towards Yokohama.

When all was ready it was late afternoon,
and our procession ran along what seemed to
be a vast plain of table-land, with high moun-
tains for an edge. All seemed as clear and
neat as the air we rode in. Somewhere there
we must have passed the hill of ¢ The turning
back of the Chariot”: this means that, long
ago, that is to say about 1470, the regent
Yoshimoto, while traveling here, found that
the inhabitants, to do him honor, had put in
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order, neat and trim, the thatch of every build-
ing. What the prince was looking for is what
we call the picturesque. T'o miss all the charms
that ruin brings was too much for his esthetic
soul, and he ordered the wheels of his chariot
to be turned for home. So did not we. Neater
and neater grew the inclosures, farms, and vil-
lages; the fences had pretty gates,—curious
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patterns of bamboo pickets,—a far-away, out-
of-the-world flavor of Holland or Flanders.
Even the ordinary setting out of wayside
trees, in this province of forestry, insisted on
the analogy, confused perhaps with a dream of
Lombard plains and mountains in a cool blue
distance, for the mind insists on clinging to
reminiscences, as if afraid to trust itself to the
full sea of new impressions.

As I rode along, so neat and clean was
each picture, framed in sunlight if we were
in shadow, or in clear shade when we were
in sunlight, that I thought I could remember
enough small facts for sketches and notes
when I should get to Gifu. We reached Gifu
in the early twilight, and had no special one
impression ; we were framed in by the streets,
and confused by turning corners, and disturbed
by anxiety to get in. But we had one great
triumph. Our guide was new to the place—
as we were; and we chose our inn at our own
sweet will, with a feeling of authority and per-
sonal responsibility delicious to experience
after such ignominy of guidance. Up we went
to our rooms, and opening the siegsés ! looked
out upon the river, which seemed broad as a
great lake. Our house was right upon it, and
the open casement framed nothing but water
and pointed mountains, stealing away in the
obscure clearness of a colorless twilight. The

1 Sliding screens, which take the place of our win-
dows.
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running of the river, sloping down from the
hills on a bed of pebbles, cut off the noises of
the town, if there were any, and the silence
was like that of far-away country heights. In
this semi-painful tension the day’s pictures
disappeared from my mind. I was all pre-
pared to have something happen, for which
I should have been listening, when suddenly
our host appeared, to say that the boats were
coming down the river. The chilly evening
air gave us new freshness, and off we started,
deaf to the remonstrances of Hakodate, who
had prepared and set out his very best for
supper. We rushed past the artist in cookery,
whose feelings I could yet appreciate, and
plunged after our host into the dark streets.
In a few minutes we were by the riverside,
and could see far off what we took for our boat,
with its roof and lanterns. The proffered backs
of our lantern-bearing attendants gave the
solution of how we were to get to it. Strad-
dling our human horses, we were carried far
out into the shallow, pebbly river, landed into
the boat, and poled out into deeper water,
nothing to be seen but the night and the con-
ical hills, one of which I fancied to be Inaba,
where was once Nobunaga’s castle. Some faint
mists were white in the distance, as if lighted by
a rising moon. At no great distance from us,
perhaps at a quarter of a mile, a light flickered
over the water. On our approach we could
distinguish a man connected with it, who ap-
parently walked on the dark surface. He was
evidently a fisherman or a shrimper, and his
movements had all the strangeness of some
long-legged aquatic bird, He knew his path,
and, far out, followed some track of ford, add-
ing to the loneliness as does a crane in a
marshy landscape. Then I saw him no more,
for he headed up the river towards an opening
between the hills. Suddenly a haze of light
rounded the corner of the nearest mountain,
then grew into a line of fire coming towards
us. Above the rustle of the river’s course, and
our own against it, came the beating of a cry
in unison. The line of flame broke into many
fires, and we could see the boats rushing down
upon us. As quickly as I can write it, they
came in an even line, wide apart—perhaps
fifty feet or so —enough for us to pass between,
whereupon we reversed our movement and
drifted along with them. In the front of each
boat, hung upon a bent pole, blazed a large
cresset filled with pine knots, making above
a cloud of smoke, starred with sparks and long
needles of red cinders. Below in the circle of
each light, and on its outer rim, swam many
birds, glossy black and white cormorants, strain-
ing so at the cords that held them that they
appeared to be dragging the boats. As they
spread like a fan before the dark shadow of
Vor. XL.—114.
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the bows the cords which fastened them glis-
tened or were black in the light. Each string
ran through the fingers of the master-fisher
at the bows, and was fastened to his waist
and lost in the glittering straw of his rain-skirt.
Like a four-in-hand driver, he seemed to feel
his birds’ movements. His fingers loosened
or tightened, or, as suddenly, with a clutch
pulled back. Then came a rebellious flutter-
ing, and the white glitter of fish in the beaks
disappeared —unavailingly; each bird was
forcibly drawn up to the gunwale, and seized
by the neck encircled by its string-bearing
collar. Then a squeeze —a white fish glittered
out again and was thrown back into the boat.
The Dird scuttled away, dropped back into
the water, and, shaking itself, was at work
again. They swam with necks erect, their
eyes apparently looking over everything, and
so indifferent to small matters as to allow the
big cinders to lie unnoticed on their oily, flat
heads. But, every few seconds, one would
stoop down, then throw back its head wildly
with a fish crosswise in its mouth, When that
fish was a small one it was allowed by the
master of the bird to remain in the capacious
gullet. Each pack guided by a master varied
in numbers, but I counted thirteen fastened
to the waist of the fisherman nearest to us.
Behind him stood another poling; then far-
ther back an apprentice, with one single bird,
was learning to manage his feathered tools.
In the stern stood the steersman, using a long
pole. Every man shouted, as huntsmen en-
couraging a pack, “Hoo! Hoo! Hoo!"—
making the cry whose rhythm we had heard
when the flotilla bore down upon us.

Ten minutes, a quarter of an hour more,
passed as we kept alongside with motionless
celerity. I tried to sketch in the insufficient
light—making sometimes one sketch right
upon-another, so little could I see my lines in
the treacherous light. Then the boats swerved
off and were driven to the shore together, or
as far as we could get to it, in the shallow
water. Above us rose the steep green hillside,
the trees and rocks lit up in an arabesque of
light and dark by the now diminished flames.

The birds rested, standing in the water,
preening their oily backs and white bellies,
and flapping their ragged wings, which seemed
to have been clipped. The apprentice caressed
his bird, the fisherman and the steerers laughed
and exchanged jokes and chatted generally,
with all the good nature and making light of
hard work which is so essentially Japanese.

Then the birds began to fight, and to show
that peace was not their pleasure. Fresh pine
knots were thrown into the cressets; each
man took his place; the polers pushed off;
the birds strained at the strings; and all &
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capo. A littledonger we watched, and then we
let the boats glide past us; the fires faded
again into a haze of light as they went down
the river towards the bridges of the town, now
dotted with people.

Then we were carried to the shore as we
had left it, and were piloted home through
the streets, now filled with lanterns and move-
ment. We found our outraged artist in cook-
ery still indignant over our neglect of food,
but he was gradually appeased, and made up
for his hungry masters a fairly sufficient meal.
Cigars, a scrutiny of my despairing sketches,
and a long look at the lovely melancholy of
the river and mountains before we closed the
shojés for the night.

FROM EKAMBARA TO MIVANOSHITA.— A LET-
TER FROM A KAGO.

SEPTEMBER 28.—I am writing in a kago.l
You do not know what an achievement this is,
but I shall explain later on what a kagois, why
I am in it, and why it is not exactly the place
to expect a letter from, To begin at the begin-
ning, we were yesterday afternoon at Kambara,
on the gulf of Suruga Bay. We had eaten
there in an inn by the water, while I watched
through the screens the waving of a palm
tree in the wind, which was now blowing
autumnally and had cleared the sky and en-
livened us with a hope of continuous view of
Fuji. Along the beach, as we rode away, the
breakers ran far up the sand, and the water
was green as emerald from the brown, wet
shore to the distant blue haze of the ocean in
the south. At the end of the great curve of
the gulf stretched the lines of green and pur-
ple mountains, which run far off into Idzu,and
above them stood Fuji in the sky, very pale
and clear, with one enormous band of cloud
half way up its long slope, and melting: into
infinite distance towards the ocean. Its near-
est point hung half across the mountain’s base,
more solid than the mountain itself, and cast
a long shadow upon it for miles of distance.
Above, the eye could but just detect a faint
haze in the delicate blue of the sky. Best of
all weather, we thought; a breeder of bad
weather, according to our men, who, alas,
knew more of it than we did. For a mile now,
perhaps, we ran along between the sea and the
abrupt green wall of hills, so steep that we
could not see them, and turning sharply around
a corner beheld Fuji, now filling the entire
field of sight, seeming to rise even from below
us into the upper sky, and framed at its base
by near green mountains; these opened as a
gate, and showed the glittering streak of the
swollen Fujikawa, the swiftest river in Japan.

1 Pronounced Kang'go.
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The lower eastern slope was cut off by
cloud, but its western line, ineffably delicate
in clearness, stretched to the left out of our
range of vision. Below its violet edge the
golden slope spread in the sun, of the color of
an autumn leaf. Along the center of this prov-
ince of space the shadow of the great cloud
rested. The marks of the spurs of the moun-
tain were as faint as the streaks of the wind on
a grain field, Its cone was of a deep violet
color, and as free of snow as though this had
been the day of poetic tradition upon which
the snow entirely disappears to fall again the
following mnight. No words can recall ade-
quately the simple splendor of the divine
mountain. As A remarked, it was worth
coming to far Japan for this single day.

Right into this marvelous picture we rode,
through green plantations and rice fields, which
edged the bases of the mearest hills and lay
between us and the river. There we found no
means of crossing. All bridges had been car-
ried away by the flood. The plain was inun-
dated ; travelers had been detained for a week
by a sea of waters, and were scattered there
and in neighboring villages, filling every rest-
ing-place; and, worst of all, the police officials
would not allow us to tempt the fishermen to
make the dangerous crossing,.

The occasion was a solemn one. The police
representative, upon seeing us come in person
to request help, slipped off the easy Japanese
dress which he was wearing in these days of
forced idleness, and reappeared from behind
the screen clad in his official European cos-
tume. I have no doubt that our interpreter
explained to him what important persons we
were, and what important letters we bore to
important people of the land, for he kindly
suggested that we might sail past the mouth
of the river, from near Kambara, whence we
had just come, so as to land far away from the
spread of all this devastation; and he offered
to send a deputy with a requisition for a junk
and sufficient sailors, from the nearest fishing
village on the bay— and so we returned.
While Hakodate and the messenger went on
to make all arrangements, A- and myself
stopped at the place where we had had our
view of Fuji, to make a more careful sketch.
You can have no idea of how much closer the
clearer mind worked out the true outline of the
mountain, which my excitement had height-
ened at least a couple of thousand feet; nor
should I forget how my two-legged horse of a
runner held my paint-box for me, and seemed to
know exactly when and where I wished to dip
my brush. It seemed to me that onlya fewmo-
ments had passed when the messenger returned
to say that the boat was ready to launch, and
that we must hurry to be out at sea before
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sunset; this too in view of the storm, which
we might escape if we hurried. The implied
threat made no impression on me. The picture
before us had not changed any more than if
painted by man. The great cloud hung fixed,
apparently, in the same place. All was still:
perhaps in the uppermost sky one could dis-
tinguish some outlines of white in the blue.
Still we hurried off, and arrived upon a scene
of confusion and wild excitement. A captain
and a crew had been found; their boat stood
high up on the crest of the surf, now beating
on the shore, and carried the line with which
to pull out the small junk, still far up on the
beach. The wheels of our kurumas had been
taken off and their bodies had been placed in
the hold.

As we got on board at least a hundred
naked men pushed and tugged to start the
junk upon the slope of sand. The sun was
setting suddenly behind the headland of Shi-
zuoka, and the air was filled with the moisture
from the sea; a rosy bloom, pink as the clouds
themselves, filled the entire air, near and far,
towards the light. On the other side the dis-
tance was fading into gray and violet mist.
The great mountain was still a great clear
mass, but colorless, like the northern sky be-
hind it, while bathed in the color of fairy-
land we rose and fell over the breakers—the
spray, the waves, the boat, the bodies of the
men, glistening and suffused with pink.

No painter ever saw a more ideal light.
And suddenly it faded, leaving us in a still
brilliant twilight, through which we looked at
the tossing of the hazy sea. The mast was
lifted and set, the great square sail was hoisted,
and the captain took hold of the ponderous
tiller. We stretched ourselves on the poop
deck, prepared for a dance of seventeen miles ;
then under my protecting blanket I fell asleep
— to wake and see before me a sheet of rain.
The predicted storm had flooded us; we lay
in the water that covered the deck, our water-
proofs insufficient, and glad to be able to find
some protection under the Japanese rain-coats
of straw, whose merits I had not yet under-
stood.

From under my shelter I could see that our
mast was lowered, and that the captain and
the sailors forward were working at the heavy
sweeps. Below, under hatches, I could hear
the groaning of our seasick runners, Between
the gusts of rain came the voice of the cap-
tain, now in the straining agony of seasickness,
next keeping up a steady, chanted talk with a
mate forward. A lantern was lashed to the
post of the tiller, and the captain’s bare feet
rose and fell with his steps at the great oar,
showing sharply the action of tendons and
muscles. I tried to sketch under my cover,
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then dozed,—sleepy with the rocking and the
cold and the wet,— and with every waking
hearing the whistling of the wind and the con-
tinuous monotonous voice in a language not
understood. So passed the night.

We saw the morning break on a lonely,
high, gray bank, streaked by the sea lines of
different tides, and crowned with a line of pines
of all sizes and shapes, stretching for miles
dark green against the white clouds, which
were as solid as they, and which covered the
base of the mountains behind. Out of these
white banks stood dull blue peaks, while the
highest mountains were lost in cloud, and all
was gray and desolate with the rain. The surf
broke on the sand, not more than a hundred
yards from us, We lay there some time, wait-
ing for more light, for all wind had ceased;
then four men swam ashore with a rope, and
towed us along the bank. The surf hadabated,
but landing was too difficult, and we were to
be dragged, while our other men worked at
the big sculls and pushed us along. We wore
along four miles to a little bar, over which we
were pulled by the men now in the water into
a singular little harbor with an entrance not
more than a hundred feet wide. On this the
surf broke gently — white on the gray sea. To
our left the backs of two sand spits dotted the
water, and on the right, looking out to sea,
rose the edge of a grove of pines, with four or
five houses, heavy roofed and thatched, against
its green darkness.

On the curve of the beach before it stood
a high pointed rock almost touched by the
water, edged around and covered with pines—
all but the perpendicular side facing the har-
bor. On its summit a little red temple, whose
back we saw. On the other side, landwards,
as we left our boat, and followed our guides
ashore around its base, a hundred steps ran
straight up to the front of the little shrine —
so steep and sudden that we could just look
along their edge. From the high rock, re-
cessed, ran back the shore, on which stood in
a row three large junks with their sterns to
the sea— behind them trees and houses. On
the opposite side of the little harbor four of
our men, up to their middle or up to their
armpits in water, slowly dragged our junk
nearer to the shore. All was quiet and gray —
the men reflected in the moving water, the
boat creaking along slowly. As I went up the
beach, following our guide and the boatmen, I
thought how like this was to the Homeric
haven — the grove looking out to sea and fre-
quented by “fowls maritimal ”; the sacred
rock; the meadows and the little stream;
the long galleys drawn up on the beach. The
little houses of the fishing village were sur-
rounded by gardens, and their walls largely
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made of plaited bamboo. There was no inn,
but we found a house half shop, and were
welcomed to some tea and to a room which the
family hastened to abandon for us. There were
only two rooms besides the entrance, which
was a large passage floored with earth, and
along one side of it a raised surface, from
which began the level of our flooring.

Sliding partitions, hurriedly run up, made
us a room, but the outside screens were full
of holes, through which, in a few minutes,
peered all the women and children of the vil-
lage, who occasionally even pushed aside the
screens to see more completely. The little pas-
sage in front of our open room was filled with
girls and children intent upon our ways of
smoking, of taking tea, and of eating —for we
had biscuits with us, and fifteen hours at least
without food had made us fairly hungry.
Meanwhile the men landed their wagons and
the trunks, and took their meal of rice, hastily
made up, on the ledge of the platform on which
we sat. This they did in a row, the whole
twenty eating quietly but rapidly,—1 was
going to say firmly,—shovinginto their mouths
the rice from the bowls, and tearing with their
fingers the fish just cooked. Meanwhile,among
all the ugliness around us in women, shone
out, with beautiful complexions,— lost in the
others by exposure to wind and sun, by hard
work, and probably by child-bearing,— three
girls, who stood before us a long time, with
sweet faces and bright eyes and teeth. They
stared hard at us until stared at in return, when
they dispersed, to watch us again like children
from the doors and from the kitchen.

Qur hostess, small, fat, good-natured, and
polite, showing black-lacquered teeth between
rosy lips, like ripe seeds in a watermelon,
bustled about hurrying everything, and at the
end of our meal our host appeared — from the
kitchen apparently —andknelt beforeus. Poor
andragged asthe house was, with ceilings black
with age and smoke, and screens torn and worn
by rubbing, the little Zkonoma held a fairly
good picture, and a pretty vase with flowers
below it. Butit was evidently one of the poorest
of places, and had never seen a foreigner in it.
This may have been the cause of the appear-
ance of the ubiquitous Japanese policeman
within five minutes of our arrival. He alone
betrayed no curiosity, and disappeared with
dignity on getting our credentials.

The rain still held off. We entered our kuru-
mas, now ready, and hastened to the main
road which we were to find at Numadsu, if
that be the name of the place. But, alas! the
rain came down, and my views were confined
within the outline of an umbrella. My only
adventure was stopping at some hovel on the
road to buy some more of that heavy yellow
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oiled paper which replaces the leather apron
that we usually find attached to our more civil-
ized carriages. By and by I consented to have
the hood of my wagon put up, through which
I could see little more than the thatched backs
of my runners, their bowls of hats, off which
the rain spattered upon their straw cloaks and
aprons, and their wet brown legs, lifted with
the regularity of automatons. It was getting
cold, too, and women under their umbrellas
wore the graceful short overcoat they call
haori, and tottered over the wet ground on
high wooden pattens.

This I noticed as we came into Mishima,
from which place we were to begin our ascent
up the Hakone Pass. On our way, were it to
clear, we might see Fuji again —at any rate
if it cleared in the least we would enjoy the
mountains. Meanwhile we shivered at lunch,
trying to get into corners where the wind
would not leak through the cracks of the
shojis, and beginning to experience the dis-
comforts of Japanese inns. And now my bash-
fulness having gradually abandoned me, I
could take my hot bath, separated from the
household by a screen not over high, over
which the fat servant girls kindly handed me
my towels. Excuse these trivial details, but I
cannot otherwise give you the “local color,”
and my journal is one of small things. Had I
come here in the old days when I first fell in
love with Japan, I might have met with some
thrilling experience in an inn.

I might have had such an experience as our
poor friend Fauvel met with not far from here.
I might have met some young sworded men,
anxious to maintain their dignity and ripe for
a quarrel with the foreigner. Do you remem-
ber that he jostled the sword of some young-
ster — “ the sword, the soul of the Samurai ”—
which its owner had left upon the floor. The
insult would have been impossible to explain
away had not some sensible Japanese official
decided that a man who was so careless with
his sword as to leave it on the mat, instead of
on the reputable sword-rack, had no right to
complain of another’s inadvertence.

I sometimes wonder which of the courteous
persons I meet, when age allows the supposi-
tion, obeyed these rules when they were
younger ; which ones now dressed in black
broadcloth wore the great helmet with branch-
ing horns, or strapped the two great swords at
his waist. And I am lost in respect and be-
wilderment to think that all this wondrous
change — as great as any that the world can
have seen— was effected with such success and
accepted in such a lofty spirit.

We were now to give up the kuruma and to
travel by the kago, which, you will remember,
I promised to describe. The kago is a curious
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institution, partly superseded by the kuruma,but
lingering in many places, and necessary where
the pack-horse would be unsafe, and where one
would otherwise have to walk. It consists of a
small litter hung by stiff bamboos from a great
pole, over which is steadied a little matted
roof, from which various protections from rain
or sun can be dropped. The kago has its dis-
comforts: one lies down in it all doubled up,
with legs crossed as far as they can be made
to, because the basket, which is the body of
the litter, is only about three feet long; and
with head to one side, because if one lifted it,
it might strike the ridgepole. The proper way
is to lie not quite in the axis. This is all the
more natural, as the men at either end do not
carry it in a straight line, but at an angle, so
that from one side you can seealittle in front
of you.

Into the kagos we were folded, and in a tor-
rent of rain we departed. I resisted my being
shut up in my litter by the oiled-paper sides
that are used in the rain, and I depended
upon mackintosh and blanket to protect me.
The rain came down in sheets. We trotted up-
hill, the men going on for a few minutes, then
changing shoulders, and then again another
pair taking their turn—four to each litter.
Meanwhile they sang, as they trotted, some-
thing which sounded like “ Hey, hey, hey, het
tue hey.” The road was almost all paved, and
in the steeper ascents was very bad.

Andnow I began to experience some novel
sensations not easy to describe. My feet were
turned in upon the calves of the legs like an
Indian Buddha’s, and I soon began to ache
along sciatic lines ; then elsewhere, then every-
where. Then I determined to break with this
arrangement, -as anger seized me; fortunately
a sort of paralysis set in and I became torpid
and gradually resigned ; and gradually also I
fell asleep with the curious motion and the
chant of the men, and woke accustomed, and
so I am writing.

I can just remember large trees and roads
protected by them; some places where we
seemed alone in the world, where weleft trees
and stood in some narrow path, justable to see
above its sides — all else shut out of existence
by the rain; and I have all along enjoyed the
novel sensation of moving on the level of the
plants and shrubs.

We are now going downhill again, and can
look down an avenue of great trees and many
steps which we descend. We are coming to
Hakone; I can see the lake beyond a Torii,
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and at the first corner of the road under the
trees begins the village.

MivanosHITA, September 28.—Again the
kago, and the rain as soon as we departed. I
turned as well as I could, to find the lovely
lines, now lost in general shapes and values,
blurred into masses. Once the light opened on
the top of some high hill and I could see, with
wild roses right against me, some flat mile-
stone marked with an image against the edges
of distant mountains, and a sky of faint twi-
light pink; or again we pattered along in
wet grass, past a great rock with a great bas-
relief image —a Jizo (patron of trayelers),
sitting in the loneliness with a few flowers be-
fore him. Then in the rain, and mingling with
the mist, thicker cloudings marked the steam
from hot springs, which make these parts of
the mountains a resort for invalidsand bathers.

Soon the darkness: then pine knots were
lighted and we descended among the trees, in
a path like a torrent, the water running along
between the stones which the feet of the bear-
ers seemed to find instinctively. The arms of
the torch-bearers were modeled in wild lights
and shadows; the hats of the men made a
dusky halo around their heads ; the rain-coats
of straw glistened with wet; occasionally
some branch came out distinct in every leaf,
between the smoke and the big sparks and em-
bers. The noise of torrents near by rose above
the rain and the patter and the song of the
men. The steepness of the path seemed only
to increase the rapidity of our runners, who
bounded along from stone to stone. After a
time anxiety was lost in the excitement of
the thing and in our success, but quite late in
our course I heard behind me a commotion —
one of A ’s runners had slipped and the
kago had come down ; no one hurt — the kago
keeps its occupant packed too tight. Then
the path left the wild descent; we trotted
through regular muddy roads, stopped once
on disbanding our torch-bearers, and reached
the Europeanized hotel at Miyanoshita, where
I intend to sleep to-night on a European
bed, with a bureau and a looking-glass in my
room. One little touch not quite like ours, as
a gentle lady of uncertain age offers me her
services for the relief of fatigue by massage,
before I descend to drink Bass’s ale in the din-
ing-room, alongside of Britons from the neigh-
boring Yokohama, only one day's journey
farther.

John La Farge.





