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Preface

This is a book of excerpts from a diary kept continuously since New
Year’s Day, 1959. They are from the Genji years, or some of them,
the years when translating The Tale of Genji was my principal con-
cern. The first of the really earnest Genji years, reference to my diary
tellsme, inanswer to a question frequently asked, was 1966 —although
the first three chapters had been done in rough draft at some earlier
time. Considerable excerpts from the late sixties have already been
published in Japanese, in the magazines Chao Koron and Jiya. About
midway through the Genji years there came what might be called the
Kawabata interlude, a time of concentration upon Kawabata and his
doings and writings. It was the time of the Nobel award and two
book-length translations. The Genji was neglected. Entries having to
do with it are sparse for late 1968 and most of 1969.

It is with the commencement of a new period of earnestness that
these excerpts begin. They are from the last five Genji years, 1970
through 1974 and into 1975. It had been my intention to publish
the last ten chapters — the Uji chapters — first, and most of the work
on them had been done before ‘‘the Kawabata interlude.’’ Save for
a final revision late in 1974, they were completed in the spring of
1971. It was then decided that the first forty-four chapters must be
translated before anything was published. The contract for the com-
plete translation was signed in April, 1972. A first draft was finished
in September, 1973.

There is in these entries a great deal of jumping back and forth
among parts of the Genji. To explain each jump would be tedious.
It must suffice to say that several things could be going on almost
simultaneously: translation in first draft, revision, checking for
accuracy against the Waley translation, and readying copy for the
lady who checked it against the original. There are also references
to seminars at the University of Michigan in which we read extended




portions of the Genji. If the jumps back and forth are confusing, at
least they will have the merit of demonstrating that the translation
process was a complex one. It occurred in three settings, Ann Ar-
bor, Tokyo, and Honolulu.

The excerpts already published in Japanese have to do only with
the Genji and the process of translating it. Early discussions with

*Kodansha editors looked towards something similar. In making
transcripts, however, several times bulkier than this volume, I
presently found myself adding material not related to the Genji,
such material as dreams, with which the diary is studded ; and so the
entries gathered here are conglomerates, Genji matters mixed in
with others, as they are in the original diary.

Since the original is reasonably faithful to the name diary in the
literal sense, a daily record, it of course contains far more entries
than have been collected here. Many of the entries here, moreover,
are abbreviations of longer ones. The original contains a great many
words which must once have seemed worth setting down, but do
no longer.

Sometimes abridgement was so considerable as to leave an entry
looking fractured. To avoid that unpleasant appearance, I have some-
times joined one entry to another. Aside from abbreviation and
selection, amalgamation has been the most radical device reshaping
the original. At no time, however, has it been allowed to give an
appearance of prescience or clairvoyance. It would not have been
difficult, by combining two entries, to make one of them look un-
commonly foresighted, but I hope that nothing of the sort has been
allowed to happen.

For the rest, revision has been minimal. Nothing has been added
save very brief explanation, and changes, all of them minor, have
been in the interests of fluency.

Once a great sheaf of entries from the Genji years had been tran-
scribed, the problem of where to begin the final selection asked solu-
tion, and it proved troublesome. Had there been a moment of great
resolve (“‘On this day, dear diary, I did undertake to translate The
Tale of Genji’’), that would obviously have been it. But there was
none. The undertaking was sidled into. The beginning, early in
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| 1970, of the years of continuous engrossment seemed as good a time

as any.

Th):e chapter titles presented another problem. In the original
diary they are in Japanese, with few exceptions. To render them
immediately into English seemed like the worst sort of cheating,
the sort that is easily found out. The process of rendering them into
English, sometimes slow and painful, is itself apparent in these ex-
cerpts. Save at the very end, therefore, they have been left in Jap-
anese. A list with my translations will be found below.

1. Kirirsuo — ‘‘The Paulownia Court’’
2. Hauakigt - ‘‘The Broom Tree’’
3. Ursusemi — ‘‘The Shell of the Locust’’
4. Yacao - ‘‘Evening Faces”
5. WakaMurasaki — ‘‘Lavender’’
6. SuersuMmuHANA - ‘‘The Safflower’’
7. Mowmiji No GA - ‘‘An Autumn Excursion’’
8. HaNA No EN — ‘‘The Festival of the Cherry Blossoms’’
9. Aor - ‘‘Heartvine”’
10. Sakaki — ‘‘The Sacred Tree’’
11. HanNacHiRusaTo — ‘‘The Orange Blossoms’’
12. Suma - “‘Suma’”’
13. Axkasar - ‘‘Akashi’”’
14. MiotsuxkusHr — ‘‘Channel Buoys’’
15. YomocGiu - ‘‘The Wormwood Patch’’
16. SexiyA — ‘‘The Gatehouse’’
17. Eawase - ‘‘A Picture Contest’’
18. Matsukaze — ‘‘The Wind in the Pines’’
19. Usucumo - ‘‘A Rack of Cloud”
20. Asagao - ‘‘The Morning Glory”’
21. OrtoMmMe - ‘‘The Maiden”
22. TamakazurA - ‘‘The Jeweled Chaplet’
23. HatsuNe - ‘‘The First Warbler’’
24. Kocuo - ‘‘Butterflies’’
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Hotaru - ‘‘Fireflies’’

ToxoNaTsu — ‘‘Wild Carnations’’
KaGgarmBr — ‘‘Flares’

Nowakr — ‘“The Typhoon”’

Mivukt — ‘‘The Royal Outing’’
FujiBaAkAMA — “‘Purple Trousers’’
MakiBasHIRA — ““The Cypress Pillar”
UMEGAE - ‘‘A Branch of Plum”’

Fujt NO uraBA — ‘‘Wisteria Leaves’’
WAKANA Jo — ‘‘New Herbs: Part One’’
WakaNa GE — ‘‘New Herbs: Part Two’’
KasHiwagt — ‘‘The Oak Tree”’
YokoBue - ‘‘The Flute”

SuzumusHt — ‘‘The Bell Cricket’’
YaGirt — “‘Evening Mist”’

Minorr — ‘‘The Rites’’

MaBorosHI — ‘‘The Wizard”’

Nioumiya — ‘‘His Perfumed Highness”’
Kosar — ‘“The Rose Plum”’

TAKeEkAWA — ‘‘Bamboo River”’
HasuiiME —  ““The Lady at the Bridge”’
SHingamoro - ‘‘Beneath the Oak’’
AGemAkl — ‘‘Trefoil Knots’’

SawaraBr — ‘‘Early Ferns”

Yaporict — ““The Ivy”’

Azumaya - ‘‘The Eastern Cottage’’ |
UkiFuNe — ‘A Boat upon the Waters’’
KaGero - ‘‘The Drake Fly”

Tenarar — “‘At Writing Practice”’
YuME No ukiHasHl — ‘‘The Floating Bridge of Dreams’’

N.B. The numbers immediately following chapter titles in the diary refer to this

list.









Ann Arbor  Saturday, January 17: Slowly, slowly, going back over
sentences and passages, in the hour or so before sleep each night
(fewer strolls downtown these cold nights when sleep comes more
easily), I have been making my way through the life of George Bent
that Willie gave me for Christmas. There is much grandeur in the
idea of a Colorado with mustangs and Indians and buffalo, and not a
single Yankee edifice but Bent’s Fort, five hundred miles from
““Westport,”’ and nothing between. The Cheyenne, I fear, emerge
from the story less as great fighters than as sneak thieves and
marauders, their raids upon other tribes having a certain specious,
childish quality about them, rather like Japanese student rioting;
but these depredations did, I suppose, help keep the plains from
being overrun by human beings. Worse than a plague of locusts the
Yankees seem as they come flooding up the Platte and the Arkansas,
cutting down stands of cottonwood vital to the Indians, driving the
grass into the ground. Yet the Cheyenne, with their annuities and
their horse-stealing and their tendency to ‘‘avoid trouble’” when
the American cavalry comes in sight, do seem less than heroic. As
they head off on another of their raids against the Pawnees, they
remind me of the fish at Katakai with other fish in their mouths,
swallower and swallowed together in the net.

Snow all day, steady now, not the nasty little spits we have been
having. I prefer it this way, bold and muscular. The January thaw,
if such it was, did not last long. The temperature has been below
freezing all day. Regents Plaza below my window is soft and
white, and the cubic sculpture in the middle of it is rather beautiful,
rather warming, a sturdy chunk of black in the loneliness of the
white.

I worked hard on the Genji through the morning and much of the
afternoon. I am going back to make a clean copy of ‘‘Hashihime’’4
from my messy first revision, in effect doing a second revision as
I go a]ong. It is very arduous work, requiring great concentration,
and very slow. I get no more than three pages done in an hour, and
have to take a few minutes’ rest every hour or so. But it has been
good to be at honest work through much of a Saturday. When was
I'last so diligent? As to whether this second revision is any good



or not, | cannot say. Once a sheet is out of the typewriter, I find
myself afraid to look at it.

Saturday, January 31: Great day — a whole chapter ready to show
timidly to whoever will look at it. Descriptions and conversations
go much more rapidly (save when conversation contains poems or
references to them) than do soliloquies and psychological explora-
tion. I do not know whether this is because I feel freer to improvise
with the former, or because the vocabulary is so maddeningly lim-
ited in the latter. Got to go out and get me a Roget.

In the evening I sort of dreamed my way, not worrying myself
about ‘‘rapid reading,”’ to the end of the George Bent book. It
fades away. How silly and how tragic, that the last fighting should
have been over country that we did not want and they did. Just look
on your map—the valley of the Powder River is the next thing to
uninhabited today. Interesting though it is in its way, the book leaves
you dissatisfied, wondering all sorts of things. Wondering chiefly, I
suppose, what it was really like to live among the Cheyenne. Here
was a man who did, and he doesn’t say. How did it smell, how did
it sound? Did Indians get bitten by rattlesnakes, which must have
been all over the place? How often did they take baths? What did
they do on long winter nights, when the coyotes howled and the
wind blew free? Did they like Indian paintbrushes?

Tuesday, February 3: Over to the office slightly late, having slept
a little too well. I glanced at the good New York Times and the bad
Michigan Daily (how the rebels do take on their own conventions —
no one speaks of the Vietnam war as other than ‘‘immoral’’), and I
spent a couple of hours getting ready for my Genji class. And then,
with the rest of the morning, I worked on my own Genji.

I think these days I most enjoy trying to translate the poems. I
continue to force everything into two five-accent lines, and think
the idea not at all bad, though sometimes a good deal of forcing is
needed. For a while I tried a four-beat line, but the effect was a




bit too much like the nursery rhyme, ‘‘Bah, bah, black sheep, have
you any wool 2"’ I was, when I gathered up my scribbles and put them
back in the file, almost at the end of ‘‘Shiigamoto,’’# had old Kaoru
peeking through the keyhole.

In the mail a propaganda sheet from the Palace Hotel in Tokyo,
memorable because it translates Otorisama as ‘‘Fair of the Fowl.”’

Most of the evening I spent on Rackham fellowships, overwhelm-
ingly in European languages and in art and architecture. The art
and architecture ones give pause. Sometimes it is because they
are couched in such jargon as to make it next to impossible to know
what is being proposed — words like ‘‘empathic’’ and *‘plastic’” fly
through the air like swarms of bees. Sometimes it is because you
want to run off and have a good vomit at the conceit, the sheer
arrogance, as when someone tells you that he proposes to use his
grant to create a major work of art. Sometimes it is because the
proposals are so utterly wacky — you are inclined to let the fellow
have his money if he in return will let you go watch. One person in
architecture proposes to get a number of graduate students up in a
complicated rig of plugs and stops and filters to simulate the senses
of the old, and then find their reactions to their ‘‘environment’’
(another of those busy buzzing words).

And sometimes it is because they are damned interesting. One
man, a painter in the art department, describes the plight of the
provincial artist. Most large annual and biennial exhibits are by
invitation, and the invitations are controlled by the New York gal-
leries, and the New York galleries, because of costs and personnel
problems, favor New York artists. Makes a person think that it
might not be a bad thing for our great republic to fall to pieces.

Still fascinated with the Cheyenne, I moved on, for my bedtime
reading, from the life of George Bent to Grinnell’s The Fighting
Cheyennes. 1 began near the end, with Custer’s last battle. Much more
the feeling of what it was like to be an Indian, out on the lone
prairies, than in the Bent book. A little Indian boy gathering grass-
hoppers for his brothers to go fishing with, a father and son riding
all night upstream and over ridges (coyotes, nighthawks — walks of
summer nights in my native Colorado) to join a battle party — it



comes across. Indians seem to have liked birds — so maybe they liked
paintbrushes too.

Saturday, February 14: Despite the fact that St. Valentine has
been dropped from the hagiography, the town has been overflowing
with hearts, every shop wearing its heart in its window. I even got a
couple myself, both signed ‘‘Wendy.”

I got a second revision and clean copy made of much of *‘Shii-
gamoto,’’ and so lost myself in it that I quite lost track of time, and
failed to be bothered by the silence of the tomb that is the Gunn
Building on Saturdays. I made my way through to the Eighth Prince’s
death and after, and I thought: how much finer a day than ours,
that day able to see beauty in old age, and make of it, for artistic
purposes, something other than a butt of derision and a source of
revulsion. How sadly lacking in our baby-directed culture is litera-
ture that takes old age seriously, and sees that it has the melancholy
advantage of being able to look back over it all. (How beautiful the
Eighth Prince’s speech about autumn nights of old —and where
among the juvenilia that make up American literature is its equiva-
lent?) Back to Confucius! Maybe I, even I, shall be the one to write
a Confucian book — we need one far more than we need Alan Watts
and his infantile Zen.

In the evening I turned again to my Cheyenne. What a pity and a
loss, I kept thinking, that there were no Cheyenne to tell us, with-
out benefit of a scribe, what it was like on the plains, with the wind
and the coyotes out beyond a thickness of buffalo hide. I am struck,
reading Grinnell’s report of Cheyenne happenings, with how often
they happen at dawn. The twilights are the beautiful times, out on
the plains, especially in the summer, when the winds die down for
an hour or so and the cottonwoods are still. Little is said about the
evening twilights, but the morning twilights seem to have been a
time of hope and terror.

Saturday, February 28: Yesterday in the Union the Negroes sought
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to underline their point, as our dear dedicated Daily put it, first dis-
rupting the cafeteria and then stuffing themselves gratis at the buf-
fet, and overturning what they did not choose to stuff themselves
with. They will not be disciplined, of course, and so license would
seem to reign in the name of idealism.

Today has been still and next to cloudless, and in sheltered,
sunny hollows there has been the feel of spring; my amaryllis grew
an inch in the course of the day. And I had very amusing dreams last
night, perhaps induced by temperance. In one of them I was married
to either Marilyn Monroe or Linda Beech, I was not sure, upon
awakening, which. Maybe both — when you’ve known one blonde
you’ve known them all.

It was a hard day’s work on the Genji, it was, it was. | made my
way through a second revision down to midpoint in ‘‘Agemaki.”’#
What a wonderful tragicomedian Kaoru is as he slams the door of
the Uji house forever, and then heads back for Uji on the next bus.
I did not have a great many footnotes today, but I managed to get
all mixed up on such as I did have, and that was fun. Scholarship is
fun, perhaps the most fun when it is the most pointless.

A long telephone call from California in the evening. Ruth
Lilienthal and Katharine Sansom, the latter back from Honolulu.
They were about to set out in the liquid California twilight for
Woodside, and were reminded of me. Why? Because they were
going to the Village Pub. And why did the Pub remind them of me?
Well, because it was there that I was so shaken when Katharine
poured her tomato juice in the lampshade.

Tuesday, March 3: It being the Double Three — the third of March,
the Doll Festival — I got out my dolls and put them on my file cab-
inet, and, though no one who came into my office noticed, I felt
very happy with them.

It has been a soupy day, fairly warm, foggy and drippy. I got in
some hours of concentrated work on Genji translation. We approach
the end of ‘‘Agemaki,’’ the death of dear, silly Oigimi. The last day
of the Gosechi is being observed with due gaiety in the city, and at
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Uji the winds wail and Oigimi turns her face to the wall and dies;
and | kept asking myself what, way back there at the base of my
skull, I was being reminded of. Millie Theale of The Wings of the
Dove, dying in her Venetian palace, and of something more. Then
it came to me: the last act of La Traviata, Violetta dying while the
festival passes beneath her window.

The Genji class in the afternoon. We got involved in an interesting
discussion of modern Japanese translations — that is, I think, the
proper word — of the Genji.* The ones that are faithful, if I may
summarize our conclusions, are not modern Japanese, and the ones
that are in good modern Japanese have transferred the Genji to a
different world, largely because of the clearer and more frequent
nominatives and clearer distinctions between masculine and femi-
nine speech. And so Japanese ‘‘translators’” face problems which, if
perhaps somewhat different in degree, are not different in kind from
those faced by us of the blue-eyed persuasion.

Dinner with the Malms, a lovely crab dinner, Joyce’s sister having
come in from California the day before yesterday, loaded with Califor-
nia crabs. The sister is just as pretty as she can be, one’s idea of that
Sunkist maid who said don’t be late, that’s why one can hardly wait,
open up your Golden Gate — and what’s that last line? Bill was
summoned to the hospital this morning to tell a gang of head-healers,
including the one who brought him through, of his experiences;
and the horror of that last test, when air was pumped into his head,
so came back to him that it was as if he were living it again. He
talked of it with intense hatred, for he is convinced that sadism lay
beneath not the test itself but the way it was administered.

Wednesday, March 4: My amaryllis is now shooting up at the rate
of an inch and a half a day. Since it refuses to send up leaves with
which to cover that tumescent stalk, it is more and more suggestive
of a rutting stallion. I could put a sheet over it, but probably that
would only make things worse.

* By, among others, Yosano Akiko, Tanizaki Junichirs, and Enchi Fumiko.
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I saw Oigimi to her funeral pyre. The death itself is a scene of
wonderful restraint—we know of it only through the attitudes of
the bystanders. She is a person, and then she is a thing, to be taken
out and burned, and that is that. And the funeral? I found myself
asking questions. The similarity to Murasaki’s funeral is striking.
Almost the same words are used to describe Kaoru’s feelings as were
used to describe Genji’s. Is there an intentional echo, are we to see
the contrast, emphasized by parallel description, between the end
of a love which, though barren, at least was consummated, and the
end of a love that came to nothing at all? Or might it be that both
descriptions are conventional, and the author is getting through
tiresome things in a hurry?

Friday, March 20: My amaryllis nears the end. Two of its three
blossoms are still a glory of cardinal red, over in the corner, but
the other one collapsed with weird swiftness a little while ago.
Just sort of said good-bye and went away.

Rather better organized than most springs, I went over to the
health service first thing in the morning to make a beginning on
my summer immunization. ‘‘You have to take your life in your
hands when you work for this university,”’ said the nurse, with
reference to the fact that Hill Auditorium was being picketed by
BAM (I have remembered why that little acronym, now signifying
Black Action Movement, has sounded so familiar: back in the days
when I was young and in the Marine Corps, it designated a member
of the she-auxiliary, and meant Broad-assed Marine), and a call
for a strike was out, because of the failure of the regents yesterday
to compromise and swallow all the BAM demands. The picketing,
though evidently it later turned into an attempt to disrupt the
honors convocation, was quiet enough both times I passed; but
the literature being handed out was very raucous indeed, full of
talk about *‘pigs’”’ and characterizing the “‘regental’’ (one of the
words these days) resolution as ‘‘half-assed.”” The Daily carried on
the front page a BAM declaration which characterized it, and if
memory serves I reproduce the precise orthography, as ‘‘S-H-I-T.”
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Everything is going to pieces, even the art of rabble-rousing.
Tom Paine was a rabble-rouser, as was Patrick Henry; but what
style they had compared to these people. Even Hitler, I would
imagine, did it with considerably more grace.

Though quickly overcome by my dose of typhoid, and sleepy
and heavy-headed throughout the day, I managed to work myself
into ‘“Yadorigi,”’# having finished a first revision of ‘‘Sawarabi’’4
earlier in the week. There are rather heavy traces of serialization,
so to speak — synoptic passages as of bringing us dear readers up
to date. As in the case of Mr. Kawabata and his sleeping beauties,
it would have been far better to cut for book publication. Already
there are foreshadowings of Ukifune’s entrance. Already, at this
early stage, Murasaki has realized that there is little to be done
with Nakanokimi short of making Niou a complete and utter cad,
and that is not the sort of thing she does.

Tokyo Sunday, June 7: I was tempted to wonder from time to time
whether my despondency earlier in the week might have had to do
with some sort of prescience, some awareness of the bleakness
ahead in comparison with the riches immediately behind. What
I did today of ““Yadorigi’’ is very dull, endless mooning by Kaoru
and Nakanokimi on how complicated life can be; and at the end (I
hope) of the endless, a most clumsy device for introducing a little
cheer. Kaoru sends off a lot of clothes, all carefully inventoried, to
Nijo. This last device Waley quite cuts, and I fear the world will
think him right to have done so. Indeed my gloom, as I made my
way through what must be described as protracted evidences of
faltering and fumbling, was deeper than the gloom so unconvinc-
ingly described: for it might have to do with a suspicion that my
labors have been meaningless, giving the world nothing that it will
want to read, seeking to change its mind, in a manner all unworthy,
about a work the view of which is unchangeable. Yes, Waley’s taste
is good — I have marked the precise passages he omitted, and how I
long to find myself at the point that indicates the end of this parti-
cular set of them.
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A most pleasant afternoon, out there with the Muramatsus,*
beyond the dreary wastes where the intellectuals live and vote for
their Socialist governor. We sat eating and drinking the hours away,
and butterflies fluttered through foliage rendered luminous by a
bright and not oppressive sun, and a pleasant breeze blew through
the open house, and students, with whom Professor M. seems to
continue to have remarkably good relations despite the troubles,
came and went.

He really is a dear man. Beneath his bamboo groves, in a glorious
clutter of books and bottles and gimcrackery, he lives the life of
the Confucian literatus, reading and writing and painting and drink-
ing, and giving advice to students, and being waited upon by a wife
who manages to remain girlish on the near side of old age and who
manages to make waiting on him seem like a game. It is the life of
Taiga and Buson and their ten pleasures and ten conveniences.

The most amusing of the students who came and went was a
young man, now lost in the depths of the Sumitomo Bank, who was
captain of the Hitotsubashi crew. I asked whether he had studied
under Professor M., and he replied: ‘‘Not really. All I did was row
a boat.”” And there was a slightly older person who followed an im-
probable course: after graduating from Hitotsubashi he went into
the No, and he is now an actor, in the Kanze school. He brought
along a couple of N6 masks, by a modern master. It was the first
time I had actually had a good mask in my hands, to turn this way
and that; and if generalization were possible from a single such ex-
perience, 1 would generalize thus: the device by which a mask
takes on a variety of expressions is really a very simple one, a matter
of no more than a protruding lip.

Thursday, June 11: A couple of Interesting and Amusing Things.
There is a Japanese prize-fighter named Cassius Naito.
These are the names that occur with sufficient frequency to be
listed on the cover of the Tokyo telephone directory: Ito, Kobayashi,
Sato, Suzuki, Tanaka, Takahashi, Nakamura, Yoshida, and Watanabe.

* Professor Muramatsu Yaji of Hitotsubashi University and Mrs. Muramatsu.
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I suppose Kobayashi is the only one that produces a faint twinge of
surprise. It continues to be a puzzle why such an unlikely name
as Tinklebelltree should be so popular.

I worked really hard on the Genji, wanting, before my travels
begin again, to get as much of it as possible knocked out and sent off
to my typist at Whitmore Lake, Michigan. Afternoon found me
some three-quarters of the way through ‘‘Yadorigi’’ — past the title
poem, which I don’t much like, and past the first mention of Uki-
fune, which, I fear, has a somewhat contrived look about it.

A beer at the Miinchen, and then out to Roppongi, to a dinner
at a Chinese restaurant name of the Fu-ling (‘1 ain’t Fu-ling, I don’t
know,’’ I kept thinking), given by Lee Chia in honor of Mr. Kawa-
bata and the other people who will be going to Taipei.* Go Sei-gen -
how would you pronounce it in Chinese (Wu Ch’ing-ytian, may-
be)? — the Go master, was there too, a middle-aging person with a
squeaky voice and a bemused look and a Mao jacket. One would
not have picked him out of a crowd as a genius, but when one knew
that he was, well, he did sort of look the part. His muteness — he
talked scarcely at all — made the fact of his being shut up in the
make-believe world of Go seem most worthy, and made me once
again want to have a try at translating Meijin.** It was quite clear that
among those present he was the one whom Mr. Kawabata respected
most.

As for my own part in the affair, I had too much to drink, and got
into a stupid argument with some Chinese, of whom there were
numbers present, chiefly diplomats and journalists, on the relative
merits of modern Chinese and modern Japanese literature. It is
extraordinary the hold which that wispish little Lu Hsiin has even
on exiled and presumably antirevolutionary Chinese.

Item: there is in Shinjuku, down below the ward office, a cabaret

called King of Kings.

Thursday, June 25: Twenty years ago today the Korean War be-

* For a conference of Asian writers.

** The Master of Go.
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gan. The only notice our Asahi took of it was to report Chairman
Mao’s determination to drive American imperialism from Asia.
For the rest, our Asahi was filled with self-pity having to do with
the textile negotiations and the showing of some movie or other
about The Bomb. How, pray, can a country which has so little con-
cern about anyone but itself expect anyone to have much concern
about it?

And those were my thoughts on the morning of this day that was
a Sunday in 1950. Looking back on it, I have little idea whether
or not the Japanese were as concerned as I was — I suspect few of
them had the thoughts I had of somehow getting on the last refugee
boat. I remember hearing an American friend say in the course of
the following week that the invasion had quite finished the Japanese
Left. How wrong he was — for they were going into what we hope
was their best decade.

This morning, after the series of feints and withdrawals that al-
ways accompanies the attempt to put an end to a long period of
abstinence from work, I finally did it: I went back to the Genji. I
seem to have acquired an unerring knack for breaking off at a point
where it will be difficult to begin again. This time it was just before
the arid festivities (and what is more arid than a grand Genji party?)
that mark the birth of Niou’s son and Kaoru’s marriage to the Sec-
ond Princess, and her removal to Sanjo. (Verily, it is the measure
of the greatness of these Uji chapters that soft things, like a brief
snatch on a lute on an autumn evening, yes, even the rustle of silk
beyond a partition, should echo so much more strongly in the mem-
ory than all these noisy banquets.)

A most interesting evening with Robert Guillain. We first had a
couple of drinks at the Kagiya,* which has been spared until the end
of next year, perhaps has a chance of being spared forever. Then we
went for a walk through Negishi. It has some fine, quiet temples,
with moldering tombstones and weed-grown gardens, small surviv-
als from Kafa’s Negishi. I was shown the house, grand, fortresslike,
of the local underworld leader. It is of wood, and three storeys

* A drinking place in the Negishi district. At the time of writing it occupied a mid-
nineteenth-century building, a very great rarity for Tokyo.
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high — and we all know that Tokyo does not permit wooden buildings
of more than two storeys.

Then to Kitasenja, to the last survivor, to G.’s knowledge, among
the little neighborhood theaters that used to be scattered around
the city; its name is the Kotobukiza. The program was pretty awful,
mostly singing and dancing, the former to the dulcet tones of an elec-
tric guitar, dominated by a dreadful yawping child name of Baby
Mitchi and a simpering female impersonator. The climax, a play,
or rather a pantomime to the accompaniment of a strident record-
ing, was about the passion of Tojin Okichi.* It was patriotic to the
point of jingoism, and the audience, sparse and for the most part
aging, loved it. *‘Sukebei Harris,”’ the man next to me kept mutter-
ing angrily.

And so, all in all, it was not a very satisfying evening at the the-
ater ; but one is filled with feelings of sweet melancholy to know that
the strolling performer sufficiently devoted to the Edo forms (al-
beit vulgarized) to go on performing them before rustic and prole-
tarian audiences yet survives. He will not survive much longer, if
tonight’s performance is a fair example of his prospects.

Finally we had a couple of cups at the Iwateya, which received
the highest token of merit, the approval of Robert Guillain. Next
to me was a person who begged my pardon but wished to know
whether the gentleman on the other side of me might be R.G. No,
said I, at the latter’s prompting — whereupon we got it as the per-
son’s opinion that R.G. is stubborn, unbending, and old-fashioned.

Tuesday, June 30: And so June goes out, and one can no longer
deny that the summer is half over. In the morning I got to work on
the Genji again. I did not make much progress, because the festivities
surrounding the removal of Kaoru’s bride to Sanjo go on and on,
and get more and more maddening. At such times you can almost
be tempted to think that the Genji as a world classic is Waley’s
creation, and that Murasaki really is cette ennuyeuse Scudéry. But

* Said to have been the mistress of Townsend Harris — the first U.S. consul in Japan.
Sukebei, two sentences below, means something like ‘‘lecherer.”’
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courage, courage — Ukifune is heaving in sight, and soon we will
be drunk with the greatness of it all again.

Casting about in my mind for somewhere different in which to
spend a spare evening, I hit upon Sanya;* and up to Sanya I went, by
subway. I did not stay long, however, only until about dark. Sanya, at
least the main street, is really rather grim, with drunken or drugged
persons lying upon the sidewalks, women crying loudly in their
beer, and an extraordinary number of twisted limbs and imperfect
or missing eyes. It used to seem bright and cheerful as slums go, and
I think the difference is that the population is growing older. The
people who have been there all along are of course a year or so older
each summer, and young people do not seem to be coming in. But
the grimness is limited to a very narrow band along the main street.
A few tens of yards back, and the family groups and the shops
and the tinkling bells and other appurtenances of summer could
be almost anywhere in the lower reaches of the city — which is to
say that cheerfulness returns.

A bus coming by for Ueno, I leaped aboard with some relief. In
Ueno I had a few drinks. In a nameless place up towards Uguisudani
I entered into converse with an amusing and unconventional person.
He argued the case for pollution. Why should people be denied,
on the grounds that they might not live as long, the things they want?
Among our undeniable rights, said he, is the right to live shorter
but more comfortable lives. That is sort of the case I would make
for alcoholism.

As 1 was making my way across the lake towards home, shortly
after midnight, a most astonishing thing happened, and I must be
grateful, indeed am still all a-tremble at the closeness of it, that I
did not spend the night in jail. From a passageway, or perhaps ar-
bor would be the better word for it, a rather pleasant face pro-
truded, smiled, and said ‘‘Danna, danna,”” exactly as the sellers of
dirty pictures, whom I could never resist, did in the days before the
Olympics destroyed that sort of thing. Interested, I went in — to
find that he was absolutely stark naked, and emphatically tumescent.
As I stood expressing silent wonder at this prospect, a policeman

* A working-class district popularly held to be the worst of the Tokyo ‘‘slums.”’
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came up from the other direction. ““Why don’t you have any
clothes on?’’ said the policeman. “‘Because I'm going swimming,”’
said the man. At which point I did the worst thing, hindsight tells
me, I could have done: I turned in headlong flight. Had the police-
man chosen to come after me, I would not have had an easy time ex-
plaining my role in the little drama. But he did not. So I made it
home.

Can it be that the good officer had proclivities, which made the
pursuit of me seem unimportant?

Oh what an exciting city is ours.

Wednesday, July 1: I neglected to make mention in my last entry
of a little happening that seems vaguely noteworthy. In the last place
at which I drank, a couple of young men, not unpleasant-looking
though with the collarless, loose-sleeved shirts which suggest
young men to be less than honorably employed, walked out with-
out paying their bill. The cashier, who I think is either the owner
or the son of the owner, mildly pointed out this delinquency to
them, and one of them responded by kicking out a panel in the door.
Instead of remonstrating with them or threatening to call the police,
the cashier became all smiles. Petty extortionists, no doubt. My
beloved Ueno is probably not the easiest place in the world in which
to run a drinkery.

I worked on the Genji in the morning, and managed to push my
way beyond matters having to do with Kaoru’s royal bride and on
to the first appearance of Ukifune; and it was like emerging from a
dark, dense forest upon a field of daffodils. Who knows, maybe
Murasaki meant it so, and what his seemed to me the infelicity of
the passages that have held me up these last days is in fact subtle
artistry.

In the afternoon I went over a manuscript sent around for my
perusal by the Tokyo University Press, a translation of the Ugetsu. It
is full of such happy expressions as ‘‘he crumpled in a heap of agony”’
and “‘the blooming cherries’’ and *‘his poor inexcusable behavior.”’
But of course the original is also badly flawed. That it is numbered
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among the classics is the measure of the poverty of late-Tokugawa
literature.

Out in the evening to Sophia University to partake of the monas-
tic life of the fathers. Very pleasant, really. Tonight was the anni-
versary, the second, of the putting up, the first, of the barricades,
and the talk was all of how much quieter things are now — though
there is a fear that, come the heady autumn days, the strugglers may
start struggling again.

The one girl expelled during the 1968 troubles is named Tokutake
Kiyoko. The students call her, said Father Roggendorf, Dokutake
Kinoko. Roughly, ‘‘Miss Toadstool.”” The Japanese are very good
at this sort of verbal dalliance. The Kokinsha spirit.

Thursday, July 2: I was somewhat late in rising, for the good fa-
thers gave me rather too much whisky last night; but once arisen
I worked fairly hard on the Genji into midafternoon. I am happy
to report that, after perhaps three months, I have finished a first
revision of ‘‘Yadorigi.”’

It ends beautifully, with one of those so perverse but so effective
peeping scenes. Ukifune turns her head for a moment, and it is as
if Oigimi were reborn, and the nun appears briefly, and then there
is a poem. The end. Really very beautiful. Going rapidly over what
I have been about recently, I had to conclude that there is far more
art in all that party business than I had been ready to admit — that it
serves to delay the entry of Ukifune, which it thus makes more of
a thing. And the contrast between all the courtly doings, so ele-
gantly dull, and Ukifune’s countrified retinue is very good.

The evening with Mishima Yukio. What an interesting person
he is, and I cannot think why I once thought him wanting in humor.
He has a richly sardonic sense of humor, and is a very good mimic,
with several fine routines, among them a liberal housewife from the
western suburbs discussing the educational value of his writings.

And here are some of the subjects upon which he had interesting
things to say:

The police. He thinks they are responsible for violent feuding
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among Leftist student factions. They plant inflammatory rumors.

The government. He had hoped that the rioting last year and
into this would stir serious thought of constitutional reform ; but the
rioters proved too feeble a challenge, and the situation is hopeless.
We must live with that awful Peace Constitution.

The literary world. It is corrupt. When you serve on the juries
that award the literary prizes, you realize that the jurors make the
awards to their friends for all the wrong reasons - and fundamen-
tally by way of serving their own interests. (But after all new people
do sometimes achieve recognition — so the corruption cannot be ab-
solute.)

Limited warfare. We will always lose a limited war, in which we
cannot make use of ‘‘the people’’ as the other side can; and so we
should work to do away with the weapons that make all-out war
impossible.

His own writing. He worked hardest on the trial scenes of Run-
away Horses, to make sure that he was right about prewar court pro-
cedures. (This seemed to me to demonstrate that he is a very con-
servative kind of novelist — not that I had not already discerned
that fact, behind all the sparkling modishness.) He thinks of ending
his tetralogy by having Honda, a very old man, visit Satoko in Nara,
where she denies having known such a man. I told him I liked
the idea, though I did not quite know what it meant. That life is
a dream? He allowed that he did not know either.

Tuesday, July 7: On this day in Hayashi-cho (my old neighborhood),
"1 would see a constant stream of fresh bamboo below my window.
On this day in Yushima I saw not a small sign that the meeting of
the stars had taken place.* I like my new residence on the whole,
but must admit that in certain ways my standard of living has fallen.
Last night, though, there was a delightfully cool breeze blowing

in from the south over the pond. It was like one of those days when,
after the heat has gone on too long, the first touch of autumn comes

* On Tanabata — the Star Festival, July 7 — two stars, Altair and Vega, are thought
to have their annual meeting.
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into the air. I sat by the pond for a time and watched the lotuses
shiver. It is not good weather for them, poor dears, but it is for me.

And I had lovely dreams. The one that survived most vividly into
morning was of being surrounded by fat little pigs that purred like
pussycats. Now what, O you specialists in dreams, can that one
have meant, save that I was at the moment feeling happy about
something or other?

For such reasons, perhaps, I had my best day all summer on the
Genji, or maybe it was from relief at being finished with ‘“Yado-
rigi,”” which should be winging its way across the waters. In any
case I plunged enthusiastically into *‘Azumaya.’’* It begins smooth-
ly, for Murasaki Shikibu obviously knows that she has a good thing
in Ukifune — modeled upon someone she knew and liked? The few
pages 1 did are among the freshest in the whole Uji section,
those in which the go-between does horrid things to poor Ukifune.
Murasaki Shikibu comes to life when she descends to her own
class. Yet one is tempted to accuse her of what she accuses the
go-between of, fawning. She is very disloyal to her own people,
quite plainly is seeking to flatter those on high. (To be sure, she
has an occasional sardonic remark to make about them too.)

The afternoon was brightened by a visit from a Yomiuri reporter
who wished to interview me on a novel subject, soba (Japanese
noodles). He turned out to be just as cute as he could be, like a shag-
gy little puppy, and he had a heavy Osaka accent which obviously
embarrassed him. I was sorry I could not think of more things to
say about soba; I learned more from him than he from me. Ilearned,
for instance, that the story of Marco Polo’s having introduced soba
from Europe cannot possibly be true, since the Tartars had it from
very ancient times, and it is mentioned in the Shoku Nihongi.* I also
learned that the Yabu in Kanda is considered the best of all Tokyo
soba places. Must go there again one of these days, and assure myself
that the reputation is deserved.

In the late afternoon I ventured timidly into a barbershop and
my! — such treatment as I did get, such an assortment of wetters
and driers and steamers and perfumers, all for a thousand yen. I

* Late eighth century.
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felt alternately as if I were enthroned and as if I were being guillo-
tined. With such attentions to look forward to, how could one pos-
sibly become a long-hair?

Then I went on to the Iwateya to have a few drinks, and fear I did
not behave as one ought to in so genial a place. For no very good rea-
son | had fallen into a surly mood. The person next to me asked all
the usual questions, to which I gave not very friendly answers, and
when he came to the one about my view of the Japanese character,
I said I thought Japan a land of hypocrites and time-servers. He did
not take this in very good part, and presently we were shouting at
each other; and so I suppose the Iwateya joins the list of nice places
I have arranged to make it inadvisable that I visit.

Thursday, July 23: 1 worked hard on the Genji all morning, have a
third draft of something like a third of ‘‘Azumaya’” done. Murasaki
may or may not have had amodel in mind when she made Kaoru, but
her readers must have thought that she did, and thought, further,
that they knew who he was. And do you suppose they liked him?
Do you suppose they found him a little ridiculous?

Dinner at Makiko’s. Much interesting talk about what it is like
to be in a big Japanese company. An enormous amount of time is
spent on conferences which have as their main purpose keeping
everyone in the company happy. Indeed they occupy most of the
theoretical working hours, and so the work has to be done after
hours. It would seem, then, that the business and trading successes
of Japan have to do less with an ability to work as a team than with
a willingness to work overtime. And so what will happen when
the indulged, pampered youth of the land takes over?

Makiko says that family makes little difference in business any
more. The fact that her son is a grandson of a former chairman of
Yawata and a great grandson of the founder of Mitsubishi Electric
makes no difference at all. It would make a difference were he to
marry the daughter of the president, but these benefits do not ex-
tend beyond the second generation.

I have been leaving the door open, for the wind to blow through.
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Fukuda stopped by and was horrified. ‘‘But there is nothing near
the door that anyone would want to take,’”” said I. ‘“There is the
telephone,”’ said he. Now who would have thought of that?

Ann Arbor Saturday, September 5: The beautiful weather goes
on. I wonder if Miss Y.’s feet still hurt.*

In the morning I went back to the Genji, became so absorbed in
it, indeed, that I quite forgot an appointment with my friendly
dentist. ‘‘Kashiwagi’’% was what [ worked on — for my two stu-
dents decided that, as a piece of one-upmanship, they wished to
read a sequence left out by Waley. Returning to an earlier section
after years of immersion in the Uji chapters, I find it much easier
going. For sentences on end, I needed no help from the commenta-
tors at all. Is this accident, or has my reading ability suddenly taken
a great leap forward — or might we say that the style and the content
are denser in the Uji chapters? If the last is the case, then we would
have strong evidence, though of an impressionistic sort, that an
an aging and experienced Murasaki Shikibu, and not her schoolgirl
daughter, or any other silly Heian woman, for that matter, may be
given credit for Uji.

As for the literary quality, I am of two minds. The soliloquy of
the failing Kashiwagi with which the chapter opens is studded with
poetic references. Is this merely romanticizing, or did the decom-
posing Heian mind in fact seize upon bits of remembered poetry,
fragments shored against its ruins? I do not know.

A very beautiful late-afternoon walk to the Beardsleys’, over on
the east side, down shaded, cicada-shrilling streets, past dark wood-
ed glens — just as the whole state of Michigan must have looked a
hundred fifty years ago. The Beardsleys were offering cocktails.

Much of the talk was of sons and daughters who are out living in
communes. They do not want any old humdrum job now that they
have graduated ; they want something “‘creative.’’ It is nineteenth-
century romanticism pushed to insanity — the romanticism which

* A young lady had given a pain in the foot as her reason for declining a graduate
fellowship.
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produced the notion of the artist as creator. Earlier centuries had a
far saner notion of him and his function. And of course it is the folly
of our educational system, which derives from romanticism. Every-
thing must be creative —and so naturally they must go on being
creative after they are out of school, and no one wishes to be a shop
girl or a yardman. (Which reminds me: a graduate student of some
years ago came by the other day. He has been working for a railroad,
and has been injured several times. The roadbeds, he says, are in
terrible shape, all rotting and wobbly, and trains are constantly
being derailed. If one cannot sympathize with the enemies of the
system, one sometimes finds it hard to be on the side of the system
either.) And behind everything, of course, lies the great American
tradition of running away, and the fact that there is nowhere to run
away to any more.

Tuesday, September 8: Problems kept coming up having to do with
the workings of our tiny department. The most interesting concerned
Miss Y. She had a long talk with Charles Hucker, and is now going
to drag her sore feet back to California. Charles seemed to think
that the chief reason for this retreat is terror at the awful burden
we unloaded upon her (one thinks of Harry Truman and his load of
hay) in giving her a fellowship. How very difficult are one’s rela-
tions with the younger generation. ‘‘You aren’t paying enough
attention to me. Now you’re paying too much attention to me.”’
Maybe a good spanking would strike a happy medium. (I am not sure
I put that as well as I might have.)

I did a little more on ‘‘Kashiwagi’’ and then returned to *‘Uki-
fune.”’S! The former is very touching, the more so, perhaps, for the
fact that it makes less overt play for tears than does, say, “‘Azu-
maya,”’ and Kashiwagi is altogether less sanctimonious, less self-
pitying, than his son. (The great question, of course, is whether or
not Murasaki Shikibu meant Kaoru to seem sanctimonious.) Kashi-
wagi’s nurse is mentioned frequently; but so far she has been given
no name, and I think she gets none through the course of the chap-
ter. Indeed she is scarcely a presence at all. Have we not here evi-
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dence that Murasaki had no notion at this point of telling Kaoru’s
story?

Yes, ‘‘Ukifune’’ is different from ‘‘Kashiwagi.”’ In the latter, trag-
edy is at a distance, so to speak, as if it could be kept there. In
““Ukifune’’ it is palpable, all-encompassing.

In the evening, I did a bit more tidying up of my apartment, taking
things out of drawers and closets and placing them upon walls and
tables. And then I dug a little farther into the summer accumulation.
Mostly I went over book lists. How very cute are the lists of things
Japanese available in English — we really do not take the Japanese
very seriously, and they do not themselves invite being taken very
seriously when they make it appear that their chief contributions to
the culture of the world have been the tea ceremony and paper-fold-
ing. A little item in the New York Times, by chance, adds to the im-
pression that we will go on thinking of them as amusing little people.
An article on Hello, Dolly!, which has just broken some record or
other, tells of its successes not only in New York but the whole
world over, and informs us that Tokyo just loved ‘‘Haro Dori.”’
I suppose that we who seek to teach things Japanese, at least things
artistically Japanese, are considered similarly quaint.

Tuesday, September 15: Chilly and rainy in the morning, and all
of a sudden muggy in the afternoon, and the skinflints who run my
two-hundred-a-month apartment have turned off the air-condition-
ing.

gI had a very amusing dream last night. At a cocktail party a lady
came up and introduced herself. ‘‘My name is Yellow MacArthur,”’
said she. ‘A nice name, but a somewhat unusual one,’’ said I.
““Yes,”” said she. ‘“You see, I am the general’s daughter by his Ori-
ental cook.”’

I worked very hard on ‘‘Ukifune,’”’ am almost at the end of it.
While tragedy descends on eminent persons, lesser persons re-
spond in a way that I find most touching, most warming. I like the
rustic guards, stung by Kaoru’s rebuke, and guarding like mad the
whole night through. Ilike Ukon, pleading with Ukifune to make up
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her mind, and vowing to stay with her, whichever way she decides
to go. In these last chapters, at least, Murasaki Shikibu shows con-
siderable feeling for boys and girls on a lower level than her own.
But I am touched in particular because this sense of one’s place,
this determination to do one’s duty, is so absent in our own day.
At least in these United States.

Out in the evening with Miss Suh, this being the night of the
meigetsu, the harvest full moon. It is a big atavistic rite in Korea.
People go great distances to visit cemeteries. When we came from
dinner, there was the moon, red in the eastern sky, but in the few
seconds it took us to get into the car and start east towards Ply-
mouth, clouds had moved in. So we came back to Ann Arbor and
went up on the roof here to scan the skies. We did get a glimpse
of the moon, and very beautiful it was, too, a Gothic moon, in and
out of wildly racing black clouds.

Saturday, September 19: Another beautiful autumn day, bright
and clear and crisp. I was up early and off to the farmers’ market,
which is coming into its best. One of the things I like about it is
that its pleasures are such ordinary ones. No highfalutin exotic
flowers, no fruits and vegetables that you could not grow in your
own yard. Orange, the color of autumn, is all of our own verdant
midlands, in tomatoes, squashes, marigolds, dahlias, zinnias. Maybe
these are not all native flora, but certainly they have been most
comfortably naturalized. It is hard to believe, at the farmers’ mar-
ket, that we are, as everyone says we are, a nation going to pieces.
The stall keepers seem so honest and healthy and hard-working, and
their children, right in there helping, still seem to preserve the old
virtues.

I bought an ample armful of flowers, orange-red zinnias and pur-
ple asters (the other color of autumn), and walked to the Gunn
Building looking like a Mexican bride.

How interesting the way emperors get pushed into the back-
ground by their wives. In *‘Ukifune,”’ the Rokujo palace — mansion,
I call it, to be different from Art Waley — really becomes the court
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while Her Majesty is in residence there. And in ‘‘Kashiwagi,”” to
which I returned late in the afternoon by way of getting ready for
tomorrow’s class, the former empress is very conspicuous in the
celebrations accompanying Kaoru’s birth, though she is but distantly
related, while the Suzaku emperor, the child’s grandfather, is scarcely
mentioned at all. No doubt we have here a fairly undistorted
reflection of things as they were.

Later in the day, when I took my laundry to the friendly Gold
Bond, the lady told me that there has been a sudden increase in the
louse population of Ann Arbor. People are always bringing in lousy
bedding, and she has to fight constantly to keep from getting infested
herself. She blames this new development on ‘‘the long-hairs in
those tents’’ — the rent-strikers who have pitched their tents in
front of the main library. Perhaps she is right, and as we return to
nature, pushed in that direction by the long-haired dears, perhaps
new epidemics of typhus will be among the pleasures we may anti-
cipate. I am certain myself that the flea population has gone up (to
bring back the pest, perhaps?), for I keep finding fleas in my office,
and there is common talk in the elevators of a plague of roaches,
which I have escaped, possibly because roaches do not like Metrecal.
Well, the upshot of it is that some kinds of life flourish even as Lake
Erie dies.

In the evening I read a heap of reviews of The Sound of the Moun-
tain. Curious thing: women do not seem to like it as well as men.
Woman in the Boston Herald-Traveler chides me for calling an ayu a
trout. Woman in the Worcester Telegram makes inquiry: “‘Is it then
the translator who makes the story-telling sound so flat, in spite of
the lovely backgrounds and the poetic dreams?’’ I should point out
that the dreams were among the things I disliked most, and so let me
modestly disclaim any credit for them, at least.

In the T.L.S., a very nasty review of Earl Miner’s ‘‘diaries,”’ an
approving review of Morris’s Waley. In the latter, the secret of
Waley’s success is offered as simplicity. Well, I do not know what
it is, that secret, but at least in the Genji simplicity it is not. In the
former, the anonymous reviewer sighs that Waley did not see fit
to do the Izumi Shikibu diary, for then it might have been done well.
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So not only did Waley produce translations which we epigones can
never hope to equal, our works must be judged inferior to what he
might have done, had he chosen to do it. Hagiography is a most in-
timidating genre.

Saturday, September 26: ‘“To break the green of the autumn
dream, beside the autumn window.’’* Such a day it has been. Fog in
the morning, heavy rain in the afternoon. There are black clouds
coming down upon us from the black interior of the continent this
evening, but no tempestuous noises. Saturday night is not too aw-
ful in Ann Arbor, even without alcohol, if you draw the curtains
early and pretend that it is some other night.

Up early, I went off into the fog, to the farmers’ market. [ wanted
to buy some more asters, but the aster season seems to be a brief
one. Not a specimen in sight. I bought some little orange-red dahl-
ias, which glow like a fire in the night, out of the blackest of my
Korean pots, at the darkling entrance to my kitchen.

I worked fairly hard on ‘‘Ukifune’” through much of the morning
and afternoon, and now, save for the notes, have it in shape to send
off to the typist. It ends beautifully, and I am inclined to think at
the moment that I carry it off rather well. Its success is due in very
large measure, I continue to think, to the lower classes. The aging
Murasaki saw people for what they were, and we need not think,
as perhaps once we did, that she was dazzled by rank. A sort of Goya,
perhaps, in her treatment of Kaoru and Niou?

In a dream last night, a memorable line: ‘“Was it you, or was it
D. H. Lawrence?’’ I have no idea what the context was, or to whom
I addressed the question.

Saturday, October 3: A cold wind was coming down from the north
and west, and there has been winter in the air all day. I like the red-
cheeked look, the checkered woolen shirts, that tell of the coming

* From The Dream of the Red Chamber.
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of winter; but I wish there weren’t so God-damned much wild,
wild hair to blow in the wind.

After glancing at the papers (huge article on the editorial page of
our Daily tells us, in several dozen ways, that everybody but homo-
sexuals is sick), I set out for the market. The day for my favorite
flowers has passed, and the scene is dominated by chrysanthemums.
Numbers of nice things all the same. Ilike people who stand through
the chilly morning to give away excess kittens (I wanted to take them
all in, found my own Katzengarten). I like high-school students who
keep pumpkin stands. I did not buy much of anything. Only some
straggly marigolds. Even when they are not straggly, I like mari-
golds more for the way they smell, so clean and pungent, than for the
way they look.

On my way home in the beginnings of a chill autumn shower, I
stood and looked for a time at our best public building, the fire
station on Huron Street. Every time I pass, those healthy American
boys, the firemen, are to be seen throwing footballs at one another.
I do not think I like their way of life much better than that of the
pot-smoking students. I remember how, when I was very young, I
hated having a football thrown at me. I wonder if I would hate hav-
ing a frisbee thrown at me.

Back at the office, I got to work on re-revising such of *‘Kagers’’52
as I had done in first revision. It flows on from ‘‘Ukifune’” with
little suggestion of hesitation, largely because persons of the lower
classes ensure continuity. The flighty Jija, in a crisis, is every bit as
dependable as the dependable Ukon. They are like Faulkner’s Ne-
groes. This would be cause enough for designating Murasaki Shikibu
a great progressive, a great harbinger of upheavals to come; but I
cannot think at the moment of a progressive Japanese critic who
makes the case on quite those grounds.

In the evening I violated one of my-holiest rules, and the result
was a wasted evening, and a renewal of my vows of fidelity to the
rule, which is: never go to a French movie. Lola Montez was showing
in Angell Hall, and I longed to see what the French would do with
the California Gold Country, and especially with Lola’s declining
years in that spooky house in Grass Valley. Well, they did nothing
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at all with it, that’s what they did. And so I had to sit through two
and a half boring hours while Lola moved from one repulsive Euro-
pean male to another. No guffaws from the student audience, despite
the fact that there were a number of exceedingly specious scenes.
In one of them the French ambassador rescues Lola from the Cos-
sacks.

Tuesday, October 6: I got ready for class over the noon hour, and
for seventy-five minutes thereafter it met, and an uncommonly
jolly little gathering it was, too. What pleasant jokes we did make as
Kashiwagi lay dying. Call us callous if you will — but there is some-
thing ridiculous about a young gentleman lying in bed with his hat on.
One of our number made this pleasant joke:

Someone to the Third Princess. ‘‘And what color hair did your
little boy’s father have?”’
Third Princess. ‘I don’t know. He didn’t take his hat off.”’

As I sit by my third-floor window and watch the youth of the land
pass up and down Liberty Street, I am sunk in thoughts of things.
I think how increasingly alike the sexes are coming to look. They
all wear blue jeans and ponchos. The similarity must take much of
the joy from life — and so maybe beards do perform a service.

It all, sometimes, seems very ironical. Ten years and less ago I
thought that the Japanese were in great danger from their youth and
the people who were teaching their youth. Now they seem in far
better shape than we. A homogeneous nation with a long tradition
of discipline, they will have a far easier time, will not have to be as
cruel, keeping youthful lawlessne<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>