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Translator’s Introduction

When I picked up my first Murakami Haruki novel over two decades ago, little did I know it would kickstart a passion for Japanese culture, language, and literature that continues to this day.

Fortunately, there are other great Japanese authors that are available in English, such as Sayaka Murata, Banana Yoshimoto, Yoko Ogawa, Osamu Dazai, and Junichiro Tanizaki, to name a few. But once I learned Japanese well enough to appreciate Japanese literature without relying on translations, I discovered many other Japanese authors that had unique, compelling, and interesting stories to tell that were not yet translated into English, and hence not yet well-known in the West. If you take into account the number of Japanese literature translations that are only available in print media (not to mention those which are out of print), the amount of Japanese literature available in digital formats is even more dismal.

After reading enough Japanese literature, as well as studying Japan’s language and culture, I reached a point where I felt that I could help make some of these lesser-known authors available in English for a wider audience, and even decided to create my own publishing company for that purpose, Arigatai Books.

For the most part I have focused on publishing books that showcase a specific author, but I realized that I needed a forum to release a variety of stories written by different authors, essentially a sampling of the diverse flavors of Japanese literature. This led to the creation of the book you are now reading, “Gensen: Selected Stories in Modern Japanese Literature”.

The word “gensen” (厳選) means “specially selected”, an apt name for this series that focuses on modern works of Japanese literature that I have found to be particularly notable. By “modern” I mean any authors that were alive between the early 20th century and today, although initially I plan to focus primarily on authors from the first half of the 20th century. In this series I plan to cover a wide range of genres, everything from fairy tales to ghost stories and science fiction, and maybe even an essay now and then.

I have included mini-biographies before each piece to give you some context about the author, and in the back of the book there is a list of recommended works by these authors.

For Japanese learners I have included the stories in parallel format in the second half of the book with alternating paragraphs of Japanese and English, with the biographies omitted. In this series I expect the difficulty level to range from relatively easy to moderately difficult, although the stories in this first volume are a bit on the easier side (especially the two fairy tales).

I am looking forward to producing more books in this series and am always eager to hear reader feedback, especially how you feel about these stories or recommendations of other authors you would like to see translated. Please feel free to contact us via arigataibooks@gmail.com.

––J.D. Wisgo

July 2022


The Uncharted Road

Sakunosuke Oda

Introduction

Sakunosuke Oda [1913-1947], was an author born in Osaka who wrote primarily novels, essays, and radio plays. He often employed characters that were not considered socially appropriate, and during his lifetime some of his works were banned.

Oda was friends with Osamu Dazai, and following Oda’s death from cancer Dazai published a eulogy that blamed literary critics for his sudden death. Oda’s work Vulgarity was nominated as a candidate for the Akutagawa Prize, and to commemorate the 70th anniversary of his birth, a prize called Osaka Bungaku Shinkoukai was created focusing on literature from the Kansai region.

Story

Chapter 1

At the time, Hisako was a girl of only nine years.

She had been playing the violin because her dad ordered her to, and of course had no way of knowing what music was, or what made something a work of art. Nor had she ever thought about these things.

Furthermore, she lacked the passion and ambition to become a top-class violinist at all costs; she was also not at an age where such passion or ambition could arise. Sweat oozing from her forehead, Hisako was simply trying her best to avoid making mistakes, fearful that if she didn’t play exactly as her father had instructed she would be scolded or the lesson would continue on forever. It also couldn’t be said that Hisako liked playing the violin more than eating three meals a day. Rather, her young heart considered the instrument known as the violin, whose practice cut her three meals a day down to two, to be a despicable, hateful thing.

Her father would often say, “The violin is the instrument of the devil,” to which she would only nod vaguely, knowing nothing about what a “devil” was. That was the extent of her hate and even fear towards the violin.

In fact even on that day, when there just happened to be a summer festival at Ikukunitama Shrine and rumor had it the emperor would pass through the main street, the sounds of taiko drums and the accompaniment of shishimai dances thick in the air, even though all of the other children were dressed in their best summer outfits, going to see the emperor’s procession or some show on the palace grounds, Hisako was the only one unable to go outside (and even if she could, she lacked appropriate summer clothes), being forced to play the violin inside her muggy house.

They lived in a cluttered part of town where the houses were tightly packed together and the ventilation wasn’t very good, but her room in particular faced west, letting the rays of the hot afternoon sun stream in during midsummer. It was good that her father had lowered the bamboo blinds and closed the curtains in order to keep out the sunlight, perhaps because he was not able to bear the heat, but along with that he also closed the windows, making the inside of the room scorchingly hot, like a boiler room. According to her father, “Those drums are noisy and I just can’t have that.” Opening the windows would apparently interfere with her violin practice.

That was the type of man her father was, the type of man who would act like a lunatic whenever it came to the violin. That’s why Hisako wasn’t able to pester her father to go to the festival and instead played the violin, hands gripping it tightly as she sweated profusely from every pore. The sweat on her forehead got in her eyes, so she closed them and endured with all her might, as if desperate to keep practicing. But there were moments when her mind would briefly jump to the distant festival.

The piece was “Zigeunerweisen”. Hisako had begun learning it in elementary school under her father’s tutelage during the spring when she was eight, and his strict training enabled her to play such a difficult song within a span of only two years.

Her father Shonosuke was playing the piano with nothing on but a pair of long underpants when the beauty of the powerful, pure sound flowing from her violin strings suddenly made his eyes sparkle. A sound like a moan slipped out of his mouth.

“Hisako, play that part one more time!”

“Sure.”

Convinced that she was being criticized for making a mistake, Hisako nodded teary-eyed and started playing that part over from the beginning. A melody flowed from the strings like the soft weeping of a homesick gypsy. Shonosuke found it hard to believe that the powerful sound he was hearing came from the violin of a nine-year-old girl.

He had never heard such a sound coming from her violin before. In fact, Shonosuke wasn’t sure if even he himself had ever produced such a wonderful sound that somehow resembled a thief in the night.

With a vacant expression as if doubting his own ears, Shonosuke gazed for a while at his daughter’s pale face while mumbling quietly to himself. Eventually he spoke, as if having a realization.

“Hisako, let’s go visit Ikukunitama Shrine.”

“Really, papa?”

Hisako quickly placed the violin upon the piano and ran into the next room, putting a dress on top of her sleeveless undergarment––though a shabby item, it at least had a flower pattern.

Chapter 2

After getting off at the 7-chome Uehonmachi bus stop, they climbed to the top of the hill that curved to the west, and came to the main torii gate of Ikukunitama.

After passing through the gate, both sides of the road were lined with street stalls up to the shrine.

Specially-made ice cream, strawberry water, lemon water, chilled syrup, iced coffee, frozen watermelon, glass marbles, fireworks, artificial flowers blooming underwater, water pistols, fountain pens that wrote in water, super putty that stuck to anything, monkey string weaving, sun prints, hair dying, famous Oshu hellgrammite larvae, address tags for children, baby turtles, goldfish, mice, Chinese bean paste, ginger candy, hard candy that changed color when you licked it, clay and blocks to build with, a steam train with a lightbulb that lit when it moved…each and every stall had something to appeal to her eyes, mouth, or ears.

But Shonosuke did not stop in front of any of those stalls and only led Hisko by the hand as he made his way quickly through the crowd.

On the left was Kitamuki Hachiman shrine. Over there, all sorts of unusual exhibits must have been set up again this year: a peep box where you could view the Gold Demon and the headless incident of Rakutan pond, Rokurokubi the long-necked monster, a mermaid, and a woman diver’s underwater adventure.

Hisako was lost in these thoughts as they passed in front of Kitamuki Hachiman where she tried to turn off into the grounds of the shrine, but Shonosuke quietly pulled her hand and quickly led her towards the stone steps of Ikukunitama Shrine.

When they reached the hall of worship, Shonosuke tossed some coins into the offering box and said to Hisako, “You’d better pray that you become Japan’s number one violinist.”

Doing as she was told, Hisako put her small hands together and mumbled, “May I become Japan’s number one violinist.” But a moment later she added, “…and may my father take me to the exhibits.”

She then raised her head and glanced at her father, but Shonosuke’s head was still lowered. He seemed to be mumbling something quietly to himself.

In the hall of worship two shrine maidens clad in white kimonos and red hakamas danced, one waving a bell and the other a sword.

He was still praying. Hisako smiled, thinking to herself, “I wonder what father is praying for?”

Indeed, what was Shonosuke praying for?

Shonosuke was a somewhat well-known violin player in Osaka, but he was always poor. He kept the sign “Tsuji Violin School” outside his house, but due to being an overly eccentric, overly strict teacher, all of his students stopped coming, and as a result his income was virtually nothing.

Convinced that the violin was an instrument only to be played by traditional enka singers, his relatives advised him, “Why don’t you give up that violin thing and start a more reliable business?”

But Shonosuke didn’t listen. And so, as usual, he stuck to the “Tsuji Instruction Method”, his strict, self-styled instruction method as he continued a life of poverty.

However, in the music competition last fall that was organized by the Osaka Nichinichi Newspaper (informally known as the “red newspaper”), three of his pupils had achieved near-perfect scores.

“See!” Shonosuke muttered to himself.

“The teachers of our society think that violin instruction should focus on pleasing our affluent boys and girls, but thanks to my strict instruction these students of mine all performed wonderfully.”

At last, his long-held principles were acknowledged, at least to a degree. It was time to take the country by storm. He would surely get more students, maybe even too many to handle. Shonosuke was overjoyed.

However, the contest ended up only worsening the reputation of his violin instruction, which had already been criticized as “too strict” and “useless”. Everyone avoided his school. Not only did the number of pupils decline, but Shonosuke’s life became even more pitiful as his school stagnated.

After that, he eked out a living by enrolling in a local military band and working as a two-bit substitute conductor for an orchestra, with his young daughter Hisako one of his few remaining students and the only outlet for his Tsuji Instruction Method.

However, today Shonosuke was shocked by the beauty of Hisako’s rendition of Zigeunerweisen, masterful to the degree it could even be called a flash of genius.

“This girl might really become something great,” he thought. Shonosuke, by nature easily excited, thought to sacrifice everything in order to turn Hisako into something great.

He reflected back upon his disadvantaged upbringing as a violinist, and made the decision to express his own dreams and passion towards music through his daughter Hisako.

“…and for that, I will even quit the military band. I will stop conducting as well. And I will sacrifice my entire life, traveling an uncharted road in order to make Hisako the number one violinist in Japan.”

He made this vow before the guardian deity of the shrine. Once he finally finished his lengthy prayer, Shonosuke gripped Hisako's tiny hand. “Alright, let’s go home.”

Shonosuke began to walk anxiously, determination in his steps.

They did not drop by Kitamuki Hachimangu; nor did they stop in front of any of the stalls. Hisako was on the verge of tears as she followed after her father’s wide gait. With a tense voice, as if reproaching her, Shonosuke urged her to go home without having even a sip of chilled syrup.

“Hisako, it’s time for violin practice!”

Chapter 3

From that day forward, they began an excruciating training program that was not unlike wringing blood from a dried rag.

As soon as Hisako returned home from school, she was caught by her father and handed the violin. On some days her practice continued into the wee hours of the night.

On the days when she didn’t play as she was instructed, she was forced to stand for hours practicing the violin.

Hisako’s body was exhausted, like a piece of old cotton that had been torn to shreds.

She often fell asleep during the day in her classroom at school. The teacher in charge would call in Shonosuke and complain about Hisako. But he always just argued with the teacher and then went home.

He kept his promise to the guardian deity and stayed at home all day without going to work or taking on any new students, and when Hisako was out of the house Shonosuke would contemplate how the tiny-bodied Hisako could best learn to play the violin––an instrument originally designed for the bodies of westerners––and how Hisako’s tiny fingers could best learn to master the violin’s strings.

“I’m home.”

When he heard Hisako’s voice, Shonosuke was sitting at the piano, a piano that had already been mortgaged…

At that point they were living meal to meal. Their poverty made Shonosuke’s training that much stricter.

Hisako sighed as she lifted the violin to her shoulder, wondering why she was not allowed to go out and play like the other children.

Then one summer night, Hisako had trouble playing properly, no matter how many times she tried. The song was a Bach fugue.

“Fool! Do you think you can actually become the number one violinist in Japan like that?”

After making this statement angrily, Shonosuke went inside the mosquito net.

Tears in her eyes, Hisako tried to follow her father into the mosquito net, but his voice stopped her. “You stay outside the net, playing the violin until you get it right.”

Hisako rubbed her sleepy eyes and started playing again. Shonosuke listened from inside the mosquito net.

“Once more. Keep playing until I say so.”

The Bach fugue, repeated like a set of prayer beads. Hisako was forced to play that piece over and over, exactly like running her hands down a set of prayer beads one at a time. But no matter how long Hisako played, her father never said, “Excellent!”

“How noisy,” Hisako’s mother Reiko said with annoyance as she rolled over in bed.

Reiko wasn’t Hisako’s birth mother; she was actually the younger sister of Reiko’s real mother. But Hisako’s mother died when she was only three, and soon after Reiko married Shonosuke. To Hisako, it seemed like the woman who had been her aunt until yesterday had suddenly become her stepmother.

Since Hisako had been Reiko’s niece, as you would expect she didn’t treat the girl harshly like a typical stepmother would. Rather, it could even be said Reiko was a good mother.

However, when she saw how her husband Shonosuke was spending all of his time on Hisako and was far more involved with that girl than he was with the son or daughters she had given birth to, of course Reiko was not happy. Not to mention that when Reiko thought about how Shonosuke had given up working to devote himself to Hisako’s training, pulling the family further into poverty, Reiko could no longer serve as a good mother to Hisako and eventually began to act somewhat like a stepmother.

Once Hisako’s stepchild instincts picked up on this awkward situation, the pain of knowing that her violin practice was disturbing her mother’s sleep took precedence over her own lack of sleep.

That’s why Hisako was impatient to play properly and make her father say, “Excellent!” but she

Night had fallen.

Hisako wanted to burst out crying. Yet perhaps due to her inborn, strong-minded spirit, she held back the tears.

However, for some reason a terrible coldness dwelled in Hisako’s eyes, and even her father Shonosuke could feel a chill from that light in her eyes. Those almond-shaped eyes were like the eyes of a mask, filled with an imposing, pale light that spoke of emptiness. Even if you tried to describe those mysterious eyes with everyday words such as “clever”, “unyielding”, or “an arrogance beyond her years,” there was something hard to put your finger on.

But as she played the Bach fugue over and over, as if possessed, her eyes began to grow red to the point of being painfully bloodshot. To make matters worse, as night deepened, countless mosquitoes mercilessly bit into Hisako’s arms, hands, and neck.

“Poor thing…”

An intense feeling rushed through Shonosuke’s chest, but he made no effort to let Hisako inside of the net, nor did he say, “Excellent!”

Seeing Shonosuke’s cruelty was enough to arouse feelings of pity, even for Reiko.

But Reiko also thought, “After all, Hisako is Hisako.” While it probably would have been acceptable to simply ask them to stop now, Hisako’s unyielding stubbornness to continue trying her best outside the mosquito net was not to be expected from a ten- or eleven-year-old girl.

“Like father, like daughter.”

Reiko was astounded: they were both simply out of their minds.

The short summer night was nearly at its end. Even so, Hisako continued playing. Outside of the net, Shonosuke kept quiet like a lump of lead. The utter silence made Hisako think he might have fallen asleep. But when she nevertheless continued, Hisako suddenly heard her father’s voice coming from inside the net. “Excellent!”

Hisako broke out crying. Her father had, after all, been awake and listening to her the whole time. Shonosuke’s eyes were similarly bloodshot and filled with tears. But Hisako was not able to clearly see her father’s face, for during the night something had happened to her eyes. Hisako had to visit the eye doctor, but they were too poor to pay for his services. So she stopped by a used bookstore on the way to the doctor and sold one of her girl magazines to get enough money.

Chapter 4

Before long, Hisako’s ability had advanced to the point where Shonosuke himself began to envy her.

Soon after she graduated elementary school at the age of thirteen, the Tokyo Nichinichi Newspaper’s music contest took place in Tokyo.

In the qualifying round held in Osaka she got first place. Once Shonosuke raised sufficient money to cover the travel expenses, he took his daughter to Tokyo.

The contest’s piece was Corelli’s “La Follia”.

Everyone who participated in the contest bowed their heads respectfully to the judges, then played modestly with their legs together, except for Hisako, who lowered her head stiffly before suddenly opening her legs, planting her feet on the floor, and began to play and she swayed her body back and forth. This bad-mannered posture that seemed like Hisako was attacking the violin with her entire body was a style of playing formulated by Shonosuke such that Hisako could make a robust tone with her tiny body, but the judges did not interpret it in this way and instead couldn’t help but smile bitterly at this posture, which was reminiscent of a female bus driver. But the instant that powerful tone began flowing from her violin, their expressions tensed up. The judges were simply unable to believe that the person playing “La Follia” before their eyes was a bobbed-hair thirteen-year-old girl.

When the results of the contest were announced, Hisako won first place. Due to the large gap between the second-place contestant, the contest's organizers decided a regular award was not sufficient for her and weren’t satisfied until they hurriedly created a special award titled “The Ministry of Education Award” specially for her. This attested to the magnificence of her performance.

“I listened to the performance by Elman when he was thirteen, but at that time he had not played better nor worse than this girl, “ commended Kreutzer, one of the judges.

“I doubt whether even Heifetz could play as skillfully at this age,” said Leo Sirota, giving Hisako an unbelievable compliment.

“That girl is a child of the devil,” mumbled Rosenstock.

Given that the one being praised was a thirteen-year-old girl, even those giving the praise had trouble maintaining their composure, as if they too were still children.

While Shonosuke was worrying about his remaining money, a large group of people crowded around the dingy business inn where he and Hisako were staying: newspaper reporters, record and movie company representatives, even producers from the music industry.

They all said one word unanimously: genius. But the next moment, for some reason Shonosuke began speaking with a stern look on his face.

“Genius? That’s ludicrous. This girl is no genius. She is the result of effort and discipline. At one point I was on the verge of killing this girl. That gives you an idea of how strict my training was. She was simply lucky enough to survive. She is no genius. She only managed to live through it. Nothing more.”

Shonosuke sounded as if he was lashing out at the group. In his voice was bitterness from the memory of students who had left due to his overly strict training style, and a sense of rebellion towards society that had treated his Tsuji Instruction Method unfairly. There was also the fear that if Hisako had only achieved her current level of proficiency due to inborn talent, Shonosuke’s life sacrifices for the last few years would all have been meaningless. He wished to believe that Hisako’s current ability was nothing more than the embodiment of his own passion for music.

However, Shonosuske’s way of expressing himself made everyone uncomfortable. To make matters worse, when the topic of Hisako performing or creating a record came up, he unequivocally stated the cost of her performance fee. “I will not accept even a cent less,” he said, refusing any type of compromise.

The cost he quoted for the girl’s performance fee was enormous enough to not only surprise, but even anger his audience.

And yet the high cost and his attitude to refuse negotiation were a form of revenge towards the music industry for the bad experiences he had gone through as a musician.

Furthermore, it was a challenge to the corrupted state of the music industry. Musicians had traditionally always been at the beck and call of producers and record company staff, and were practically victims. By striving to line the pockets of those people, musicians have barely managed to find jobs performing.

Nevertheless, when these people heard Shonosuke, they were utterly shocked.

“When it comes to money, those Osaka fellows are all stingy,” some thought.

“This pitiful guy is going crazy over his daughter’s success,” others thought, and in the end nobody really knew what was going on.

But it was clear to them that there was definitely something annoying about this man. Naturally, Shonosuke grew livid and withdrew from the crowd.

Thus, all of the discussions fell through: performances, record deals, and even movie appearances.

Soon after, Hisako’s father boarded a steam train back to Osaka. From the window Mount Fuji was visible.

“Oh, it’s Mount Fuji!”

Hisako was wild with excitement as she stuck her neck outside the train’s window, knowing that as long as she was on the train she didn’t have to practice the violin, and for once she had an entire day of freedom.

“Mount Fuji is the best mountain in Japan…” she said in a sing-songy voice.

“Mount Fuji is the best mountain in Japan, huh. Oh really.”

Shonosuke smiled, but then suddenly turned deadly serious.

“…the best violinist in Japan! We have a long road ahead of us. Let’s get back to practicing as soon as we return to Osaka,” Shonosuke mumbled quietly, staring at the side of Hisako’s beautiful face as she innocently gazed up at Mount Fuji.

Hisako’s pale face was beautiful, but looked painfully exhausted. To Shonosuke it was disturbingly clear that she had suffered through intense training, and this made his own heart ache. But a cruel light burned in his eyes, knowing that putting her through even more intense training was the only way to express his love for his daughter.


The Dream Egg

Yoshio Toyoshima

Introduction

Yoshio Toyoshima [1890-1955] was a Japanese author from Fukuoka prefecture who wrote fictional short stories as well as fairy tales, and even penned a handful of plays. He was also active as a translator and particularly known for his Japanese translation of the acclaimed work Les Misérables by Victor Hugo. The Dream Egg, first published in 1923, is one of his most well-known fairy tales.

Toyoshima was close friends with the author Osamu Dazai (of the classic novel No Longer Human). Dazai visited Toyoshima only two months before Dazai’s suicide, and Toyoshima served as the director of Dazai’s funeral.

At times dark and introspective, Toyoshima’s literary style was considered by some to be avant-garde, although he was not well understood by the general populace and was primarily known for his work as a translator.

Story

Chapter 1

A long, long time ago there was a tiny kingdom deep in the heart of India. The king’s castle was built upon a sturdy rock at the base of a tall mountain. Before the castle flowed a beautiful mountain stream, and behind grew a thick, wide forest. The water of the stream was always clean and perfectly clear, burbling gently as it wove between mossy stones, and deep in the forest stood many centuries-old trees where evil spirits were said to live, which is why very few people set foot inside this forest.

In that castle lived a young, beautiful prince. In the morning, he was taught many things from a group of distinguished scholars, and when afternoon came he would frolic in the castle’s garden, play in the stream outside, and sometimes even visit the city beyond the stream and the nearby fields, riding on the back of an elephant. In the evening, he listened to interesting tales from the old maids who served the kingdom. And at night, he dreamt of many things. Birds, beasts, bugs, monsters, even mysterious things he had never seen nor heard of––all these things appeared in his dreams.

The prince enjoyed these dreams more than anything else. Every morning, he would talk about his dreams from the night before with everyone: the maids, the scholars, even the king and queen. He had countless dreams, like those of a silvery fish received from a water sprite, a tiny bird with eyes of pearl, tall grasses with bright red flowers opened wide towards the sky, a bug dancing as it sang with a strange voice, a monster with rainbow-colored breath, and even a hermit who flew freely around the sky.

The prince talked about nothing but dreams, so one day the king scolded him.

“You must not think only of your dreams, but instead focus on things which are more tangible. You must learn from the scholars with greater ardor. The things you are studying are all true, tangible things, and when you delve deeply into a topic you will make discoveries that are more mysterious than even your dreams. On the other hand, your dreams are nothing but intangible fantasies that disappear once you awaken.”

Yet to the prince, his dreams, like his studies, were all real, tangible things. But it saddened him to know his dreams disappeared the moment he awoke. If only his dreams did not disappear when he woke! If he could only capture his dreams!

“Yes, I’m going to capture my dreams!” thought the prince.

But no matter how much the prince thought about it, he couldn’t figure out how to capture his dreams. Therefore, the prince asked the scholars about how to capture his dreams. But no matter how hard they used their brains to think about it, they were not able to come to a conclusion.

“Capturing dreams is beyond our wisdom,” said the scholars.

But nevertheless the prince was not discouraged, for he was determined to catch hold of his dreams. Each night before going to sleep he made a promise to himself. Then, when various things started to appear in his dreams, he suddenly awoke and thrust out both hands. But by then the dream had already disappeared. The prince was frustrated to no end. Intending to somehow capture his dreams he tried sleeping with both hands outside of his covers, and in the end even slept with his hands gripping things like nets or baskets. Then, just at the moment he was waking from a dream, he tried to cover the dream with a net or basket, but it had already disappeared. No matter how many times he tried, there was no use.

The prince wondered day and night what he should do to capture his dreams.

Then one night the sad, tired prince entered a deeper sleep than usual. A moment later he started to dream…and a purple cloud drifted in from the distance. As he watched, the hazy cloud approached him, and from within emerged the faint figure of a long-haired old man of pure white. The old man smiled as he spoke to the prince.

“Prince, no matter how hard you struggle, you will not be able to capture your dreams. However, considering your great zeal, I will show you a dream sprite. I am the king of the forest that lies behind the castle. You must come there immediately to see me. Deep, deep in the forest is a large oak tree; I am that tree. In my bosom is a single dream sprite. If you come as I request, I will permit you to play with that sprite for a day.”

The prince suddenly jumped awake, the image of the dream still fresh in his mind. The next instant, the form of the old man disappeared soundlessly along with the cloud. The prince gazed out absently-mindedly for a few moments but then clearly remembered the old man’s words. The prince got the feeling that he must do as the old man said, no matter what.

Chapter 2

After donning a long cloak, a round hat, and readying a dagger onto his belt, the prince quietly snuck out of the castle such that no one would notice. Outside, the night was pitch dark, but strangely there was a straight, dimly glowing road heading towards the forest. Once he began to travel down the road, the prince was able to somehow cross over the high castle wall, as if climbing over a bank. From there the road became a steep slope up towards the forest, where it was said that evil spirits lived. But, using the light of the faintly glowing road, the prince sped down the path without fear. He traveled up through the deep forest towards the high mountain peak, and his feet moved very quickly, effortlessly as if he was floating through the air. Emboldened by this, the prince continued up at full speed without stopping even to catch his breath.

However, at a point halfway from the castle to the mountain peak, the straight glowing road that had continued all this way suddenly ended. Shocked, the prince looked around him. Looking through the faint light that shined in from somewhere, the prince saw a centuries-old tree standing before him, its branches and leaves blocking out the sky. It was as if he had just entered a wide room where a large column stood. And in addition to the room’s massive size, lacking any lamplights or ornamentation, where a carpet would normally have been were entwined eerie, unfamiliar vines and brambles atop a great pile of dead branches and dried leaves. The prince froze in terror.

A little while later the forest, which had been quiet until now, began making a deep groaning sound. From within that groan came faint voices, calling out to the prince from all directions.

“Who are you?”

“Why are you here?”

“Where are you from?”

“Where are you headed?”

“Who are you?”

The prince looked around in the dim light, but there was nothing there, only voices and a large tree standing tall like a monster. And from the entire forest came a deep groaning sound.

Barely managing to avoid shuddering in fear, the prince gripped the hilt of his dagger tightly and screamed into the forest at the top of his lungs.

“I am the prince of the castle at the base of this mountain. I have come to see the oak tree of this forest. Where would it be? Can someone answer?”

The next moment, a wailing voice emerged from within the groaning of the forest. Making his way through the vines and brambles, the prince ran desperately toward the sound of that voice.

After traveling for a while, a faint red light shone towards him from somewhere in the distance. Reassured by this, the prince hurried towards the direction of the light. But then he screamed, petrified in fear.

His reaction was only natural. Before him stood the trunk of a massive unfamiliar tree, as tall as a castle turret and surely thousands of years old. In a hole on the top, large as the entrance to a cave, was perched a golden bird that was looking at the prince. A golden light emitted from the body of the bird, nearly blinding the prince. But once he finally came to his senses, the prince glanced towards where the light had come from. Then he suddenly had the realization that this large tree was the oak tree who was the king of this forest, and the golden bird was the dream sprite. Before he had realized it, the groaning of the forest had quieted.

The bird stared at the prince with red, agate-like eyes, but eventually spread its large wings and flew down to him. The bird crouched down and lowered its head, as if motioning for the boy to ride upon its back. The prince hesitated, but once he saw the bird’s gentle, agate-colored eyes, the boy decided to put his trust in the animal and climbed upon its back, clinging tightly to its soft neck.

The moment the prince sat upon the bird it flapped its large, golden wings and took flight. Surprisingly, there was no sound despite the wings’ great size. Zooming instantly over the branches and leaves of the forest, up high into the sky, they traveled to an unknown place at a speed of hundreds of miles an hour.

Chapter 3

The prince held onto the bird’s neck with all of his might, but after much time passed the bird suddenly stopped flying, and when the prince opened his eyes fearfully, what do you think he saw? They were above the clouds at the top of the towering mountain, and in the distance hung rainbow-colored clouds from which the round sun had just begun to shine out from. The beams of the newly risen sun were glittering magnificently onto the rainbow clouds and the sky, sparkling as if silver dust had been scattered all over it. Shocked by the wondrous beauty before him, the prince stared out in a daze.

A little while later, the bird started flapping its wings again, so the prince once again held tightly to the animal’s neck. As before, the bird traveled at a speed of hundreds of miles an hour, without making a sound, and this time landed upon the branch of a tree in the middle of a large pasture. The extensive pasture extended as far as the eye could see, flowers of many colors blooming profusely throughout and numerous sheep, white as snow, played as they knocked balls of mercury-like dew that had collected on the fronds of grass.

After some more time passed, the bird yet again began to flap its wings, and after waiting for the prince to grip tightly flew to another place, again at a speed of hundreds of miles an hour.

Thus the prince was taken around by the bird to many mysterious places. He saw the water sprites frolicking about in the depths of a river, and even visited a land of birds that were as small as flies; he entered a cave where wizards lived, and went across a rainbow-colored bridge; he traveled to the moon, and went out across the Milky Way. If one tried to list each of the places he visited, they would never finish, because the world is full of all sorts of mysterious places. Just try to imagine for yourself. You surely would not be able to imagine even a tiny fraction of the places he visited in those few hours.

Well then, after gazing upon the Milky Way, where countless stars collected together like grains of sand on a river bed, flowing together lazily through perfectly clear water, the prince rode upon the golden bird’s back once more, and they flew down towards the ground. As they approached the surface, he could vaguely make out the scenery below in the faint light of the Moon that had nearly disappeared behind the mountain to the west. The prince gazed down at the ground, eyes wide, as he wondered where they were going. A pitch-black mountain, a forest at the base of the mountain, a castle at the edge of the forest, a field in front of the castle, and a city in the middle of the field…the prince got the feeling he had seen all of this before. Then, when he looked closer, he realized that not only had he seen this place before, but it was his kingdom, and at the edge of the forest was the castle where he lived. Ever since leaving the castle he had completely forgotten about his parents, the king and queen, and everything else about his kingdom. But after seeing the castle below him he suddenly felt a great sense of longing and couldn’t help but yell out.

“Oh, it’s my castle!”

The next moment his body relaxed, and his hands that had been tightly gripping the bird’s neck suddenly released, so he slipped off the bird’s back and fell down headlong towards the castle. On the way, he began to lose consciousness…

Chapter 4

…The prince had the feeling that a familiar voice was calling to him from some very distant place, and he opened his eyes slowly. To his surprise, he was sleeping in his usual bedroom inside the castle. Surrounding his bed was the king and queen, along with a handful of maids and servants. After a look at the prince, the queen rushed forward to embrace him, tears welling up in her eyes.

“Darling, are you awake? In any case, where in the world have you been since last night? Do you have any idea how worried we were? We are very happy to see you come back home. But, how could you come home and go right to sleep without saying a word to us? Is something wrong with you?”

The prince was unable to comprehend what his mother, the queen, was telling him. But when he listened very closely, he realized what actually happened: Last night, the prince who was supposed to be asleep in bed suddenly disappeared. Because the kingdom’s only prince had disappeared, a great commotion arose as they practically turned the castle inside-out. They searched for the prince not only in every nook and cranny of the castle, but even in the nearby fields and cities, the servants splitting up in all directions, but no matter what they did they just could not find the prince. Day broke, the sun rose, and everyone continued searching all over until night fell, but no clue to the prince’s whereabouts was found. The king and the queen were broken-hearted, drowning in a sea of tears. But then, late in the night when a maid casually entered the prince’s room where she had already checked countless times, of all people the prince was there in his own bed, sleeping soundly. Once the maid reported this, the king, queen, the maids and a handful of the prince’s main servants came to the room. There, they woke up the prince.

“So it really happened after all!” exclaimed the prince.

In fact, even the prince had been unsure whether flying around on the golden bird’s back was real or a dream. But once he heard what everyone said and learned that he had been missing from the castle since last night, he no longer had any reason to doubt it was real.

“It really happened!” repeated the prince. Then he told everyone about what he had been doing since last night.

Oh, how great everyone’s surprise was! However, none of them accepted the prince’s story to be true. After a long period of silence, the king spoke.

“In this world, such a thing is simply not possible. The wizard living deep in the forest must be at fault. As the leader of this kingdom, I must vanquish the wizard. He cannot be forgiven for deceiving the prince like that. Come morning, I will venture out immediately to vanquish him.”

There were only three people who opposed the king’s plan. One of them was the queen.

“If you undertake such a reckless act, there is no telling what misfortune will befall us.”

“Well, you think I would actually lose to something like a wizard?” said the king, flatly rejecting the queen.

The second dissenter was an old servant who had been with the kingdom for many years.

“While it is said an evil spirit lives in that forest, that is in fact not true, and what lives there is a god that protects the castle. It has been a tradition of the kings for many generations to say that entering the forest is forbidden. No good will come if that rule is broken.”

“Nonsense!” said the king.

“Whether it be a god or an evil spirit, anyone who tries to deceive the prince will not be forgiven!”

The third dissenter was the prince himself.

“I was not deceived. I encountered a real dream sprite.”

“In that case, let us go and catch that dream sprite!” said the king.

In addition, the other younger, stronger servants that had come in celebration of the prince’s return all agreed with the king’s plan, and immediately began to prepare to vanquish the wizard. There was no longer anything that could be done.

The prince felt utterly miserable, but eventually he got an idea. If he could only enlist the help of the king and the young servants to capture the dream sprite alive! Thinking about this made him feel much better.

“Well then, I will lead you to the place of the golden bird. But in exchange, please capture the bird alive and do not harm it in any way,” begged the prince.

The king was very happy to hear this and decided to do as the prince asked.

”However, while no one will bring a weapon, instead we will bring the Mirror of Wisdom,” said the king.

The “Mirror of Wisdom” the king spoke of was a rare treasure that was said for many generations to reveal the true form of any monster, make it cower in fear and follow the commands of humans.

Chapter 5

On the break of dawn, the king and the prince took twenty young servants, each person riding upon an elephant and a large birdcage tied to another elephant, and went up to the forest behind the castle.

The prince took the lead as the navigator, but he was unsure as to the direction of the faintly glowing road from two nights ago. After all, until now no one had ever entered the forest, dark even during the day from being horribly overgrown, where vines and brambles curled around piles of dead branches and dried leaves, making it difficult even for the elephants to travel through. Moreover, once they got deep inside, the entire forest began to moan with a disturbing sound. But they were carrying the Mirror of Wisdom; even if they stepped into brambles or vines, lost their way, or heard the strange voices of the forest, each time they had only to use the mirror to avoid danger, and gradually moved up the mountain.

Sometime later, they came to a small clearing in the forest. On the far side sat a large oak tree, and on the gaping, cave-like opening in the trunk was perched a large golden bird. All of them called out in surprise at the blinding beauty of its golden light. Head drooping, the bird seemed to be asleep, perhaps due to exhaustion from the previous day.

Once the king’s surprise abated, he signaled to the servants by saying “There it is!” and held up the mirror, facing it towards the bird. That instant the bird raised its head, glanced at the crowd, and tried to fly away, but––likely due to the power of the mirror––the animal’s wings didn’t seem to work well and the bird fell to the ground in a fluttering of wings. Next the bird tried to escape on foot, but the large group of young servants captured the animal and placed it in the cage upon the elephant’s back, which they further enclosed in a sack.

Surprised yet again by the mirror’s power, they all began to dance around merrily. The king thought he had captured a wizard; the prince thought he had captured a dream sprite. And so everyone rejoiced on the way back to the castle.

When they arrived, not only the inhabitants of the castle but even many of the citizens of the nearby city, having heard the rumors, were waiting eagerly for the wizard to be captured and brought back. The king had the birdcage placed in the castle’s spacious garden, then removed the sack and peered inside the cage. Everyone in the crowd also peered inside.

So what was inside? Well, there was neither a wizard, nor a golden bird––only a large, golden object shaped like an egg. Everyone was utterly shocked. The king hurriedly pointed the mirror at it, but there was no effect on the large golden egg, no change in color, appearance, or shape. But if even the power of the Mirror of Wisdom had no effect, what could be done with merely the power of humans? All they saw was a golden egg, having no understanding of the object. Even many of the scholars fell silent.

The king had a strange feeling and began to think that maybe the prince was right: the golden bird was not a wizard, but a dream sprite. Yet the prince, believing from the beginning the bird was a dream sprite, felt a great sorrow upon seeing the egg it had become. After that the king took the golden egg and stored it inside his closet.

Chapter 6

That night, the prince had a dream. That white-haired old man appeared again, riding on the purple cloud from the other day. He spoke to the prince.

“Prince, you have done an impermissible thing. But this time I will forgive you. In exchange, you must never enter the forest again. The dream spirit cannot easily be caught by the hands of men and has already returned to my bosom. Moreover, it seems the dream spirit has gifted you with an egg because of the Mirror of Wisdom. You must store the egg away carefully and keep it safe. When moonlight shines onto the stream in front of the castle, and the water becomes naturally calm, try viewing the egg's reflection in the water. Only then will you see its true form. Also, when the time comes, that egg will hatch and a golden bird will be born. You must not doubt my words. And you must never enter the forest again.”

With that, the old man disappeared without a trace.

The prince had an odd feeling and awoke from his dream. When he got out of bed, the eastern sky had already taken on a pink hue. The prince ran to the king and queen’s room. Both of them were already awake.

“We were just about to go and wake you up,” said the queen.

The prince immediately told them about his dream. In fact, both the king and the queen woke up after having the same dream. All three of them had had a very strange experience. Now the king too understood that the golden bird was actually the dream sprite. Consequently, he once again prohibited all his people from visiting the forest.

After that, the prince went out to the stream every evening when the moon was out and looked out over the water, but the water only burbled as it flowed between rocks and seemed it would never become calm. He also tried to take out the egg and reflect it in the stream, but because of the rough, fast-moving stream, no reflection of the egg could be seen. Eventually the prince gave up and left someone to watch over the stream. But no matter how much time passed, the surface of the stream never became calm.

The prince abandoned that idea and instead decided to wait for the egg to hatch. He had the king make a silver cage that he placed inside a nest made from the branches of an aromatic tree, and put the egg onto the nest. But no matter how long he waited, the egg never hatched.

In time, the king passed away and the prince inherited the throne, after which the prince himself grew old and died, a cycle that repeated for many generations across several thousand years. But just as the stream in front of the castle never grew calm, the golden egg never hatched. Nor was there anyone who knew how to make the egg hatch. Even now, the egg known as the “Dream Egg” sits upon the nest of aromatic branches inside the silver cage.

When, oh when will the Dream Egg hatch and reveal a golden bird?


Musical Clock

Murou Saisei

Introduction

Murou Saisei [1889-1962] was an author born in Ishikawa prefecture who wrote short stories, novels, and poetry, some of which have autobiographical elements. Born as an illiterate child of a military commander’s mistress, he was adopted shortly after birth.

Saisei was the winner of various literary awards, including the Kan Kikuchi award, the Bungei Konwakai award, the Noma Prize, and the Yomiuri Prize for Literature. He was also on the committee for the Akutagawa Prize (one of the most prestigious literary awards in Japan). The Muro Saisei Kinenkan Museum was erected in Kanazawa to honor his accomplishments.

Saisei published his first work (a book of poems) in 1918, and Musical Clock was originally published in 1922.

Story

When evening comes, the musical clock plays downstairs. The tones seem to jump back and forth randomly, but if you listen quietly each note becomes part of a single, unified melody. Last night, and then again tonight; the melody plays every day. As the spring winds down the pitches gradually become more lethargic and eventually stop, as if the clock itself has disappeared from existence. All that remains is the old house at the end of a quiet side alley, enclosed by a dark hedge of chinquapin trees, soundlessly pelted by the continual rain.

“Mother…”

It’s that voice again, faint as if coming from feeble lungs, drifting up towards my desk on the second floor. Once I hear the voice, I climb down the stairs and open up the door to the living room.

In the dim light I see a face like a pale, withered melon that immediately turns to face me. Clear pupils, having grown larger with the progression of illness, focus lazily on my face.

“Darling, your mother just went out shopping in the neighborhood. So if you need anything, let me know.”

After speaking I stare at her, and the sickly child closes her eyes without saying a word. Her face looks exhausted, as if even speaking is difficult.

“Just let me know. You’re holding back again, aren’t you?”

At that moment, the sickly child suddenly opens her eyes wide and gazes at me. Then she smiles a gentle, toothy smile, and speaks in a quiet voice.

“Please wind up the clock,” she says as wrinkles emerge on her cheeks like sheets of delicate bamboo paper.

“Oh, alright. I didn’t realize at all it had stopped.”

At once I begin to wind the clock. The child eagerly watches my hand move, but a moment later the musical clock begins to make its usual sound. The bright, attractive melody with a beautiful tone akin to a piano repeats endlessly throughout the dark room.

The melody continues with a simplicity and innocence that would please a child. The tiny, sickly child opens her eyes and listens intently, as if rapt in enjoyment. Then she slips an arm that is tiny and seemingly hot to the touch across the bed and suddenly starts to cry as she calls out, “Mother is late, isn’t she…”. Strangely, her voice sounds as if she is entranced by the music.

I often hear her languid voice calling from the first floor, but there is no answer because her mother has gone out shopping. There is only the sound of rain striking the roof, reflecting back the languid voice of the small, sickly child. On rainy days, for some reason human voices sound especially gloomy.

“Mother…”

“Yes, it’s been quite a long time.”

When I say this simply to soothe the child, unsure of what else to say, she suddenly speaks. “Is it raining?”

The child stares at me. Outside, I can barely hear the faint sound of the long rainstorm that is nearly over.

“It’s raining a little. But tomorrow I think things will clear up.”

The sickly child closes her eyes again. The slow melody continues in fits and starts as the clock gradually winds down.

The child opens her eyes wide again and whispers in a quiet voice.

“Mister, please go back to the second floor and study. I’m fine…” she says, sounding like an adult. Illness can make even children feel like adults.

“I don’t mind, so if you need anything, just call for me.”

“Alright,” she says with a nod and closes her eyes. As I start to climb to the second floor, the steps of the old house are dark and have a strange musty smell, like the scent of darkness itself. Why does a single sick person make the house so dismal? I can’t help feeling lonely, like something gloomy is stuck to all the walls and floorboards of this house.

I hear the sound of someone entering the side alley from the street. The pitter-patter of rain on an umbrella gradually approaches, and I realize the child’s mother has come home.

“I’m back. Thank you for everything.”

After saying this beside the steps, she immediately goes into the living room. A little while later, the usual clock begins to play.

I primarily spend my sluggish days on the second floor, but when I do head downstairs I take care of errands little by little on the days when the girl’s mother is out shopping or doing laundry.

The tiny child becomes thinner day by day as her mood sours, constantly pestering me to wind the musical clock. When fever strikes, with a languid, anguish-filled voice she moans, “Ohh, ahh.” Her moaning seems to grow softer and louder in accordance with the strength of the wind and rain. Whenever I hear that voice my mood darkens, and I purposefully draw near the stairs to listen carefully.

Sometimes when I go downstairs I suddenly can no longer hear her babbling. Not only has she stopped eating, we don’t even know when she will breathe her last breath.

“When you get better, I’ll take you around to many places. We’ll even go to the zoo or to Ueno, OK?”

I say that, and she looks at me with sleepy eyes.

“I wonder if I’ll ever get better. Maybe I never will.”

Then she smiles sadly and stares vacantly at the white paper screen.

“I’m sure you’ll get better. Just because you got sick doesn’t mean you’re definitely going to die.”

There seems to be something special about the glimmer in her tired eyes. Even when I try to console her, it’s like she knows exactly what is happening. Perhaps she told me that she might not get better because she already knows everything.

“You’ve done so much for me. I really have to thank you.”

Saying this, the girl sees the look in my eyes and grimaces.

“You shouldn’t say that. It’s better to think about getting better. The rain is falling now, but it will surely let up. When that happens, I’ll take you wherever you like.”

She seems happy as she listens to me, but somewhere lurks uncertainty.

“So when I die…please put the musical clock inside with me.”

“Musical clock? Oh, you mean that clock?”

When I ask this, surprised, the girl answers with a big grin.

“Yes, that clock!”

After speaking she listens quietly. The clock is still playing. Hearing that she wants me to put this clock inside the coffin when she dies, the clock that plays the same melody day after day––it’s all too sudden and depressing for me.

“You shouldn’t say things like that. I’m sure you’ll get better.”

“You won’t put it inside with me?” she says and suddenly stares at me with a hint of seriousness in her eyes. I respond immediately, a chill in my voice.

“Of course I’ll put it in. I’ll tell your mother and will be sure to put it in. I wouldn’t lie to you.”

She smiles, apparently relieved to a degree by my hurried response.

“It’s very important to me, that’s why I already asked mother the other day to do it.”

The girl coughs violently and shifts her body uncomfortably. Then she begins to doze off, perhaps from overstimulation. I gaze lonesomely at her tiny, sickly body, which I cannot imagine will ever return to good health.

A little while later she suddenly opens her eyes wide once more, but closes them immediately.

Each time her mother leaves the house and says, “I’m going out for a little while to get some medicine, so please watch her for me,” without fail the girl calls out “Mother, mother…” with her usual frail voice, echoing all the way up to the second floor with an oddly grave tone. And each time that happens I head downstairs, feeling my own chest ache.

“What’s wrong? Maybe you’re just lonely? Since you’re all alone…”

After I finish speaking, the girl stares at me for a long time with that same serious expression.

“Where is mother?” she asks softly.

“She just went out to get the usual medicine. She’ll be right back, so there is nothing to worry about.”

Then the girl grabs her hair in annoyance and curls it with her hand.

“I don’t want any medicine. Please tell her that,” she says definitively.

“But darling, if you don’t take medicine, you’ll never get better.”

“No matter how much I take, it doesn’t help.”

A girlish smile quietly emerges on her pale face, as if she has already realized herself she will never recover. I leave the room wordlessly. A moment later her mother returns home.

Then one day, shortly after the doctor has declared she has only a few days to live, the girl says to her mother, “I…don’t have much more time left, so…” and points to a small dressing table. The drawers there contain various makeup items for girls such as facial powder and brushes. Her mother stares at the girl’s fingertip and at the dressing table, but she can’t quite figure out what the girl is trying to say.

“You want to see the dressing table?” her mother asks.

The girl shakes her head. “No.”

“Then what is it?”

“I…well…” the girl says, her face turning red in embarrassment. That is when her mother finally realizes that the girl is mumbling about how she wants to put on makeup.

As she senses that, it also dawns upon her mother that the girl wants to put makeup on and make herself look good when she dies.

Her mother immediately begins putting on a perfunctory coating of warm facial power on the girl. Her pale face is dampened slightly by the powder’s moisture, but her skin has already grown cold.

When the perfunctory makeup is done being applied, the little child grins widely with the satisfaction of a girl who has had her last chance to look her best, one beautiful thing protecting another.

The little sickly child says something again that saddens her mother.

“Mother, what day is today?”

Hearing these few words, her mother clearly senses some kind of cold shadow beginning to crawl across her daughter’s face.

The girl stares motionless at the doctor’s face for a while, but then suddenly grins. The doctor looks at the girl, a surprised expression on his face.

“Mister, are you going to come back tomorrow to see me?”

Saying this, a pitiful attempt at a smile appears on her face. The next moment, the doctor whispers something into the child’s ear in a clear, cheerful voice.

“I’ll come tomorrow, and the next day. And I’ll keep coming after that too until you are completely recovered.”

“Tomorrow, and the next day…”

When the child repeats the doctor’s words in her feeble voice, the doctor mimics her mechanically.

“Yes, tomorrow, and the next day.”

But as the man speaks, deep lines of sorrow emerge on his face. He knows there is no chance. The doctor exchanges a meaningful glance with the girl’s mother in silence.

When I enter the room, the girl is nearly asleep from the medicine.

“I see she put some makeup on.”

When I say this to her mother, she responds cheerlessly. “She just asked me to put makeup on her. It looks like she herself knows that it’s over.”

The girl’s breathing intermittently stops and starts, straddling the borderline of audibility.

A little while later, the girl suddenly opens her eyes wide again.

“Mother, have you been standing there the whole time?” she says, looking lazily at her mother’s face.

“Yes, I was. Is there anything you need?”

“Just the clock,” she says sluggishly.

“Should I wind the clock?” her mother says, walking up to the clock.

“Yes,” the child says with a grin of satisfaction. The clock is wound up. The soft, simple rhythm of the music begins to float quietly in the air.

The girl listens, entranced to the music with glazed eyes while her mother looks down at the floor, crying silently. Standing beside her, I too look down. Time passes gradually.


Space Prisoner Number One

Juza Unno

Introduction

Juza Unno [1897-1945] was an author born in Tokushima Prefecture who has been referred to as the founding father of Japanese science fiction. Having studied electrical engineering at Waseda University, Unno integrated his knowledge of engineering into a large number of science fiction works at a time when the genre of science fiction was not yet popular in Japan. Also active as a translator, he translated several works from classic science fiction authors such as Jules Verne and Arthur Conan Doyle into Japanese.

Unno’s most well-known work is Eighteen O'Clock Music Bath, a dystopian novella where humans have been brainwashed using technology into working twenty-three hours a day. In addition to science fiction works, which often focus on the dark side of technology, he has also written in several other genres including mystery, adventure, and children’s literature. His stories have influenced later generations of Japanese authors and manga artists, including Shinichi Hoshi and Osamu Tezuka (of Astro Boy).

Story

Having come to the EPL laboratory in search of Eriko, I was unable to see her and was instead greeted by Professor Makao, a man I normally didn’t speak with very often who practically pulled me by the hand as he beckoned me into the room. Not only was I confused by how he treated me, but I began to get a strange feeling.

“Indeedy, you see Eriko is, well…”

“Indeedy” was the professor’s peculiar way of expressing himself, always accompanied by a twitch of his beard.

“Indeedy, you see Eriko is…a rare scholar among women. I’ve heard you have plans to get married to her, and it is a top-class honor to take a top-class woman of her caliber as your wife. And yet, well…”

The professor cocked his head to the side.

“You see…I’m not sure if I can say that making Eriko your wife will guarantee you a happy household. I always think about it like this: wasting Eriko’s scientific genius by making her do various household chores––brewing coffee, making the bed, even peeling potatoes––would be a terrible loss to the field of science…”

“Oh, please wait a moment, Professor Makao!” I yelled, struggling hard to suppress the anger building up within me.

“Professor, so in other words you are opposed to our marriage?”

The professor’s beard twitched again.

“Indeedy, by no means am I saying that I am opposed to your marriage. However, I am saying that it is probably wise for you two to voluntarily adhere to the laws of the universe.”

It appeared that the professor absolutely detested the idea of Eriko and I getting married. This was utterly unacceptable.

“Well, well, there is no need to get all frustrated. I completely understand your discontent. But the thing we call science is far more important than you think, at times even more important than marriage or family life. Now don’t give me that look. I understand you very well. You object to my theory, yes? But from how I see it you are still young, or should I say you know very little, and that is exactly where our problem begins!”

“But Professor Makao––”

“Hey, can’t you wait a second? I assume you plan to thrust that big hand of yours right towards my chin, and then tightly close it around my neck. At least that much is clear to me. But wait, just one second! Before I’m struck and killed by you, there’s something I must show you.”

Even though the professor was not yet being strangled by me, he spoke in gasps as if having difficulty breathing.

“Something to show me? What on Earth would that be?”

I couldn’t help but be curious. Immediately it struck me that this was probably related to Eriko.

The professor made a signal for me to stop and follow him.

Following behind, I walked quickly through the long, dark hallway that led deeper into the research complex.

The professor soon began to climb a set of steep stairs that branched off from the side of the hall.

“Wow, this stairway must lead to Professor Makao’s secret research tower!” I thought, hiding my excitement.

I wonder what the professor was planning to show me inside of his secret research tower?

This research tower could be seen easily from the street. A tall, thick wall surrounded the research complex, and the inner grounds were covered with a dense forest. Old-fashioned red brick buildings protruded out of the forest here and there, and apart from those was an extremely tall tower of white soaring into their sky. From a distance it looked like a white boot had been placed upon a field of grass. A set of identical round glass panels continued up and down the tower like the windows of a spiral staircase. Though similar to the scales of a lamprey, upon closer inspection each window frame was painted dark red.

With a series of tap-tap sounds the professor climbed the steps of the spiral staircase ahead of me. I followed after him in silence, but with each step my heart throbbed with even greater intensity.

“Alright then, wait here at the entrance for a few moments.”

The professor turned to face me and spoke after we stopped in front of the door to the large laboratory comprising the top of the tower. His fingers clattered at the entrance’s numerical lock, which eventually opened with a clank before he disappeared inside.

Standing at the entrance, I listened with great interest to the sounds coming from the laboratory. There was a high-pitched whirring noise that sounded like a spinning turbine.

Click, click, click.

A high-speed cam made a rhythmic sound.

Suddenly, a purple light flashed from the gap below the door. Discharging electricity made a crackling sound.

But on the other hand, there were no sounds to hint at what Professor Makao was doing, not even a cough.

I felt my heart abruptly grow ice cold.

Tick tick tick tick. Just then, the professor appeared at the entrance.

“Well then, you may come in. But I must warn you in advance: whatever you see, you must not faint.”

I gave a big nod to the professor, signaling that I was fine with anything, but inside I was extremely nervous. Something considerably unexpected seemed to be inside this room. What could it be? I hesitantly stepped foot inside.

“Are you ready? It’s inside a tiny room over this way. I wish we had a cage, but unfortunately there isn’t anything like that here. You see, we didn’t imagine that this sort of monster would ever jump out at us.”

Saying that, the professor pointed to a tiny door in the corner of the room.

(Monster? What does he mean by that?)

After pondering over something for a little while, hand on his forehead, the professor spoke.

“Hey son, I want you to try and guess what sort of monster you are about to see. If you can guess correctly, I don’t mind giving this entire laboratory to you. In other words, inside of this tiny room is a lifeform that you would never be able to conceive of, no matter how long you thought about it.”

“I’ll try to guess. If it’s something that can be conceived of by the human brain, then even I should be able to––”

“No, it’s easy to say that, but this thing transcends the limits of the human imagination. Since the formation of the Earth, I have been the first to see this life form. Eriko is the second, and you will be the third.”

Oh, Eriko!

Could it be that I was about to be shown Eriko’s dead body? Was the professor, having accidentally killed Eriko during an experiment, going to show me her body and make some excuse about what happened? But this didn’t seem to be the case. So what was Eriko doing after seeing this monster, or whatever you call it?

“You must not be afraid. Well then, this here is a one-way window. If you look into it, you can clearly see the inside of that room.”

The professor indicated a one-way window, what is typically called a “magic mirror”. I immediately made up my mind and gazed into the window where he pointed.

What a sight I beheld in that instant!

Oh, could a stranger spectacle exist in this world? Holding my breath, I froze on the spot.

What a terrible creature!

At first glance, what appeared to be sprawled out on the floor of the adjacent room was a woman’s naked body.

However, the next moment I had to quickly correct my misunderstanding.

(It looks like a woman’s body. But it is certainly not human!)

There was no way this was a human body.

Indeed, the thing’s limbs were plump, with pure white skin, breasts swelling like rubber balls, and a full head of blond hair tangled around its shoulders. All of this seemed like a human woman, but on closer inspection its face was flat, lacking any features such as a nose or mouth. There were also three horns protruding from beneath the hair, and at the tip of each horn was something strongly resembling an eyeball. Those things were wriggling all around, and I was surprised to see that what appeared to be eyelids were blinking. Such a human simply could not exist.

And then there were the limbs. When I carefully observed these, I realized that despite having arms, the wrists and fingers were missing. Instead, from the wrist down curled tendrils like those found on cucumbers, at times extending onto the floor and writhing about fervently.

I had never seen a lifeform shaped like this, even in deformed humans. Monster––I didn’t know what else to call it.

There was one other thing I realized.

On the skin of its pure white body was a series of tiny spots. Describing them like that sounds like freckles, but they were not freckles. The spots were much, much smaller than freckles, and had an inky black color. There was something called a “telephotograph”, and when receiving such a photograph during times of high interference a large number of small, black dots would appear called “interference spots”; the spots on the creature’s skin, if anything, were similar to those interference spots. (It wasn’t until later when I found this out, but when I learned that the black spots on that monster’s body were in fact, as my initial impression suggested, actual interference spots, I nearly passed out from shock.)

“What is that monster? Professor, where did you drag that thing in from?”

I turned to face Professor Makao and questioned him aggressively.

“Indeedy, about that, about that…” the professor began as he dabbed the sweat on his forehead with a handkerchief.

“When that thing…how can I put it…suddenly emerged in an empty space of the laboratory, beginning with the feet, every single hair on my body stood up, and I began to tremble uncontrollably, as if my back had just been doused with a bucket of ice water.”

“Huh, what did you just say?” I couldn’t help but doubt the professor’s words. I had trouble understanding this terribly strange thing.

“Indeedy, your lack of comprehension is only natural. In other words, if I don’t explain things from an earlier point in time you are not likely to understand how such a monster was created in this laboratory.”

With that, the professor took down a bundle of blueprints from a shelf and spread them out on the table.

“Take a look at this. These are the drawings for two machines in this room: the electronic three-dimensional decomposing machine and the electronic three-dimensional recomposing machine. Over the last fifteen years I invented these devices and created prototypes for them.”

“What do you mean by ‘three-dimensional decomposing’ and ‘three-dimensional recomposing’?”

“Yes, that is the very topic at hand. But explaining these devices is surprisingly difficult. Have you heard of something called a ‘television’? It takes a single image, scans it using a sensitive element, and outputs the result once it is converted into electrical current. On the receiving end, first the received current is amplified and applied to the filament of a cathode-ray tube. When a strong current comes the filament lights up and numerous hot electrons are emitted, whereas when a weak current comes the filament darkens and only a few hot electrons are emitted. If the procession of these hot electrons is scanned in the same way as in the beginning by using the cathode ray tube’s control electrode, the same image will appear on the electronic plate. This is the principle behind how televisions work.”

What was he talking about? I was already familiar with the principle of how televisions work.

“But what does the television have to do with the electronic three-dimensional decomposing machine that you have invented?”

“In other words, as I just said the television and the telephotograph are used to send a flat image to another location, but the device I have invented sends and receives a solid object.”

“What do you mean by ‘sends and receives a solid object’?” I asked the professor because I had no idea what he was talking about.

“Essentially we take an object, for example this iron ashtray here. By using a certain electrical process I can send this to another location, or by using the same electrical process I can move an aluminum pan from another location to here. Ha, ha, ha, I can see you aren’t following me. But it’s a very simple idea, is it not? If we can send a flat image using a television or a telephotograph, then why can’t we send and receive solid objects as well?”

I began to gradually grasp what the professor was saying.

“But professor, sending a photograph is easy, yet something like an iron ashtray is composed of matter, right? You talk about converting it to electricity, but can you really do that?”

“Oh, that’s a piece of cake! Whether iron or aluminum, at the small scale these things are all made of molecules, which are made of atoms, which are in turn made of protons and electrons. But protons are just the empty shell of electrons, and ultimately everything in the universe is made up of electrons. All matter is determined by the composition of electrons in space, resulting in things like iron or aluminum. That’s why all matter can, in the end, be converted to electrical charges. Am I wrong? Whether it is a flat image or a solid object, the principle of scanning is the same. If scanning can be done in two dimensions, it can also be done in three. If we do a three-dimensional scan of an iron ashtray, it becomes nothing but a series of electrical signals. What do you think? I’m sure you understand better now.”

“Hmm…so that is how it works. Oh boy, you’ve done a terrible thing here.”

As I spoke I let out a large sigh.

If we can have telephotographs and televisions that use two-dimensional scanning, then it should be surprisingly easy to achieve scanning of things like ashtrays and pans using a similar principle of three-dimensional scanning.

And if we can do it with an ashtray, there is no reason to limit it to metal objects. We can send and receive any form of matter after converting it to electrons. But then that means the unbelievably grotesque creature on the floor of the adjacent room is…

”Did you pull in that thing from somewhere using your machine?” I asked uncomfortably.

“Ah, it seems you have finally figured it out,” said the professor as his beard twitched again. “As you guessed, that monster actually appeared upon the table when I tried testing out the electronic three-dimensional recomposing machine for the first time this month. But oh my, I was truly surprised. I was so surprised that it cannot be expressed in words. In the beginning, you see, it started to appear from those slimy appendages, or tentacles, whatever you call them, basically what is equivalent to the feet of a human. The monster’s feet appeared in an empty space where there had been absolutely nothing until a moment ago. As time passed and the device worked, at the end of the feet appeared hips, and then a torso, including chest and shoulders, and finally that hideous head emerged, expanding like an inflatable balloon. Despite it being a device of my own invention, and despite the fact that I had predicted such a thing could happen, when such an object actually appeared like that, even someone as tough as me couldn’t help but shudder in fear.“

As the professor spoke, the color slowly drained from his face.

“Professor, where in the universe do you think that monster was before it came here?”

“I think it is probably a creature from Mars. It appears that the Martian creatures have created a device similar to the one I have constructed, and are using that now. In other words, on Mars a female’s body had been scanned and turned to an electronic signal, and my device just happened to pick that up.”

“That’s very surprising. I can’t even imagine such a thing is possible,” I said, expressing my heartfelt wonder.

But the professor didn’t look particularly proud of his achievement, and between his eyebrows a deep crease formed.

“Professor, even though you made such an amazing invention you don’t seem very happy. Why is that?” I asked out of curiosity.

“Oh, so even you can see my pain. You’re right, as you noticed I am not very happy. There are still so many things I don’t know. For example, the space prisoner you just saw––let’s just call her that for now––that space prisoner is now jerking her three eyes back and forth. In other words, that creature is indeed alive. However, unfortunately she has lost consciousness. After my machine picked her up floating through space in the form of an electric signal, it converted her into that form, but while her physical body was manifested it is not conscious, something that, as a researcher, I can’t help but be saddened by,” the professor expressed quietly, emotion in his voice.

Indeed, while that monster is alive, it does not seem to have a consciousness. From my point of view, the professor had achieved a great, timeless discovery, yet it seemed to the professor himself his research was not yet complete, resulting in nothing but an embarrassment.

When I told the professor I wanted to see the space prisoner from closer up he consented, finally opening a tiny door and leading me to the writhing form of the space prisoner.

Unlike when viewing through the one-way mirror, gazing from close up at the space prisoner’s body and its unique features for too long induced the fear that my brain might shrink, causing insanity.

At that moment, I suddenly became acutely aware of those interference spots on the prisoner’s white skin. When this creature became a series of electronic signals and sped through space, it would undoubtedly suffer the misfortune of interference, which should be rightly called the rogue of the universe. As a result of unnatural black spots being imprinted on her body, even if the creature’s original physical form was reconstituted, those dots were perhaps serving as an interference to the reconstitution of consciousness.

When I shared this thought with the professor, he clapped his hands together in delight.

“Yes! Your idea is truly wonderful. I hadn’t thought of that. Hmm…I get it, I get it. For example, if those black dots, foreign substances to the body, intersect with the brain then they would undoubtedly hinder the workings of that organ. Hmm…that is a wonderful discovery. In that case, I shouldn’t have taken the risk to send Eriko across the universe. But alas, it is far too late.”

Eriko?

I was caught off guard by the Professor’s words.

“Professor, please tell me more. What did you do to Eriko? Professor, you must tell me now…Why are you not saying anything?”

The professor stared at me in silence for a few moments. When he finally spoke, there was a tremble in his voice.

“Eriko should be arriving at Mars right around now. I sent her to Mars in order to investigate some things that I couldn’t complete here. She was converted to a series of electric signals and sent into space. But I was too eager for success. That was wrong of me. I did a terrible thing to both you and Eriko.”

With that, the professor bowed his head low towards me.


The Mysterious Telescope

Kyusaku Yumeno

Introduction

Kyusaku Yumeno [1889-1936], was a Japanese author born in Fukuoka prefecture whose name means “the eccentric dreamer” and was known for his dark, unusual, and disturbing stories. His debut work, The Spirit Drum, is about a cursed musical instrument that brings misfortune to two families over several generations, although his novel Dogra Magra––a disturbing tale about a man who wakes up in an asylum––is perhaps his most famous work.

Yumeno also wrote numerous fairy tales including The Mysterious Telescope, a short story that was first published in 1925. The positive tone of this work sets itself apart from many of this author’s other works.

Story

Once, there were three brothers named Ah, Sah, and Lee.

Of them, the youngest child Lee was the kindest, and at a young age had an illness that resulted in the loss of vision in one eye, making him the target of his older brothers who would always taunt him by saying, “One eye! One eye!”

Whenever Lee went to play outside, the other children would also laugh and call him, “One eye! One eye!”, so he always played by himself. But surprisingly no matter how much the boy was laughed at, he never got angry.

One day, the three brothers were taken by their parents to visit a festival in a city on the other side of the mountain.

“Today I will buy each of you a toy, so tell me what you would like,” said the father.

“I want a rifle that will always hit its mark,” said Ah.

“I want a sword that will cut anything,” said Sah.

“I want a telescope that can see anything,” said Lee.

Hearing this, the father and mother smiled.

“The things that you ask for are impossible to obtain,” the father scolded the older boys. “Not to mention, the things that Ah and Sah are asking for, rifles and swords, are far too dangerous. You should never wish for such things. But look at Lee. He is very small, but because of his kindness the thing he desires is not dangerous. You two should follow his example.”

After that, the boys were taken home, having only watched the festival without being bought anything.

Ah and Sah were very upset and made plans together to tease Lee severely but Lee heard them speaking and knew what was going to happen.

That night, right after the three boys said goodnight to their parents and laid down in their bedroom, Ah and Sah got out of bed, grabbed Lee and dragged him out the window, then closed the window and went back to bed. But Lee already knew what they were going to do, so he quietly went along with their plan.

Standing outside in the field beside his window with tears falling from his eyes, Lee gazed towards the east as a large, yellow moon rose and illuminated a grassy mountain in the distance.

Surprised since he had never seen such a large moon before, Lee stopped crying and gazed at the moon, when a haggard voice suddenly called out from behind him.

“Lee! My dear Lee!”

Lee was surprised to hear his name unexpectedly called while he was looking at the moon, so he turned around. Standing before him was a white-haired old woman with red eyes and a pale face, wearing a long, black, triangle-shaped hood and a similarly long, black, triangle-shaped cloak.

Grinning widely, the old woman took a tiny, black rod from beneath her cloak and passed it to Lee. Then she spoke quietly into Lee’s ears with her haggard voice.

Lee, Lee, Lee,

Lee with one eye

Hold your breath and say “Amu”

You will see what you desire

Lee, Lee, Lee

Lee with one eye

Put this lens to your eye

When you see a place you desire

Hold your breath and say “Mamu”

You can go anywhere

Amu Mamu Munya Munya

But the next moment, the old woman slipped into the dark shadow of a building and disappeared.

Lee stood frozen in shock for a while, but when he finally came to, his hand was tightly gripping a black rod.

Lee was becoming more and more confused. He hurried towards the place where the old woman had just disappeared, intending to return the rod, but there was nothing except flat walls and no sign of where she went.

He thought about what to do next, but at the same time he remembered the old woman’s words. Placing the black rod at his good eye, Lee stared through it at the Moon floating above a distant mountain and did as he had been instructed, saying “Amu!”

The boy was so surprised by what he saw that he nearly dropped the rod.

Stretching before his eyes was the landscape of the moon.

Dirt of pure white, like snow, extended as far as he could see, and above that were crystalline translucent mountains, lovely seas and rivers sparkling like jade, silvery grasses and trees bearing golden fruits––making a sight of dazzling beauty. In the middle of it all stood a massive, towering palace of diamond, and inside was a young woman of great beauty, just like the Dragon Princess in fairy tales, who was beckoning toward the boy.

Lee suddenly wanted to visit that palace, so once again he did as he was instructed by holding his breath and saying, “Mamu!”

When Lee looked through the telescope and said the magic word “Mamu!” the distant scenery of the Moon gradually approached him.

Jewel-bodied birds and bugs sporting silver or gold wings, the interior of a magnificent palace whose splendor could not be expressed in words, the beautiful figure of the princess who had come out to greet Lee, accompanied by various beasts and birds––all of these things rushed towards the boy, faster and faster.

But when the boy, thinking this was very strange, lowered the telescope from his eye, what do you think happened?

Before he knew it, Lee was standing upon the pure white sand of the moon, and the world of the humans where he had been until now was visible above the distant, crystalline mountains, like a tiny dish that glittered purple.

Lee was standing in a daze, overwhelmed by the many strange things that had happened, when the beautiful princess approached him.

“Lee, welcome to the Moon. I have been waiting for you for a very long time. I am the Moon Princess, the mistress of the Moon. I dearly hope you enjoy your time here.”

The moment she finished speaking, the princess took Lee by the hand and began leading him throughout the palace to see a wide array of foods.

But Lee didn’t even try to eat any of the food. He was terribly worried after leaving his house and coming to the Moon without saying anything to his parents or siblings. So he raised the telescope to his good eye once more, gazed towards the world of humans now visible above the crystalline mountain in the distance, and held his breath.

“Amu!”

Then something strange happened again.

The very first thing he saw was the bed at home where his oldest sibling Ah and second oldest sibling Sah slept. There, the old witch from earlier appeared and presented Ah with a rifle that always hits its mark and Sah with a sword that cuts anything.

Both of Lee’s brothers had received what they asked for, so they got out of bed immediately and rushed to the king’s castle, where they begged to be put into service for the king.

The king took great interest in the children when he saw the mysterious treasures in their possession and immediately made them servants, but soon after a war broke out with a neighboring country and Ah and Sah were the first ones to be sent to the battlefield, where Ah killed the enemy general on a distant mountain with a single shot of his rifle. After that Sah drew his sword and cut over and over, slicing through the incoming enemies’ armor and swords one at a time, forcing the enemy to retreat and accept a crushing defeat.

In reward, Ah was given half of the kingdom and was permitted to marry the first princess, Sah was given the other half and was permitted to marry the second princess, and both became kings, with their parents being summoned to each of the countries every half-month by the arrogant siblings. Lee watched all this take place.

Seeing everything flash by so quickly made Lee dizzy, but once his worries were put at ease the boy lowered the telescope from his eye to see the Moon Princess from earlier smiling at him.

“Did you observe the world of the humans?” she asked. When Lee nodded silently, she smiled once again.

“Seeing everything flash by so quickly must have surprised you.”

“Yes. Just when I thought the day had broken, the sun began to sink. Then, just when I thought it was getting dark again, the day broke. What is happening?” Lee asked, wide-eyed.

“This is the reason why,” said the princess.

“One day on the Moon is equivalent to thirty thousand days on the world of humans. That’s why if you view the events of the world of humans from the moon, they appear to go by very quickly. Three years have already passed since you put that telescope to your eye.”

“What, three years…” said Lee in surprise. His mother and father had probably already forgotten about him. But the boy was truly relieved when he thought how his parents must have been very proud of his two brothers.

Then he went inside the palace with the Moon Princess, sat down and ate of the many foods laid out. Oh, how delicious it all was! Then he enjoyed the songs of birds, the music of bugs, and the dances of beasts, what interesting performances these were! Lee thought that the Moon was indeed a wonderful place.

Eventually Lee thought of his family again.

While he was having such a delightful time here on the moon, what was his family doing? Wondering this as the boy raised the telescope to his eye…he beheld a surprising sight.

When he viewed the world of the humans through the telescope this time, thirty years had already passed since the last time he saw them, and as a result Lee’s father and mother, as well as the parents of Ah’s and Sah’s wives had passed away, leaving Ah and Sah as kings with splendid beards.

His oldest brother King Ah penned a letter and had it sent to his brother King Sah via a messenger.

The letter read as follows:

“Each of us owns half of this country. But since you are my younger brother, I think it would be good for you to become my servant and give me your half of the country. If you do that, I will make you my highest-ranking servant. But if you decline, I will shoot and kill you from here using my rifle that always hits its mark.”

Reading this letter made Sah very angry.

“Even though you're my older brother, it’s unreasonable to talk about taking away the half of this country that was fairly given to me. I don’t have to listen to any brother who is talking like that. If I put on armor of steel I’ll have nothing to fear, even rifles. From this moment, I’m going to war with you.”

Sah immediately had his servants begin preparing for war.

Hearing this, Ah became very upset.

“King Sah, you detestable fool! Ignoring the suggestion of your older brother and preparing for war––you are truly a fool! In that case, I’ll start a war and utterly destroy you!”

Saying this, he immediately began assembling his soldiers.

Being originally sisters, the wives of Ah and Sah were terribly worried and tried all sorts of things to stop the kings from preparing for war, but the kings would not listen to anything they said.

The queens could do nothing but weep.

After watching all of this from the Moon, Lee spoke to the Moon Princess.

“I must go and stop this war from occurring. And I must make sure that, for the rest of my life, my brothers do not go to war with one another.”

After listening to what Lee had to say, the princess spoke.

“Please go and quickly stop the war. I pity those two girls. But how will you stop such a great war?” she asked with eyes wide.

Smiling, Lee said, “Well, just watch me!” and once again put the telescope to his eye.

Telescope pressed against his eye, Lee wondered where his oldest brother’s treasured rifle might be.

“Amu!” he said and in an instant the treasure of his brother’s castle appeared before him.

In the treasury an imposing guard stood watch, and deep inside was a large chest that contained a magnificent rifle resting within.

Delighted to find the rifle, the boy immediately said, “Amu!” and was teleported to where the rifle was inside the chest, so he grabbed it and carried it on his shoulder.

Next, he turned towards his brother King Sah’s castle and looked through the telescope while thinking about where the treasured sword might be.

“Amu!” he said, and as he expected it was stored inside a chest inside his castle’s treasury. So he immediately said, “Mamu!” and teleported there, tying the sword’s strap to his belt.

Then Lee used his magic to jump to the top of the tallest mountain that sat on the boundary between the kingdoms of King Ah and King Sah, sat on a large rock there, and used his telescope to observe what was happening in their castles.

But the brothers knew nothing about this. After gathering every single of their soldiers and preparing for war, they each summoned their servants and said:

“Go and get my treasured rifle!”

“Go and get my treasured sword!”

But when the servants in both kingdoms tried to open up the chests in their treasuries, they found the treasured items were missing, and the servants were utterly shocked.

“Your treasured rifle is missing!”

“Your treasured sword is missing!”

Each servant said to their king with a distressed look.

Both kings also looked distressed. Each of the kings ran to check the treasuries for himself, but despite the guard being properly on watch, and the door being properly locked, the sword and rifle were no longer inside. On the places where the items had been was a scrap of paper written with the following message:

“Lee has taken possession of your treasure. He is waiting for you at the top of the tall mountain on the border.”

Both brothers could not help but be angered by this and said, “Well then, it looks that my brother Lee has become a skilled thief. Surround the mountain, capture Lee, and return my treasured item!”

Thus the soldiers from each of the kingdoms circled around the mountain and began to quickly work their way up it.

However, night fell as they were working their way up towards the peak, and both brothers worried that Lee might escape, but a moment later the disc-shaped Moon rose up from the east. After continuing up the mountain on a path that was barely visible in the moonlight and reaching the peak they found Lee, standing upon a large rock holding the sword and the rifle, looking strangely like he did when he was only a young child.

Seeing this, King Ah and King Sah gave orders to their soldiers.

“Shoot him to death with your bows!”

“Strike him to death with your swords!”

Hearing this, the soldiers of both armies rushed at once up the rock.”

Lee looked at the incoming soldiers and smiled. Then he spoke, raising the sword in his right hand and the rifle in his right.

“Everyone, stop and listen to what I have to say. If you do not, I will kill each and every one of you with this sword and rifle.”

Seeing this, the soldiers who had vigorously attacked their way up the mountain all began to run away, leaving only the two brothers, King Ah and King Sah.

From upon the large rock, Lee spoke to his brothers.

“My brothers, please listen to what I have to say. Why have you quarreled amongst each other to such a great degree?”

The two brothers were embarrassed by this and could only stare at one another at the bottom of the rock, their faces turning bright red.

Lee spoke again.

“Both of you rose to success because of this sword and this rifle. But your quarrels are also caused by these things. If you two get along then there is no need for these items, and so I will keep them in my possession.”

The next moment Lee turned to face east and gazed at the Moon through his telescope.

“Amu!”

“Mamu!”

As he watched, the stone at his feet grew distant and he zoomed across space towards the Moon, carrying the sword and rifle on his shoulders.

On the surface of the Moon the princess was waiting for Lee, and when he arrived she came out to see him.

“Welcome back.”

But when she looked at the boy she was surprised to see both of his eyes were open.

“Oh my, both of your eyes are open!”

Hearing this, Lee finally realized this for himself.

“Wow, this is truly mysterious. Until now I have been mostly playing alone, but since I helped make my brothers become friends again, god must have healed my bad eye as a reward.”

“That must be what happened. Congratulations! Well then, let us all enjoy ourselves in celebration!” the princess said joyfully and began to rejoice.

After seeing Lee rise into the heavens and travel to the Moon, the two brothers remaining at the base of the stone embraced each other in shock. Then they made the following promise.

“Lee has become a god. He must be always watching everything we do from the Moon. And the moment he sees us commit a bad deed, he will surely shoot us with that rifle or cut us down with that sword. For that reason let us do our best to get along together.”

After that, the two brothers returned to their respective castles and got along genuinely well.

Now when anyone commits a bad deed, Lee may indeed be watching from the Moon with his telescope.

(This concludes the stories in English, and following this is the same set of stories in parallel English/Japanese. You may jump to the Acknowledgments and Related Works sections at the end of the book here).


The Uncharted Road

(道なき道)

Sakunosuke Oda

(織田作之助)

Chapter 1

　その時、寿子はまだ九つの小娘であった。

At the time, Hisako was a girl of only nine years.

　父親が弾けというから、弾いてはいるものの、音楽とは何か、芸術とはどんなものであるか、そんなことは無論わかる道理もなく、考えてみたこともなかった。

She had been playing the violin because her dad ordered her to, and of course had no way of knowing what music was, or what made something a work of art. Nor had she ever thought about these things.

　また、石にかじりついても立派なヴァイオリン弾きになろうという野心も情熱もなかった。そんな野心や情熱の起る年でもなかった。ただ、父親が教えてくれた通り弾かねば、いつまでも稽古がくりかえされたり、小言をいわれたりするのが怖さに、出来るだけ間違えないようにと鼻の上に汗をかいているだけに過ぎなかった。――ヴァイオリンを弾くことが三度の飯より好きなわけでは、さらになかったのだ。むしろ、三度の飯を二度に減らしてまで弾かされるヴァイオリンという楽器を、子供心にのろわしく、恨めしく思っていた。父親はよく、

Furthermore, she lacked the passion and ambition to become a top-class violinist at all costs; she was also not at an age where such passion or ambition could arise. Sweat oozing from her forehead, Hisako was simply trying her best to avoid making mistakes, fearful that if she didn’t play exactly as her father had instructed she would be scolded or the lesson would continue on forever. It also couldn’t be said that Hisako liked playing the violin more than eating three meals a day. Rather, her young heart considered the instrument known as the violin, whose practice cut her three meals a day down to two, to be a despicable, hateful thing.

「ヴァイオリンは悪魔の楽器だ」

　と言い言いしていたが、悪魔とはどんなものであるかは良くは判らないままに、何となくうなずけた――それ位、ヴァイオリンが嫌いで怖くもあった。

Her father would often say, “The violin is the instrument of the devil,” to which she would only nod vaguely, knowing nothing about what a “devil” was. That was the extent of her hate and even fear towards the violin.

　げんにその日も――丁度その日は生国魂神社の夏祭で、表通りをお渡御が通るらしく、枕太鼓の音や獅子舞の囃子の音が聴え、他所の子は皆一張羅の晴着を着せてもらい、お渡御を見に行ったり、お宮の境内の見世物を見に行ったり、しているのに、自分だけは外へも出られずに、（もっとも出るといっても、祭の晴着もなかったが）暑い家の中でヴァイオリンを弾かされていたのである。

In fact even on that day, when there just happened to be a summer festival at Ikukunitama Shrine and rumor had it the emperor would pass through the main street, the sounds of taiko drums and the accompaniment of shishimai dances thick in the air, even though all of the other children were dressed in their best summer outfits, going to see the emperor’s procession or some show on the palace grounds, Hisako was the only one unable to go outside (and even if she could, she lacked appropriate summer clothes), being forced to play the violin inside her muggy house.

　そこはゴミゴミした町中で、家が建てこみ、風通しが悪かったが、ことにその部屋は西向き故、夏の真夏の西日がカンカン射し込むのだった。さすがの父親もたまりかねたのか、簾をおろし、カーテンを閉めて西日を防いだのは良かったが、序でに窓まで閉めてしまったので、部屋の中はまるで火室のような暑さだった。が、父親の言うのには、

「太鼓の音が喧しゅうていかん」

　窓をあけて置けば、ヴァイオリンの練習の邪魔になるというのである。

They lived in a cluttered part of town where the houses were tightly packed together and the ventilation wasn’t very good, but her room in particular faced west, letting the rays of the hot afternoon sun stream in during midsummer. It was good that her father had lowered the bamboo blinds and closed the curtains in order to keep out the sunlight, perhaps because he was not able to bear the heat, but along with that he also closed the windows, making the inside of the room scorchingly hot, like a boiler room. According to her father, “Those drums are noisy and I just can’t have that.” Opening the windows would apparently interfere with her violin practice.

　そんな父親であった。ヴァイオリンのことになると、まるで狂人のようになってしまう父親であった。だから、寿子は祭に行きたいと駄々をこねることも出来ず、毛穴という毛穴から汗を吹きだしながら、ちいさな手に力をこめて、弾いていた。額の汗が眼にはいるので、眼を閉じ、歯をくいしばり、必死のようであった。が、心はふと遠く祭の方へ飛ぶ瞬間もあった。

That was the type of man her father was, the type of man who would act like a lunatic whenever it came to the violin. That’s why Hisako wasn’t able to pester her father to go to the festival and instead played the violin, hands gripping it tightly as she sweated profusely from every pore. The sweat on her forehead got in her eyes, so she closed them and endured with all her might, as if desperate to keep practicing. But there were moments when her mind would briefly jump to the distant festival.

　曲は「チゴイネルヴァイゼン」――七つの春、小学校にはいった時から、ヴァイオリン弾きの父親を教師に習いはじめて、二年の間に、寿子はもうそんな曲が弾けるようになった位きびしく仕込まれていたのだ。

The piece was “Zigeunerweisen”. Hisako had begun learning it in elementary school under her father’s tutelage during the spring when she was eight, and his strict training enabled her to play such a difficult song within a span of only two years.

　父親の庄之助は、ステテコ一枚の裸になって、ピアノを弾いていたが、ふと弦から流れる音の力強い澄み切った美しさに気がつくと、急に眼を輝かせた。そして唸るような声が思わず出た。

Her father Shonosuke was playing the piano with nothing on but a pair of long underpants, when the beauty of the powerful, pure sound flowing from her violin strings suddenly made his eyes sparkle. A sound like a moan slipped out of his mouth.

「寿子、今の所もう一度弾いてみろ」

“Hisako, play that part one more time!”

「うん」

“Sure.”

　寿子は、自分が弾き間違ったので注意されたのだ、と思い込みながら、ベソをかいたような顔でうなずいて、再び弾きだした。ジプシイの郷愁がすすり泣くようなメロディとなって、弦から流れた。九つの少女の腕が弾いているとは思えぬくらい力強い音であった。

Convinced that she was being criticized for making a mistake, Hisako nodded teary-eyed and started playing that part over from the beginning. A melody flowed from the strings like the soft weeping of a homesick gypsy. Shonosuke found it hard to believe that the powerful sound he was hearing came from the violin of a nine-year-old girl.

　それは、かつて寿子のヴァイオリンから聴けなかったものだった。いや、教えている庄之助自身、このような音が一度だって出せたかどうか。まるで通り魔のような音であった。

He had never heard such a sound coming from her violin before. In fact, Shonosuke wasn’t sure if even he himself had ever produced such a wonderful sound that somehow resembled a thief in the night.

　庄之助はまるで自分の耳を疑うかのように、キョトンとして、暫く娘の蒼白い顔を見つめながら何やらボソボソ口の中で呟いていたが、やがて何思ったか、

With a vacant expression as if doubting his own ears, Shonosuke gazed for a while at his daughter’s pale face while mumbling quietly to himself. Eventually he spoke, as if having a realization.

「寿子、生国魂さんへお詣りしよう」

　と言った。

“Hisako, let’s go visit Ikukunitama Shrine.”

「パパ、ほんまか」

“Really, papa?”

　寿子はあわててヴァイオリンをピアノの上に置くと、隣の部屋へかけ込んで、汗だらけのシュミーズの上に、よれよれの、しかし花模様のついたワンピースを着た。

Hisako quickly placed the violin upon the piano and ran into the next room, putting a dress on top of her sleeveless undergarment––though a shabby item, it at least had a flower pattern.

Chapter 2

　上本町七丁目の停留所から、西へ折れる坂道を登り詰めると、生国魂の表門の鳥居がある。

After getting off at the 7-chome Uehonmachi bus stop, they climbed to the top of the hill that curved to the west, and came to the main torii gate of Ikukunitama.

　その鳥居をくぐって、神社まで三町の道の両側は、軒並みに露店が並んでいた。

After passing through the gate, both sides of the road were lined with street stalls up to the shrine.

　別製アイスクリーム、イチゴ水、レモン水、冷やし飴、冷やしコーヒ、氷西瓜、ビイドロのおはじき、花火、水中で花の咲く造花、水鉄砲、水で書く万年筆、何でもひっつく万能水糊、猿又の紐通し、日光写真、白髪染め、奥州名物孫太郎虫、迷子札、銭亀、金魚、二十日鼠、豆板、しょうが飴、なめているうちに色の変るマーブル、粘土細工、積木細工、豆電気をつけて走る電気仕掛けの汽車、……どれもこれも寿子の眼と口と耳を惹きつける店ばかりであった。

Specially-made ice cream, strawberry water, lemon water, chilled syrup, iced coffee, frozen watermelon, glass marbles, fireworks, artificial flowers blooming underwater, water pistols, fountain pens that wrote in water, super putty that stuck to anything, monkey string weaving, sun prints, hair dying, famous Oshu hellgrammite larvae, address tags for children, baby turtles, goldfish, mice, Chinese bean paste, ginger candy, hard candy that changed color when you licked it, clay and blocks to build with, a steam train with a lightbulb that lit when it moved…each and every stall had something to appeal to her eyes, mouth, or ears.

　が、庄之助はどの店の前にも立ち止ろうとせず、寿子の手をひっぱりながら、さっさと人ごみをかきわけて足速に歩くのだった。

But Shonosuke did not stop in front of any of those stalls and only led Hisko by the hand as he made his way quickly through the crowd.

　途中、左手に北向き八幡宮があった。そこでも今年は、去年のように、金色夜叉やロクタン池の首なし事件の覗きからくりや、ろくろ首、人魚、海女の水中冒険などの見世物小屋が掛っているはずだ。

On the left was Kitamuki Hachiman shrine. Over there, all sorts of unusual exhibits must have been set up again this year: a peep box where you could view the Gold Demon and the headless incident of Rakutan pond, Rokurokubi the long-necked monster, a mermaid, and a woman diver’s underwater adventure.

　寿子はそう思って、北向き八幡宮の前まで来ると、境内の方へ外れようとしたが、庄之助はだまって寿子の手をひっぱると、さっさと生国魂神社の石段の方へ連れて行った。

Hisako was lost in these thoughts as they passed in front of Kitamuki Hachiman where she tried to turn off into the grounds of the shrine, but Shonosuke quietly pulled her hand and quickly led her towards the stone steps of Ikukunitama Shrine.

　拝殿の前まで来ると、庄之助は賽銭を投げて、寿子に、

「日本一のヴァイオリン弾きになれますようにと、お祈りするんだぞ」

　と、言った。

When they reached the hall of worship, Shonosuke tossed some coins into the offering box and said to Hisako, “You’d better pray that you become Japan’s number one violinist.”

　寿子は言われた通り、小さな手を合わせて、

「日本一のヴァイオリン弾きになれますように」

　と呟いてから、

「――パパが見世物小屋へ連れて行ってくれますように」

Doing as she was told, Hisako put her small hands together and mumbled, “May I become Japan’s number one violinist.” But a moment later she added, “…and may my father take me to the exhibits.”

　そして、頭をあげて、ふと父親の方を見ると、庄之助はまだ頭を下げていた。そして何やら口の中でブツブツ言っていた。

She then raised her head and glanced at her father, but Shonosuke’s head was still lowered. He seemed to be mumbling something quietly to himself.

　拝殿では、白い着物を着て赤い袴をはいた二人の巫女が、一人は鈴を持ち、一人は刀を持って踊っていた。

In the hall of worship two shrine maidens clad in white kimonos and red hakamas danced, one waving a bell and the other a sword.

　庄之助はまだ拝んでいる。寿子はふっとおかしくなって、

「パパは何をお祈りしているのやろ？」

　と、肚の中で呟いた。

He was still praying. Hisako smiled, thinking to herself, “I wonder what father is praying for?”

　庄之助は何を祈っているのだろうか。

Indeed, what was Shonosuke praying for?

　――彼は大阪では少しは人に知られたヴァイオリン弾きであったが、年中貧乏していた。「津路ヴァイオリン教授所」の看板を掛けているのだが、偏屈なのと、稽古が無茶苦茶にはげし過ぎるので、弟子は皆寄りつかなくなって、従って収入りも尠かったのである。

Shonosuke was a somewhat well-known violin player in Osaka, but he was always poor. He kept the sign “Tsuji Violin School” outside his house, but due to being an overly eccentric, overly strict teacher, all of his students stopped coming, and as a result his income was virtually nothing.

　ヴァイオリンなぞ艶歌師の弾くものだと思いこんでいた親戚の者たちは、庄之助に忠告して、

「ヴァイオリンみたいなもの廃めてしもて、何ぞ地道な商売をしたらどないや」

Convinced that the violin was an instrument only to be played by traditional enka singers, his relatives advised him, “Why don’t you give up that violin thing and start a more reliable business?”

　と言うのだったが、きかなかった。そして相変らず「津路式教授法」と自称するきびしい教授法を守りながら、貧乏ぐらしを続けるのだった。

But Shonosuke didn’t listen. And so, as usual, he stuck to the “Tsuji Instruction Method”, his strict, self-styled instruction method as he continued a life of poverty.

　ところが、去年の秋、俗に赤新聞とよばれている大阪日日新聞の音楽コンクールで、彼の三人の弟子たちが三人とも殆ど最高点に近い成績を取った。

However, in the music competition last fall that was organized by the Osaka Nichinichi Newspaper (informally known as the “red newspaper”), three of his pupils had achieved near-perfect scores.

「それ見ろ」

　と庄之助は呟いた。

“See!” Shonosuke muttered to himself.

「――世間の教師らはヴァイオリンの教授を坊ちゃん嬢ちゃん相手の機嫌取り同然に思っているが、俺の弟子はきびしい教え方のおかげで、皆んな良い成績を取ったではないか」

“The teachers of our society think that violin instruction should focus on pleasing our affluent boys and girls, but thanks to my strict instruction these students of mine all performed wonderfully.”

　これで永年の自分の主義も少しは報いられたというものだ、これからはもう自分の天下だ、弟子もふえるだろう、いや門前市をなすかも知れないと、彼は喜んだ。

At last, his long-held principles were acknowledged, at least to a degree. It was time to take the country by storm. He would surely get more students, maybe even too many to handle. Shonosuke was overjoyed.

　ところがそのコンクールはかえって「津路の稽古はきびし過ぎる、あんな稽古をやられては助からぬ」というこれまでの悪評に、ますます拍車を掛けるような結果になった。誰も彼も庄之助の塾を敬遠した。そして弟子は減る一方で、塾はさびれ、彼の暮しは一層みじめなものになった。

However, the contest ended up only worsening the reputation of his violin instruction, which had already been criticized as “too strict” and “useless”. Everyone avoided his school. Not only did the number of pupils decline, but Shonosuke’s life became even more pitiful as his school stagnated.

　そこで彼は、土地の軍楽隊に籍を置いたり、けちな管弦楽団の臨時雇の指揮をしたりして、口を糊しながら、娘の寿子を殆ど唯一人の弟子にして「津路式教授法」のせめてものはけ口を、幼い寿子に見出して来たのであった。

After that, he eked out a living by enrolling in a local military band and working as a two-bit substitute conductor for an orchestra, with his young daughter Hisako one of his few remaining students and the only outlet for his Tsuji Instruction Method.

　ところが、今日、寿子が弾いた「チゴイネルヴァイゼン」の素晴しさは、庄之助を驚かせた。それは天才的な閃きといってもいい位であった。

However, today Shonosuke was shocked by the beauty of Hisako’s rendition of Zigeunerweisen, masterful to the degree it could even be called a flash of genius.

「こりゃ、もしかしたら大物になるかも知れないぞ」

　と彼は思った。すると、元来熱狂し易い彼は、寿子を大物にするために、すべてを犠牲にしようと思った。

“This girl might really become something great,” he thought. Shonosuke, by nature easily excited, thought to sacrifice everything in order to turn Hisako into something great.

　彼はヴァイオリン弾きとしての自分の恵まれぬ境遇を振りかえってみた。そして、自分の音楽への情熱と夢を、娘の寿子によって表現しようと、決心したのである。

He reflected back upon his disadvantaged upbringing as a violinist, and made the decision to express his own dreams and passion towards music through his daughter Hisako.

「――そのためには、軍楽隊もやめます。指揮もやめます。そして、私の生活のすべてを犠牲にして、道なき道を歩みながら、寿子を日本一のヴァイオリン弾きに仕込みます」

“…and for that, I will even quit the military band. I will stop conducting as well. And I will sacrifice my entire life, traveling an uncharted road in order to make Hisako the number one violinist in Japan.”

　氏神の前にそう誓ったのである。やがて、庄之助は長いお祈りを終えると、

「さア帰ろう」

　と、寿子の小さな手を握った。ヴァイオリン弾きになるには、あまりにも小さ過ぎる手であった。

He made this vow before the guardian deity of the shrine. Once he finally finished his lengthy prayer, Shonosuke gripped Hisako's tiny hand. “Alright, let’s go home.”

　そして、庄之助はわき眼もふらずに、そわそわと歩きだした。

Shonosuke began to walk anxiously, determination in his steps.

　北向き八幡宮へも寄らなかった。露店の前にも立ち止らなかった。寿子は父の大股の足について行きながら、半泣きになっていた。冷やし飴一杯も飲まずに、家へ帰ると庄之助は昂奮した声で、怒鳴るように言った。

They did not drop by Kitamuki Hachimangu; nor did they stop in front of any of the stalls. Hisako was on the verge of tears as she followed after her father’s wide gait. With a tense voice, as if reproaching her, Shonosuke urged her to go home without having even a sip of chilled syrup.

「さア寿子、稽古だ！」

“Hisako, it’s time for violin practice!”

Chapter 3

　乾いた雑巾から血を絞り取るような苦しい稽古が、その日から繰りかえされた。

From that day forward, they began an excruciating training program that was not unlike wringing blood from a dried rag.

　学校から帰ると、寿子はもう父の手につかまえられて、ヴァイオリンを持たされた。そして、稽古は夜更くるまで続く日もあった。

As soon as Hisako returned home from school, she was caught by her father and handed the violin. On some days her practice continued into the wee hours of the night.

　覚えの悪い日は、ヴァイオリンを持って立たされていた。

On the days when she didn’t play as she was instructed, she was forced to stand for hours practicing the violin.

　寿子の身体は、古綿を千切って捨てたように、クタクタに疲れた。

Hisako’s body was exhausted, like a piece of old cotton that had been torn to shreds.

　昼間、教室の中で居眠りすることが多かった。受持ちの訓導は庄之助を呼んで注意した。が、庄之助はその訓導と喧嘩して帰った。

She often fell asleep during the day in her classroom at school. The teacher in charge would call in Shonosuke and complain about Hisako. But he always just argued with the teacher and then went home.

　彼は氏神の前に誓った通り、もう仕事にも出掛けず、弟子も取らず、一日家にいて、そして寿子が学校へ出掛けた留守中は、どうすれば人一倍小柄な寿子の貧弱な体格で、元来西洋人の体格に応じた楽器であるヴァイオリンが弾きこなせるだろうか、どうすれば人一倍小さな寿子の指で弦がマスターできるだろうかと、考え込んでいた。

He kept his promise to the guardian deity and stayed at home all day without going to work or taking on any new students, and when Hisako was out of the house Shonosuke would contemplate how the tiny-bodied Hisako could best learn to play the violin––an instrument originally designed for the bodies of westerners––and how Hisako’s tiny fingers could best learn to master the violin’s strings.

「只今」

“I’m home.”

　という寿子の声がきこえると、もうピアノの前に坐っていた。そのピアノは既に抵当にはいっているものだったが……。

When he heard Hisako’s voice, Shonosuke was sitting at the piano, a piano that had already been mortgaged…

　その日の米にも困る暮しであった。庄之助の稽古は、その貧乏故に一層きびしかった。

At that point they were living meal to meal. Their poverty made Shonosuke’s training that much stricter.

　よその子が皆遊んでいるのに、自分は何故遊べないのだろうかと、寿子は溜息つきながら、いつもヴァイオリンを肩にあてるのだった。

Hisako sighed as she lifted the violin to her shoulder, wondering why she was not allowed to go out and play like the other children.

　ある夏の夜のことであった。

　何度くりかえしても、寿子は巧く弾けなかった。曲はバッハのフーガ。

Then one summer night, Hisako had trouble playing properly, no matter how many times she tried. The song was a Bach fugue.

「莫迦！　そんなことで日本一のヴァイオリン弾きになれるか」

“Fool! Do you think you can actually become the number one violinist in Japan like that?”

　怒って庄之助はそういい捨てて、蚊帳の中へはいってしまった。

After making this statement angrily, Shonosuke went inside the mosquito net.

　寿子はベソをかきながら、父のあとについて蚊帳の中へはいろうとすると、

「お前は蚊帳の外で、出来るまで弾くんだ」

　という父の声が来た。

Tears in her eyes, Hisako tried to follow her father into the mosquito net, but his voice stopped her. “You stay outside the net, playing the violin until you get it right.”

　寿子は眠い眼をこすりながら、弾き出した。庄之助は蚊帳の中で聴いていた。

Hisako rubbed her sleepy eyes and started playing again. Shonosuke listened from inside the mosquito net.

「もう一度。出来たというまで弾け」

“Once more. Keep playing until I say so.”

　数珠の玉をたぐり寄せるようなバッハのフーガ。それを、寿子はそれこそ数珠の玉をたぐるように、何度も何度も弾き、弾かねばならなかった。父はいつまでたっても

「出来た」

　と言ってくれなかった。

The Bach fugue, repeated like a set of prayer beads. Hisako was forced to play that piece over and over, exactly like running her hands down a set of prayer beads one at a time. But no matter how long Hisako played, her father never said, “Excellent!”

「喧しいね」

　と、母親の礼子は吐きだすように言って、寝がえりを打った。

“How noisy,” Hisako’s mother Reiko said with annoyance as she rolled over in bed.

　礼子は寿子の生みの親ではない。礼子は寿子の母親の妹であったが、寿子の母親が寿子の三つの年になくなって間もなく、後妻にはいったのである。寿子にとっては昨日までの叔母が急に継母に変ったわけである。

Reiko wasn’t Hisako’s birth mother; she was actually the younger sister of Reiko’s real mother. But Hisako’s mother died when she was only three, and soon after Reiko married Shonosuke. To Hisako, it seemed like the woman who had been her aunt until yesterday had suddenly become her stepmother.

　もとは叔母姪の間柄であったから、さすがに礼子は世の継母のように寿子に辛く当ろうとはしなかった。むしろ、良い母親といってもよかった。

Since Hisako had been Reiko’s niece, as you would expect she didn’t treat the girl harshly like a typical stepmother would. Rather, it could even be said Reiko was a good mother.

　しかし、夫の庄之助が今日この頃のように明けても暮れても寿子にかまけていて、礼子自身腹を痛めた弟や妹たちとはくらべものにならぬ位、寿子に熱中しているのを見ると、さすがに礼子はいい気はしなかった。おまけに、庄之助が寿子相手の稽古に没頭して、自分の仕事を顧みなくなってからは、家の暮しが一層困って来ているのを思うと、礼子ももはや寿子の良い母親になっているわけにはいかず、いつか継母じみて来るのだった。

However, when she saw how her husband Shonosuke was spending all of his time on Hisako and was far more involved with that girl than he was with the son or daughters she had given birth to, of course Reiko was not happy. Not to mention that when Reiko thought about how Shonosuke had given up working to devote himself to Hisako’s training, pulling the family further into poverty, Reiko could no longer serve as a good mother to Hisako and eventually began to act somewhat like a stepmother.

　というそんな微妙な事情を、寿子はさすがに継子の本能で、敏感に嗅ぎつけていたから、自分の眠れないことよりも、まず自分のヴァイオリンが母親の眠りを邪魔をしていることの辛さが先立つのだった。

Once Hisako’s stepchild instincts picked up on this awkward situation, the pain of knowing that her violin practice was disturbing her mother’s sleep took precedence over her own lack of sleep.

　だから、早いこと巧く弾いて、父親から「出来た」と言われようと焦るのだったが、思うように弾けなかった。

That’s why Hisako was impatient to play properly and make her father say, “Excellent!” but she was unable to play as well as she wanted.

　夜が更けて来た。

Night had fallen.

　寿子はわっと泣き出したかった。が、泣くまいと堪えていたのは、生れつきの勝気な気性であったろうか。

Hisako wanted to burst out crying. Yet perhaps due to her inborn, strong-minded spirit, she held back the tears.

　しかし、寿子の眼は不思議に、冷たく冴え返っていた。その眼の光は、父親の庄之助でさえ、何かヒヤリと感ずる程であった。一皮目の切れの長いその眼は、仮面の眼のようであった。虚無的に迫る青い光を、底にたたえて澄み切っているのである。月並みに、怜悧だとか、勝気だとか、年に似合わぬ傲慢さだとか、形容してみても、なお残るものがある不思議な眼だった。

However, for some reason a terrible coldness dwelled in Hisako’s eyes, and even her father Shonosuke could feel a chill from that light in her eyes. Those almond-shaped eyes were like the eyes of a mask, filled with an imposing, pale light that spoke of emptiness. Even if you tried to describe those mysterious eyes with everyday words such as “clever”, “unyielding”, or “an arrogance beyond her years,” there was something hard to put your finger on.

　ところが、憑かれたように、バッハのフーガを繰りかえして弾いているうちに、さすがに寿子の眼は血走って来た。充血して痛々しいくらいである。おまけに、夜更けとともにおびただしく出て来た蚊は、寿子の腕や手や首を、容赦なく刺すのだった。

But as she played the Bach fugue over and over, as if possessed, her eyes began to grow red to the point of being painfully bloodshot. To make matters worse, as night deepened, countless mosquitoes mercilessly bit into Hisako’s arms, hands, and neck.

「可哀想に……」

“Poor thing…”

　という身を切られるような想いが、さすがにちらと庄之助の胸をかすめたが、しかし、彼は依然として、寿子を蚊帳の中へ入れようとせず、また、「出来た」とも言わなかった。

An intense feeling rushed through Shonosuke’s chest, but he made no effort to let Hisako inside of the net, nor did he say, “Excellent!”

　そのような庄之助の冷酷さを見ると、さすがの礼子も、寿子にふと同情の念を催すくらいであった。

Seeing Shonosuke’s cruelty was enough to arouse feelings of pity, even for Reiko.

「しかし、寿子も寿子だ」

　と、礼子はまた思った。今夜はもうこの位で勘弁してくれと、頼めばよさそうなものだのに、頑として蚊帳の外に頑張っているその依固地さは、十や十一の少女とは思えなかった。

But Reiko also thought, “After all, Hisako is Hisako.” While it probably would have been acceptable to simply ask them to stop now, Hisako’s unyielding stubbornness to continue trying her best outside the mosquito net was not to be expected from a ten- or eleven-year-old girl.

「親も親なら、娘も娘だ」

“Like father, like daughter.”

　どちらも正気の沙汰ではないと、礼子はむしろ呆れかえった。

Reiko was astounded: they were both simply out of their minds.

　夏の短夜は、やがて明け初めて来た。が、寿子は依然として弾いている。蚊帳の中の庄之助は鉛のような沈黙を守っている。余りだまっているので、寿子は、父はもう眠ってしまったのかも知れぬと、思った。が、それでも弾いていると、いきなり、

「出来た！」

　蚊帳の中から、父の声が来た。

The short summer night was nearly at its end. Even so, Hisako continued playing. Outside of the net, Shonosuke kept quiet like a lump of lead. The utter silence made Hisako think he might have fallen asleep. But when she nevertheless continued, Hisako suddenly heard her father’s voice coming from inside the net. “Excellent!”

　寿子はわっと泣きだした。パパはやっぱり起きて聴いていたのだ。――庄之助の眼も血走っていた。そして、涙をためていた。が、寿子には、その父の顔がはっきり見えなかった。その夜の内に、眼を悪くしていたのである。やがて、寿子は眼医者へ通わねばならなかった。しかし眼医者に払う金もないような貧乏暮しだった。寿子は眼医者に通う途中、少女雑誌を持って古本屋へ立ち寄り、金に換えねばならなかった。

Hisako broke out crying. Her father had, after all, been awake and listening to her the whole time. Shonosuke’s eyes were similarly bloodshot and filled with tears. But Hisako was not able to clearly see her father’s face, for during the night something had happened to her eyes. Hisako had to visit the eye doctor, but they were too poor to pay for his services. So she stopped by a used bookstore on the way to the doctor and sold one of her girl magazines to get enough money.

Chapter 4

　やがて、寿子の腕は、庄之助自身ふと嫉妬を感ずる位、上達した。

Before long, Hisako’s ability had advanced to the point where Shonosuke himself began to envy her.

　十三で小学校を卒業して、間もなく、東京日日新聞主催の音楽コンクールが東京で行われた。

Soon after she graduated elementary school at the age of thirteen, the Tokyo Nichinichi Newspaper’s music contest took place in Tokyo.

　寿子は大阪で行われた予選で第一位を占めた。庄之助は、旅費を工面すると、寿子を連れて上京した。

In the qualifying round held in Osaka she got first place. Once Shonosuke raised sufficient money to cover the travel expenses, he took his daughter to Tokyo.

　コンクールの課題はコレリー作の「ラフォリア」であった。

The contest’s piece was Corelli’s “La Follia”.

　コンクールを受けた連中はいずれもうやうやしく審査員に頭を下げ、そして両足をそろえて、つつましく弾くのだったが、寿子はつんとぎこちない頭の下げ方をして、そしていきなり股をひらいて、大きく踏ん張ると、身体を揺り動かしながら、弾き出すのだった。何か身体ごとヴァイオリンに挑み掛っているように感じられるその行儀の悪い弾き方は、庄之助が寿子のような小柄な体格でどうすれば強い音を出すことが出来るだろうかと、考えた末の弾き方であったが、しかし審査員達はそんな意味には気づかず、乗合自動車の女車掌のような寿子の姿勢に、思わず苦笑した。しかし、やがて豪放な響きが寿子のヴァイオリンから流れ出すと、彼等の表情は一斉に緊張した。彼等には今自分たちの前で「ラフォリア」を弾いている人間が、お河童の十三歳の少女であるとは、もはや信じきれなかった。

Everyone who participated in the contest bowed their heads respectfully to the judges, then played modestly with their legs together, except for Hisako, who lowered her head stiffly before suddenly opening her legs, planting her feet on the floor, and began to play and she swayed her body back and forth. This bad-mannered posture that seemed like Hisako was attacking the violin with her entire body was a style of playing formulated by Shonosuke such that Hisako could make a robust tone with her tiny body, but the judges did not interpret it in this way and instead couldn’t help but smile bitterly at this posture, which was reminiscent of a female bus driver. But the instant that powerful tone began flowing from her violin, their expressions tensed up. The judges were simply unable to believe that the person playing “La Follia” before their eyes was a bobbed-hair thirteen-year-old girl.

　コンクールの成績が発表されると、寿子は第一位になっていた。第二位との開きが大き過ぎて、主催者側では普通の賞では寿子にふさわしくないと思う位だった。そこで、あわてて文部大臣賞というものを特に作って、それを寿子に与えることにして、主催者側はやっと満足した。それほどの素晴しい出来栄えだったのである。

When the results of the contest were announced, Hisako won first place. Due to the large gap between the second-place contestant, the contest's organizers decided a regular award was not sufficient for her and weren’t satisfied until they hurriedly created a special award titled “The Ministry of Education Award” specially for her. This attested to the magnificence of her performance.

　審査に立ち合ったクロイツァーは、

「自分は十三歳のエルマンの演奏を聴いたことがあるが、エルマンはその時、この少女以上にも、以下にも弾かなかった」

　と、激賞した。また、レオ・シロタは、

“I listened to the performance by Elman when he was thirteen, but at that time he had not played better nor worse than this girl, “ commended Kreutzer, one of the judges.

「ハイフェッツにしても、この年でこの位弾けたかどうか疑問だ」

　と無茶苦茶なほめ方だった。

“I doubt whether even Heifetz could play as skillfully at this age,” said Leo Sirota, giving Hisako an unbelievable compliment.

　ローゼンシュトックは、

「あの子は悪魔の子だ」

　と、呟いた。

“That girl is a child of the devil,” mumbled Rosenstock.

　相手が十三歳の子供だというので、ほめる方でも子供のように、落ち着きを失っていた。

Given that the one being praised was a thirteen-year-old girl, even those giving the praise had trouble maintaining their composure, as if they too were still children.

　庄之助が懐の金を心配しながら、寿子と二人で泊っていた本郷の薄汚い商人宿へは、新聞記者やレコード会社の者や、映画会社の使者や、楽壇のマネージャー達がつめかけた。

While Shonosuke was worrying about his remaining money, a large group of people crowded around the dingy business inn where he and Hisako were staying: newspaper reporters, record and movie company representatives, even producers from the music industry.

　彼等は異口同音に「天才」という言葉を口にした。すると、庄之助は何思ったか、急にけわしい表情になって、

They all said one word unanimously: genius. But the next moment, for some reason Shonosuke began speaking with a stern look on his face.

「天才……？　莫迦莫迦しい。天才じゃありません。努力です。訓練です。私はもう少しでこの子を殺してしまうところでした。それほど乱暴な稽古をやったのです。ところが、この子は運よく死ななかっただけです。天才じゃありません。寿命があったんですよ。それだけです」

“Genius? That’s ludicrous. This girl is no genius. She is the result of effort and discipline. At one point I was on the verge of killing this girl. That gives you an idea of how strict my training was. She was simply lucky enough to survive. She is no genius. She only managed to live through it. Nothing more.”

　食って掛るような口調だった。そんな口調のかげには、かつて自分の稽古がきびし過ぎたために、弟子が寄りつかなくなったという想出の恨みが、籠っていた。「津路式教授法」を不当に扱って来た世間というものに対する反逆心も含まれていた。そしてまた、寿子がもし天才だけで現在のようになったとすれば、この数年間、自分が生活のすべてを犠牲にして来たことが無意味になるではないか、という気持もあった。彼はただ現在の寿子を、自分の音楽への情熱の化身と思いたかったのである。

Shonosuke sounded as if he was lashing out at the group. In his voice was bitterness from the memory of students who had left due to his overly strict training style, and a sense of rebellion towards society that had treated his Tsuji Instruction Method unfairly. There was also the fear that if Hisako had only achieved her current level of proficiency due to inborn talent, Shonosuke’s life sacrifices for the last few years would all have been meaningless. He wished to believe that Hisako’s current ability was nothing more than the embodiment of his own passion for music.

　しかし、こんな庄之助の言い方は、相手を気まずい気持にさせた。おまけに、相手が寿子の演奏会やレコード吹き込みの話を持ち出すと、庄之助は自分から演奏料の金額を言い出して、

「鐚一文かけても御免蒙りましょう」

　と、一歩も譲らなかった。

However, Shonosuske’s way of expressing himself made everyone uncomfortable. To make matters worse, when the topic of Hisako performing or creating a record came up, he unequivocally stated the cost of her performance fee. “I will not accept even a cent less,” he said, refusing any type of compromise.

　それは、一少女の演奏料としては、相手を呆れさせる、というより、むしろ怒らせるに足る程の莫大な金額であった。

The cost he quoted for the girl’s performance fee was enormous enough to not only surprise, but even anger his audience.

　しかし、その金額や、その一歩も譲らない態度は、庄之助自身を不遇な音楽的境遇に陥れた楽壇への復讐であった。

And yet the high cost and his attitude to refuse negotiation were a form of revenge towards the music industry for the bad experiences he had gone through as a musician.

　そしてまた、楽壇の腐敗した空気に対する挑戦でもあった。かつての音楽家はつねにマネージャーやレコード会社の社員の言いなりになり、誇張していえば、餌食になっていた。音楽家はそれらの人々の私腹を肥すことに努力することによって、辛うじて演奏にありついて来たのである。

Furthermore, it was a challenge to the corrupted state of the music industry. Musicians had traditionally always been at the beck and call of producers and record company staff, and were practically victims. By striving to line the pockets of those people, musicians have barely managed to find jobs performing.

　ところが、相手はそんな庄之助を見て、あっけに取られてしまった。

Nevertheless, when these people heard Shonosuke, they were utterly shocked.

「さすが大阪の奴は、金のことにかけると汚いわい」

　と、思ってみたり、また、

“When it comes to money, those Osaka fellows are all stingy,” some thought.

「こいつ、娘の成功に逆上して、可哀相に気が変になってしまったのか」

　と、考えてもみたが、結局は、何が何だかさっぱり訳が判らなかっ た。

“This pitiful guy is going crazy over his daughter’s success,” others thought, and in the end nobody really knew what was going on.

　ただ、はっきり判ったことは、何だか腹の立つ男だということであった。で、相手は当然の如く、カンカンになって引き下った。

But it was clear to them that there was definitely something annoying about this man. Naturally, Shonosuke grew livid and withdrew from the crowd.

　演奏会の話も、レコード吹き込みの話も、そして映画出演の話も、こうして、すべて立ち消えになってしまった。

Thus, all of the discussions fell through: performances, record deals, and even movie appearances.

　やがて、父娘は大阪行きの汽車に乗った。車窓に富士が見えた。

Soon after, Hisako’s father boarded a steam train back to Osaka. From the window Mount Fuji was visible.

「ああ、富士山！」

“Oh, it’s Mount Fuji!”

　寿子は窓から首を出しながら、こうして汽車に乗っている間は、ヴァイオリンの稽古をしなくてもいい、今日一日だけは自分は自由だと思うと、さすがに子供心にはしゃいで、

Hisako was wild with excitement as she stuck her neck outside the train’s window, knowing that as long as she was on the train she didn’t have to practice the violin, and for once she had an entire day of freedom.

「富士は日本一の山……」

　と、歌うように言った。

“Mount Fuji is the best mountain in Japan…” she said in a sing-songy voice.

「富士は日本一の山か。そうか」

“Mount Fuji is the best mountain in Japan, huh. Oh really.”

　と、庄之助は微笑したが、やがて急にきっとした顔になると、

Shonosuke smiled, but then suddenly turned deadly serious.

「――日本一のヴァイオリン弾き！　前途遼遠だ。今夜大阪へ帰ったらすぐ稽古をはじめよう」

“…the best violinist in Japan! We have a long road ahead of us. Let’s get back to practicing as soon as we return to Osaka,” Shonosuke mumbled quietly, staring at the side of Hisako’s beautiful face as she innocently gazed up at Mount Fuji.

　無心に富士を仰いでいる寿子の美しい横顔を見つめながら、ひそかに呟いた。美しいが、しかしやつれ果てて、痛々しい位、蒼白い横顔だった。きびしい稽古に苛め抜かれて来たことが、はっとするくらい庄之助には判り、チクチク胸が刺されるようだったが、しかし、今はもう以前にもまして苛め抜くより外に、愛情の注ぎようがないわけだと、庄之助の眼は残酷な光にふと燃えていた。

Hisako’s pale face was beautiful, but looked painfully exhausted. To Shonosuke it was disturbingly clear that she had suffered through intense training, and this made his own heart ache. But a cruel light burned in his eyes, knowing that putting her through even more intense training was the only way to express his love for his daughter.


The Dream Egg

(夢の卵)

Yoshio Toyoshima

(豊島与志雄)

Chapter 1

　遠い昔のことですが、インドの奥に小さな王国がありました。その国の王様の城は、高い山のふもとに堅い岩で造られていました。前にはきれいな谷川が流れており、後ろには広い森が茂っていました。谷川の水はいつも冷たく澄みきって、苔むした岩の間にさらさらと音を立てていますし、森の奥には何百年となき古い木が立ち並んで、魔物が住んでると言われていて、ほとんど誰も足を踏み入れる者がありませんでした。

A long, long time ago there was a tiny kingdom deep in the heart of India. The king’s castle was built upon a sturdy rock at the base of a tall mountain. Before the castle flowed a beautiful mountain stream, and behind grew a thick, wide forest. The water of the stream was always clean and perfectly clear, burbling gently as it wove between mossy stones, and deep in the forest stood many centuries-old trees where evil spirits were said to live, which is why very few people set foot inside this forest.

　その城に、美しい若い王子が一人ありました。朝のうちは、えらい学者達についていろんなことを学び、午後になると、城の中の庭を駆け廻ったり、城の前の谷川で遊んだり、また時には、谷川の向こうの町やその近くの野原を、象の背に乗って散歩しました。晩には、国王に仕えている年とった侍女達から、おもしろい話をききました。そして夜眠ってからは、さまざまな夢をみました。鳥や獣や虫や花や化け物や、そのほか見たことも聞いたこともない不思議なものが、夢の中に出てきました。

In that castle lived a young, beautiful prince. In the morning, he was taught many things from a group of distinguished scholars, and when afternoon came he would frolic in the castle’s garden, play in the stream outside, and sometimes even visit the city beyond the stream and the nearby fields, riding on the back of an elephant. In the evening, he listened to interesting tales from the old maids who served the kingdom. And at night, he dreamt of many things. Birds, beasts, bugs, monsters, even mysterious things he had never seen nor heard of––all these things appeared in his dreams.

　それらの夢をみることが、王子にとっては一番の楽しみでした。そして翌朝になると、侍女や学者達に、また国王や女王へまでも、夢の話をしてきかせました。水の精から銀の魚をもらったことだの、真珠の眼玉を持ってる小鳥のことだの、空いっぱいにまっ赤な花を開いた大きな草のことだの、奇妙な声で歌いながら踊る虫のことだの、五色の息を吐く怪物のことだの、自由自在に空を飛び廻る仙人のことだの、いくつもいくつもありました。

The prince enjoyed these dreams more than anything else. Every morning, he would talk about his dreams from the night before with everyone: the maids, the scholars, even the king and queen. He had countless dreams, like those of a silvery fish received from a water sprite, a tiny bird with eyes of pearl, tall grasses with bright red flowers opened wide towards the sky, a bug dancing as it sang with a strange voice, a monster with rainbow-colored breath, and even a hermit who flew freely around the sky.

　王子があまり夢のことばかり話すものですから、国王はある時王子をたしなめました。

The prince talked about nothing but dreams, so one day the king scolded him.

「そんなに夢のことばかり考えないで、お前はもっと確かなことに心を向けなければいけない。学者達についてもっと熱心に勉強しなければいけない。学問というものは、みな確かな本当のことばかりで、深くはいると、夢よりもいっそう不思議なおもしろいものだ。ところが夢の方は、みな不確かな嘘ばかりで、眼がさめると消えてなくなるではないか」

“You must not think only of your dreams, but instead focus on things which are more tangible. You must learn from the scholars with greater ardor. The things you are studying are all true, tangible things, and when you delve deeply into a topic you will make discoveries that are more mysterious than even your dreams. On the other hand, your dreams are nothing but intangible fantasies that disappear once you awaken.”

　けれど王子にとっては、夢もやはり学問と同じように、確かな本当のことであると思われました。ただ、国王から言われた通り眼がさめると消えてなくなるのだけが不満でした。もし、眼がさめてからも夢が消えなかったら……！　夢を捕えることが出来たなら……！

Yet to the prince, his dreams, like his studies, were all real, tangible things. But it saddened him to know his dreams disappeared the moment he awoke. If only his dreams did not disappear when he woke! If he could only capture his dreams!

「そうだ、夢を捕えてやろう」と王子は考えました。

“Yes, I’m going to capture my dreams!” thought the prince.

　ところがどうして夢を捕えてよいか、いくら考えてもわかりませんでした。それで王子は学者達に、夢を捕える仕方をたずねました。けれどいくら学者達が知恵をしぼっても、そんなことはとても考え出されませんでした。

But no matter how much the prince thought about it, he couldn’t figure out how to capture his dreams. Therefore, the prince asked the scholars about how to capture his dreams. But no matter how hard they used their brains to think about it, they were not able to come to a conclusion.

「夢を捕えることばかりは、私共の知恵も及びませぬ」と学者達は答えました。

“Capturing dreams is beyond our wisdom,” said the scholars.

　それでも王子は力を落としませんでした。この上は自分一人で夢を捕えてやろうと決心しました。夜寝る時、一生懸命にその覚悟をしておいて、それから眠りました。そして夢の中にいろんなものが出て来ると、はっと眼を覚ましながら両手を差し出しました。けれどその時には、もう夢は消えてしまっていました。王子は口惜しくてたまりませんでした。どうかして夢を捕えたいと思って、両手を布団の外に出して寝ましたし、しまいには、網や籠なんかを手に握って寝ました。そして夢をみてから、はっと眼がさめるかさめないうちに、網や籠を夢の上に押っかぶせようとすると、もう夢は消えてしまっていました。何度やっても同じことでした。

But nevertheless the prince was not discouraged, for he was determined to catch hold of his dreams. Each night before going to sleep he made a promise to himself. Then, when various things started to appear in his dreams, he suddenly awoke and thrust out both hands. But by then the dream had already disappeared. The prince was frustrated to no end. Intending to somehow capture his dreams he tried sleeping with both hands outside of his covers, and in the end even slept with his hands gripping things like nets or baskets. Then, just at the moment he was waking from a dream, he tried to cover the dream with a net or basket, but it had already disappeared. No matter how many times he tried, there was no use.

「どうしたらいいかしら？」と王子は昼も夜も、そのことばかりを考えていました。

The prince wondered day and night what he should do to capture his dreams.

　ある夜、王子は疲れきった悲しい心で、いつもより深く眠ってしまいました。すると間もなく、また夢をみました。……紫色の雲が遠くから飛んできます。それをじっと見つめていると、もやもやとしたその雲が、自分のすぐ前までやって来て、その中から、身体中まっ白な長い毛の生えた老人の姿が、ぼんやり浮かび出ました。老人はにこにこ笑いながら、王子に向かって言いました。

Then one night the sad, tired prince entered a deeper sleep than usual. A moment later he started to dream…and a purple cloud drifted in from the distance. As he watched, the hazy cloud approached him, and from within emerged the faint figure of a long-haired old man of pure white. The old man smiled as he spoke to the prince.

「王子、あなたがいくら骨折っても、夢を捕えることは出来ません。けれど、あなたがあまり熱心なのに免じて、夢の精を一つ見せてあげましょう。私はこの城の後ろの森の王です。これからすぐに私をたずねておいでなさい。森の奥の奥に大きな樫の木があります。それが私です。私の懐に夢の精が一ついます。みごと私をたずねて来ましたら、その夢の精と一日遊ばしてあげましょう」

“Prince, no matter how hard you struggle, you will not be able to capture your dreams. However, considering your great zeal, I will show you a dream sprite. I am the king of the forest that lies behind the castle. You must come there immediately to see me. Deep, deep in the forest is a large oak tree; I am that tree. In my bosom is a single dream sprite. If you come as I request, I will permit you to play with that sprite for a day.”

　王子はまだ半ば夢からさめずに、いきなり飛び起きました。とたんに、老人の姿は雲と共にすーっと消えてしまいました。王子はしばらくぼんやりしていましたが、やがて老人の言葉をはっきり思い出しました。そして、是非ともその言葉に従わねばならないような気がしました。

The prince suddenly jumped awake, the image of the dream still fresh in his mind. The next instant, the form of the old man disappeared soundlessly along with the cloud. The prince gazed out absently-mindedly for a few moments but then clearly remembered the old man’s words. The prince got the feeling that he must do as the old man said, no matter what.

Chapter 2

　王子は身仕度をし、長い外套をつけ円い帽子をかぶり、短い剣を腰にさして、誰にも気づかれないように、そっと城をぬけ出しました。外はまっ暗な夜でしたが、不思議なことには、ほの白い一筋の道が森の方へ通じています。その道を歩いてゆくと、ちょうど土手でも乗り越すように、高い城壁をもわけなく越せました。それから先は、魔物が住んでいるという森の中へ、けわしい坂になっています。けれど王子はほの白い道を頼りに、恐れる気色もなく、ずんずん進んで行きました。高い山の頂の方へ、深い森の中を上ってゆくのですが、まるで宙をかけるように、少しも骨が折れないで、非常に早く道がはかどりました。王子はそれに力づいて、息をするまも立ち止まらずに、まっしぐらに上って行きました。

After donning a long cloak, a round hat, and readying a dagger onto his belt, the prince quietly snuck out of the castle such that no one would notice. Outside, the night was pitch dark, but strangely there was a straight, dimly glowing road heading towards the forest. Once he began to travel down the road, the prince was able to somehow cross over the high castle wall, as if climbing over a bank. From there the road became a steep slope up towards the forest, where it was said that evil spirits lived. But, using the light of the faintly glowing road, the prince sped down the path without fear. He traveled up through the deep forest towards the high mountain peak, and his feet moved very quickly, effortlessly as if he was floating through the air. Emboldened by this, the prince continued up at full speed without stopping even to catch his breath.

　ところが、城から山の頂までの半分ほどの所で、今まで王子の前にほの白く続いていた一筋の道が、ぷつりと切れてなくなりました。王子はびっくりしてあたりを見廻しました。どこからさすとも知れぬぼんやりした明るみに透かして見ますと、何百年たったか知れないほどの大きな木がまっ直に立ち並んでいまして、その枝葉の茂みが空をおおいつくしています。ちょうど、大きな円柱の立ち並んだ広々とした部屋の中にはいったようです。しかもその部屋の広さが限りない上に、燈火の光もなく、何の飾りもなく、足下にはじゅうたんのかわりに、名も知れぬ気味悪い葛や茨が、積もり積もった朽葉や枯枝の上にはいまわっています。王子は恐ろしくなって立ちすくみました。

However, at a point halfway from the castle to the mountain peak, the straight glowing road that had continued all this way suddenly ended. Shocked, the prince looked around him. Looking through the faint light that shined in from somewhere, the prince saw a centuries-old tree standing before him, its branches and leaves blocking out the sky. It was as if he had just entered a wide room where a large column stood. And in addition to the room’s massive size, lacking any lamplights or ornamentation, where a carpet would normally have been were entwined eerie, unfamiliar vines and brambles atop a great pile of dead branches and dried leaves. The prince froze in terror.

　そのうちに、今まで静かだった森が、ごーッごーッと底深い唸り声を立て始めました。その唸り声の間から、重い鈍い声が四方から王子へ呼びかけてきました。

A little while later the forest, which had been quiet until now, began making a deep groaning sound. From within that groan came faint voices, calling out to the prince from all directions.

「誰だ？」

“Who are you?”

「何しに来た？」

“Why are you here?”

「どこの者だ？」

“Where are you from?”

「どこへ行くのだ？」

“Where are you headed?”

「何者だ？」

“Who are you?”

　王子は薄ら明りにきっと見廻しましたが、ただ声だけで何の姿も見えず、大きな木が化け物のように立ち並んでるだけでした。そして森全体はやはり、ごーッごーッと唸り続けていました。

The prince looked around in the dim light, but there was nothing there, only voices and a large tree standing tall like a monster. And from the entire forest came a deep groaning sound.

　王子は恐ろしさに震え上がりそうなのを、じっと押しこらえて、剣の柄を握りしめながら、一生懸命に叫び返してやりました。

Barely managing to avoid shuddering in fear, the prince gripped the hilt of his dagger tightly and screamed into the forest at the top of his lungs.

「僕はこの山の下の城の王子だ。森の樫の木に逢いに来た。どこにいるのだ？　返事をしないか」

“I am the prince of the castle at the base of this mountain. I have come to see the oak tree of this forest. Where would it be? Can someone answer?”

　すると、「おーう」というほえるような声が一つ、森の唸り声の中から一際高く聞こえてきました。王子はもう命がけになって、その声の聞こえた方へ、茨や葛の中を踏み分けて進んでゆきました。

The next moment, a wailing voice emerged from within the groaning of the forest. Making his way through the vines and brambles, the prince ran desperately toward the sound of that voice.

　しばらく行くうちに、はるか向こうの方から、ぼーっと薄赤い光がさしてきました。王子はにわかに力強くなって、その光の方へ飛んで行きました。そして、あッ！　と叫んだまま棒立ちになってしまいました。

After traveling for a while, a faint red light shone towards him from somewhere in the distance. Reassured by this, the prince hurried towards the direction of the light. But then he screamed, petrified in fear.

　それももっともです。すぐ眼の前に、何千年たったとも知れない、また何の木とも知れない、城のやぐらほどもある大きな木の幹が、すっくとつっ立っていまして、その上の方に洞穴みたいな穴がありまして、穴の口に、こちらを向いて、金色の大きな鳥がとまっているではありませんか。その鳥の全身から出る金色の光に、王子は眼がくらみそうになりました。それからようやく気をとりなおして、じっと向こうを見やりました。すると、何故ともなく、その大きな木は森の王の樫で、その金色の鳥は夢の精だということを、王子は知りました。森の唸り声はいつの間にかやんでいました。

His reaction was only natural. Before him stood the trunk of a massive unfamiliar tree, as tall as a castle turret and surely thousands of years old. In a hole on the top, large as the entrance to a cave, was perched a golden bird that was looking at the prince. A golden light emitted from the body of the bird, nearly blinding the prince. But once he finally came to his senses, the prince glanced towards where the light had come from. Then he suddenly had the realization that this large tree was the oak tree who was the king of this forest, and the golden bird was the dream sprite. Before he had realized it, the groaning of the forest had quieted.

　鳥はそのめのうのような赤い眼で、王子の姿をじっと眺めましたが、しばらくするといきなり大きな翼を広げて、王子の前に飛び下りてきました。そして足を屈め頭を垂れて、背中に乗れとでもいうようなようすをしました。王子はちょっと迷いましたが、鳥のめのう色のやさしい眼を見ると、すっかり信じきった気持ちになって、その背中へ飛び乗って、柔らかい首筋へしっかとしがみつきました。

The bird stared at the prince with red, agate-like eyes, but eventually spread its large wings and flew down to him. The bird crouched down and lowered its head, as if motioning for the boy to ride upon its back. The prince hesitated, but once he saw the bird’s gentle, agate-colored eyes, the boy decided to put his trust in the animal and climbed upon its back, clinging tightly to its soft neck.

　王子が背へ乗るが早いか、鳥は大きな金色の翼を動かして飛び上がりました。不思議なことには、そんな大きな翼で飛んでるのに、少しも空を切る音がしませんでした。一瞬間のうちに、森の枝葉の茂みの上にぬけ出て、それから空高く舞い上がり、一時間に何百里という早さで、どこともなく飛んで行きました。

The moment the prince sat upon the bird it flapped its large, golden wings and took flight. Surprisingly, there was no sound despite the wings’ great size. Zooming instantly over the branches and leaves of the forest, up high into the sky, they traveled to an unknown place at a speed of hundreds of miles an hour.

Chapter 3

　王子は一生懸命に鳥の首筋にしがみついていましたが、だいぶたって、鳥がにわかに飛ぶのをやめましたので、恐る恐る眼を開いてみますと、まあどうでしょう。そこは雲の上までそびえ立った高い山の頂で、はるか向こうの方に五色の雲がたなびいて、その中からまん円い太陽がぎらぎら出てくる所です。一面に銀の粉がまき散らされたような空と五色の雲とに、出たばかりの太陽の光がぱっと輝り映えています。あまりの美しさに、王子は我を忘れて眺め入りました。

The prince held onto the bird’s neck with all of his might, but after much time passed the bird suddenly stopped flying, and when the prince opened his eyes fearfully, what do you think he saw? They were above the clouds at the top of the towering mountain, and in the distance hung rainbow-colored clouds from which the round sun had just begun to shine out from. The beams of the newly risen sun were glittering magnificently onto the rainbow clouds and the sky, sparkling as if silver dust had been scattered all over it. Shocked by the wondrous beauty before him, the prince stared out in a daze.

　しばらくたつと、鳥が一つ羽ばたきをしましたので、王子はまたしっかとその首筋にしがみつきました。鳥はやはり一時間に何百里という早さで、そして音も立てずに飛んでいって、今度は広い牧場の中の一本の木の上にとまりました。見渡す限りはてもない広々とした牧場で、いろんな花が一面に咲き乱れていまして、草の葉にたまった水銀の露の玉をとばしながら、雪のようにまっ白な羊の群が遊んでいます。

A little while later, the bird started flapping its wings again, so the prince once again held tightly to the animal’s neck. As before, the bird traveled at a speed of hundreds of miles an hour, without making a sound, and this time landed upon the branch of a tree in the middle of a large pasture. The extensive pasture extended as far as the eye could see, flowers of many colors blooming profusely throughout and numerous sheep, white as snow, played as they knocked balls of mercury-like dew that had collected on the fronds of grass.

　しばらくすると、鳥はまた一つは羽ばたきをして、王子がその首筋にしがみつくのを待って、やはり一時間に何百里という早さで、別の所へ飛んで行きました。

After some more time passed, the bird yet again began to flap its wings, and after waiting for the prince to grip tightly flew to another place, again at a speed of hundreds of miles an hour.

　そういうふうにして、王子は金色の鳥に連れられて、たくさんの不思議な所を見て廻りました。水の精達が遊びたわむれる河の淵をも見ました。蠅のような小さな小鳥の国をも訪れました。魔法使いの住んでる洞穴へも入りました。虹の橋をも渡りました。月の世界へも行きました。天の川へまでも上りました。その一つ一つをくわしく言っていると、いつまでたっても話しきれるものではありません。世にありとあらゆる不思議な所ばかりですもの。皆さん自分で想像してごらんなさい。けれど恐らく皆さんの想像も、その昼から夜へかけて王子が見ました事柄の、千分の一、万分の一にも及ばないでしょう。

Thus the prince was taken around by the bird to many mysterious places. He saw the water sprites frolicking about in the depths of a river, and even visited a land of birds that were as small as flies; he entered a cave where wizards lived, and went across a rainbow-colored bridge; he traveled to the moon, and went out across the Milky Way. If one tried to list each of the places he visited, they would never finish, because the world is full of all sorts of mysterious places. Just try to imagine for yourself. You surely would not be able to imagine even a tiny fraction of the places he visited in those few hours.

　さて、数限りない星が集まって河原の砂となり、青く澄みきった水がゆったりと流れてる、あの天の川を見てしまって、王子がまた金色の鳥の背中に乗ると、鳥は天から地上へ舞い下りてきました。地上へ近づくにしたがって、西の山の端に沈みかけた月の光で、ぼんやり下の景色が見て取れました。今度はどこへいくのかしらと、王子は眼を見張って眺めました。まっ黒な山、山の腹に茂ってる森、森の裾にある城、城の前に広がってる野原、野原のまん中にある町……王子は何だか見覚えがあるような気がしてきました。そしてなおよく見ると、それは見覚えがあるどころか、実は自分の国で、森の裾にある城は自分の城だったのです。王子はその城をぬけ出した時から、両親の国王と女王とのことやその他自分の国のことを何もかも忘れていましたが、今眼の下に自分の城を見ると、急になつかしくなって、思わず知らず叫びました。

Well then, after gazing upon the Milky Way, where countless stars collected together like grains of sand on a river bed, flowing together lazily through perfectly clear water, the prince rode upon the golden bird’s back once more, and they flew down towards the ground. As they approached the surface, he could vaguely make out the scenery below in the faint light of the Moon that had nearly disappeared behind the mountain to the west. The prince gazed down at the ground, eyes wide, as he wondered where they were going. A pitch-black mountain, a forest at the base of the mountain, a castle at the edge of the forest, a field in front of the castle, and a city in the middle of the field…the prince got the feeling he had seen all of this before. Then, when he looked closer, he realized that not only had he seen this place before, but it was his kingdom, and at the edge of the forest was the castle where he lived. Ever since leaving the castle he had completely forgotten about his parents, the king and queen, and everything else about his kingdom. But after seeing the castle below him he suddenly felt a great sense of longing and couldn’t help but yell out.

「あ、僕の城だ」

“Oh, it’s my castle!”

　そのとたんに、ふと気がゆるんで、鳥の首筋にしがみついてた手を離したものですから、あッというまに王子は鳥の背中から滑って、まっ逆さまに城の上へ落ちてゆきました。途中で気が遠くなってしまいました……。

The next moment his body relaxed, and his hands that had been tightly gripping the bird’s neck suddenly released, so he slipped off the bird’s back and fell down headlong towards the castle. On the way, he began to lose consciousness…

Chapter 4

　……ごく遠い所から、何だか聞き馴れた声が自分を呼ぶような気がして、王子はぼんやり眼を開きました。すると不思議にも、城の中のいつもの寝床に寝ているのでした。部屋の中には、国王や女王や侍女達や二三の家来が、ぐるりと寝台を取り囲んでいました。王子はびっくりして起き上がりました。それを見て、女王が眼に涙をいっぱいためながら抱きついて来ました。

…The prince had the feeling that a familiar voice was calling to him from some very distant place, and he opened his eyes slowly. To his surprise, he was sleeping in his usual bedroom inside the castle. Surrounding his bed was the king and queen, along with a handful of maids and servants. After a look at the prince, the queen rushed forward to embrace him, tears welling up in her eyes.

「まあ、眼がさめましたか。それでも、昨夜から一体どこへ行っていました？　私達はどんなに心配しましたでしょう！　よく帰って来てくれましたね。でも、黙って帰って来て寝てしまうなんて！　どうしたのです？　まあ、あなたはまだどうかしてはいませんか」

“Darling, are you awake? In any case, where in the world have you been since last night? Do you have any idea how worried we were? We are very happy to see you come back home. But, how could you come home and go right to sleep without saying a word to us? Is something wrong with you?”

　母の女王の言うことが、王子にはさっぱり訳がわかりませんでした。それでなおよく聞いてみますと、実はこうだったのです。――昨日の夜中に、寝床の中に寝ていたはずの王子が、ふいにいなくなってしまいました。たった一人の王子がいなくなったのですから、城の中はひっくり返るような騒ぎになりました。城の隅々はもちろんのこと、近くの野原や街に至るまで、家来達が四方八方に手分けして、王子を探し廻りましたが、どうしても見つかりませんでした。夜が明けて、昼間になって、そしてまた夜になるまで、皆は王子を探し廻りましたが、何の手がかりもありませんでした。国王や女王は、悲しみの涙にくれて、泣き沈んでばかりいました。ところが夜になって、夜もふけてから、一人の侍女が、何度も見廻った王子の部屋に、も一度何気なくはいってみますと、王子は寝床にすやすや眠ってるではありませんか。侍女の知らせによって、国王や女王や、他の侍女達や主だった二三の家来達が、その部屋にやって来ました。そして王子を呼び起こしたのでした。

The prince was unable to comprehend what his mother, the queen, was telling him. But when he listened very closely, he realized what actually happened: Last night, the prince who was supposed to be asleep in bed suddenly disappeared. Because the kingdom’s only prince had disappeared, a great commotion arose as they practically turned the castle inside-out. They searched for the prince not only in every nook and cranny of the castle, but even in the nearby fields and cities, the servants splitting up in all directions, but no matter what they did they just could not find the prince. Day broke, the sun rose, and everyone continued searching all over until night fell, but no clue to the prince’s whereabouts was found. The king and the queen were broken-hearted, drowning in a sea of tears. But then, late in the night when a maid casually entered the prince’s room where she had already checked countless times, of all people the prince was there in his own bed, sleeping soundly. Once the maid reported this, the king, queen, the maids and a handful of the prince’s main servants came to the room. There, they woke up the prince.

「じゃあやはり、本当だったんだ！」と王子は叫びました。

“So it really happened after all!” exclaimed the prince.

　実は王子にも、自分が金色の鳥に乗って飛び廻ったのが、夢だったのか本当だったのかよくわかりませんでした。けれど、皆の話を聞いて、自分が昨日の夜中から城にいなかったことを知ると、もう疑いようがありませんでした。

In fact, even the prince had been unsure whether flying around on the golden bird’s back was real or a dream. But once he heard what everyone said and learned that he had been missing from the castle since last night, he no longer had any reason to doubt it was real.

「本当だったんだ！」と王子はくり返し叫びました。そして昨夜からのことを皆に話しました。

“It really happened!” repeated the prince. Then he told everyone about what he had been doing since last night.

　皆の驚きはどんなだったでしょう！　けれど、誰にも王子の話が本当だとは受け取れませんでした。しばらく黙ってた後に、国王は言い出しました。

Oh, how great everyone’s surprise was! However, none of them accepted the prince’s story to be true. After a long period of silence, the king spoke.

「そんなことが世にあるはずはない。それはきっと森の奥に住んでいる魔法使いのせいだ。わしはこの国の王として、その魔法使いを退治しないわけにはゆかない。王子をたぶらかされて、そのまま許しておくわけにはゆかない。夜が明けたら早速、退治に出かけてやる」

“In this world, such a thing is simply not possible. The wizard living deep in the forest must be at fault. As the leader of this kingdom, I must vanquish the wizard. He cannot be forgiven for deceiving the prince like that. Come morning, I will venture out immediately to vanquish him.”

　それに反対する者は、わずかに三人しかいませんでした。その一人は女王でした。

There were only three people who opposed the king’s plan. One of them was the queen.

「そんな無謀なことをなされますと、どんな災いが来ないとも限りません」

“If you undertake such a reckless act, there is no telling what misfortune will befall us.”

「なに、魔法使いくらいに負けるものか」と王は一言に退けました。

“Well, you think I would actually lose to something like a wizard?” said the king, flatly rejecting the queen.

　第二の反対者は、昔からその国にいる年とった家来でした。

The second dissenter was an old servant who had been with the kingdom for many years.

「あの森に魔物がいると言われていますのは、実は嘘でありましてこの城を守って下さる神が住んでいられるのであります。決して森にはいるなとは、代々の王様の言い伝えであります。それを破られてはよろしくございません」

“While it is said an evil spirit lives in that forest, that is in fact not true, and what lives there is a god that protects the castle. It has been a tradition of the kings for many generations to say that entering the forest is forbidden. No good will come if that rule is broken.”

「なに」と国王は言いました。

“Nonsense!” said the king.

「魔物であろうと神であろうと、王子をたぶらかすようなものは、決して許してはおけない」

“Whether it be a god or an evil spirit, anyone who tries to deceive the prince will not be forgiven!”

　第三の反対者は王子自身でありました。

The third dissenter was the prince himself.

「僕はたぶらかされたのではありません。本当の夢の精に逢ったのです」

“I was not deceived. I encountered a real dream sprite.”

「それでは、その夢の精とかをひっとらえてやろう」と国王は言いました

“In that case, let us go and catch that dream sprite!” said the king.

　その上、王子が帰られたのを喜びに出て来る強い家来達が、皆して国王の企てに賛成しまして、すぐにも魔法使い退治の用意にかかろうとしていました。もうどうにも出来ませんでした。

In addition, the other younger, stronger servants that had come in celebration of the prince’s return all agreed with the king’s plan, and immediately began to prepare to vanquish the wizard. There was no longer anything that could be done.

　王子は初めて悲しくてたまりませんでしたが、そのうちに、ふと考え直してきました。国王や強い家来達の助けをかりて、あの夢の精を生捕りにすることが出来たら！　そう思うと急に元気が出てきました。

The prince felt utterly miserable, but eventually he got an idea. If he could only enlist the help of the king and the young servants to capture the dream sprite alive! Thinking about this made him feel much better.

「それでは僕がその金色の鳥の所へ案内しましょう。そのかわり鳥を少しも傷つけないで生捕りにして下さい」と王子は頼みました。

“Well then, I will lead you to the place of the golden bird. But in exchange, please capture the bird alive and do not harm it in any way,” begged the prince.

　国王は大変喜んで、王子の言う通りにすることになりました。

The king was very happy to hear this and decided to do as the prince asked.

「だが、誰も武器を持ってゆかないかわりに、知恵の鏡だけは持ってゆく」と国王は言いました。

”However, while no one will bring a weapon, instead we will bring the Mirror of Wisdom,” said the king.

　知恵の鏡というのは、その国に昔から伝わってるものでありまして、それで照らすと、どんな化け物でもすぐに正体を現わしてすくんでしまい、どんなものでも人の思うままになるという、世界に二つとない宝でした。

The “Mirror of Wisdom” the king spoke of was a rare treasure that was said for many generations to reveal the true form of any monster, make it cower in fear and follow the commands of humans.

Chapter 5

　夜が明けると、国王と王子は強い家来を二十人ばかり引き連れ、皆一人一人象の背に乗り、一つの象には大きな鳥籠をのせて、城の後の森の中へ上がって行きました。

On the break of dawn, the king and the prince took twenty young servants, each person riding upon an elephant and a large birdcage tied to another elephant, and went up to the forest behind the castle.

　王子は道案内者としてまっ先に進みましたが、一昨日の夜ほの白い道が続いていたのはどの方向だか、さっぱり見当がつきませんでした。何しろ誰もはいったことのない山の森で、昼でさえその中はまっ暗なほどおい茂っていて、枯枝朽葉の積もり積もった上に、茨や葛がはい廻っていて、いくら象でもなかなか上って行けませんでした。その上、森の奥深くへ来ると、森全体が恐ろしい勢で唸り出しました。けれど王子達の方には宝の鏡がありました。茨や葛の中にふみ込んでも、方向に迷っても、森が唸っても、一々鏡に照らして難をさけ、次第に山の中ほどまで登って参りました。

The prince took the lead as the navigator, but he was unsure as to the direction of the faintly glowing road from two nights ago. After all, until now no one had ever entered the forest, dark even during the day from being horribly overgrown, where vines and brambles curled around piles of dead branches and dried leaves, making it difficult even for the elephants to travel through. Moreover, once they got deep inside, the entire forest began to moan with a disturbing sound. But they were carrying the Mirror of Wisdom; even if they stepped into brambles or vines, lost their way, or heard the strange voices of the forest, each time they had only to use the mirror to avoid danger, and gradually moved up the mountain.

　やがて皆は、森の少しうち開けた平たい所に出ました。見ると、向こうに大きな樫の木が立っていまして、その幹にある洞穴みたいな穴の所に、金色の大きな鳥がとまっていました。皆はそのまぶしいほどの美しい金色の光に、あッと言って驚きました。鳥は昨日の疲れか、首を垂れて眠っているようでした。

Sometime later, they came to a small clearing in the forest. On the far side sat a large oak tree, and on the gaping, cave-like opening in the trunk was perched a large golden bird. All of them called out in surprise at the blinding beauty of its golden light. Head drooping, the bird seemed to be asleep, perhaps due to exhaustion from the previous day.

　国王は驚きが静まると、「それッ！」と家来達に合図をして、鏡を差し上げながら鳥の方を照らしました。そのとたんに鳥は首を上げて、皆の方を見て、飛んで逃げようとしましたが、鏡に照らされてるせいか、翼がよく利かないで、ばたばたと地面へ落ちて来ました。そしてなお足で逃げようとするのを、強い家来達が大勢で取って押えて、象の背中の籠の中へ入れてしまい、籠の上にはさらに袋をかぶせました。

Once the king’s surprise abated, he signaled to the servants by saying “There it is!” and held up the mirror, facing it towards the bird. That instant the bird raised its head, glanced at the crowd, and tried to fly away, but––likely due to the power of the mirror––the animal’s wings didn’t seem to work well and the bird fell to the ground in a fluttering of wings. Next the bird tried to escape on foot, but the large group of young servants captured the animal and placed it in the cage upon the elephant’s back, which they further enclosed in a sack.

　皆は鏡の力にいまさらながらびっくりし、次には踊り上がって喜びました。国王は魔法使いを捕えたつもりでいましたし、王子は夢の精を捕えたつもりでいました。そして一同は喜び勇んで城の方へ帰って行きました。

Surprised yet again by the mirror’s power, they all began to dance around merrily. The king thought he had captured a wizard; the prince thought he had captured a dream sprite. And so everyone rejoiced on the way back to the castle.

　城に着くと、城の中の者はもちろんのこと、話を伝え聞いた町の人達までが大勢、魔法使いが捕って来るというので、首を長くして待ち受けていました。国王は城の広い庭に鳥籠を下ろさせ、それから袋を取り去って中をのぞきました。まわりの人達も一度にのぞき込みました。

When they arrived, not only the inhabitants of the castle but even many of the citizens of the nearby city, having heard the rumors, were waiting eagerly for the wizard to be captured and brought back. The king had the birdcage placed in the castle’s spacious garden, then removed the sack and peered inside the cage. Everyone in the crowd also peered inside.

　ところがどうでしょう。籠の中には、魔法使いもいなければ金色の鳥もいませんでした。ただ一つ、大きな黄金の卵形のものが転がってるきりでした。皆はあっけにとられました。国王は早速例の鏡をさしつけてみましたが、やはり大きな黄金の卵形のもので、その色も光も形も少しも変わりませんでした。知恵の鏡の力をもっててしてもどうにもならないとすれば、人間の力でどうなりましょう。ただ黄金の卵というきりで、何のことやらわかりませんでした。多くの学者達も口をつぐんでしまいました。

So what was inside? Well, there was neither a wizard, nor a golden bird––only a large, golden object shaped like an egg. Everyone was utterly shocked. The king hurriedly pointed the mirror at it, but there was no effect on the large golden egg, no change in color, appearance, or shape. But if even the power of the Mirror of Wisdom had no effect, what could be done with merely the power of humans? All they saw was a golden egg, having no understanding of the object. Even many of the scholars fell silent.

　国王は少し変な気がしてきまして、あの金色の鳥は魔法使いでなくて、あるいは王子の言うように夢の精だったかも知れないと、思い始めました。王子は初めから夢の精だと思っていましたから、今それが卵になってしまったのを見て、大変悲しがりました。そして、国王からその卵をもらって、自分の部屋の戸棚に飾りました。

The king had a strange feeling and began to think that maybe the prince was right: the golden bird was not a wizard, but a dream sprite. Yet the prince, believing from the beginning the bird was a dream sprite, felt a great sorrow upon seeing the egg it had become. After that the king took the golden egg and stored it inside his closet.

Chapter 6

　その晩、王子は夢をみました。この前の通り紫の雲に乗って、あの白い毛の老人が出て来ました。そして王子にこう言いました。

That night, the prince had a dream. That white-haired old man appeared again, riding on the purple cloud from the other day. He spoke to the prince.

「王子、あなたは無法なことをなされました。けれど今度だけは許してあげます。もう二度と森の中に上ってきてはいけません。夢の精はなかなか人間の手に捕まるものではありません。もうちゃんと私の懐に戻ってきています。そして、あなたには知恵の鏡に免じて、卵を一つ差し上げたそうです。それを大事にしまっておおきなさい。城の前の谷川に月の光がさして、そして水が自然に静まる時があったら、その卵を水鏡に写してごらんなさい。夢の姿がはっきり見えてきます。またいつか時が来たら、その卵がかえって、金色の鳥が生まれ出ます。私の言葉を疑ってはいけません。そしてまた二度と森の中に上って来てはいけません」

“Prince, you have done an impermissible thing. But this time I will forgive you. In exchange, you must never enter the forest again. The dream spirit cannot easily be caught by the hands of men and has already returned to my bosom. Moreover, it seems the dream spirit has gifted you with an egg because of the Mirror of Wisdom. You must store the egg away carefully and keep it safe. When moonlight shines onto the stream in front of the castle, and the water becomes naturally calm, try viewing the egg's reflection in the water. Only then will you see its true form. Also, when the time comes, that egg will hatch and a golden bird will be born. You must not doubt my words. And you must never enter the forest again.”

　それだけ言って老人の姿は消えてしまいました。

With that, the old man disappeared without a trace.

　王子は不思議な気がして夢からさめました。起き上がると、もう東の空が薄紅くなりかけていました。王子は国王と女王との所へ駆けて行きました。国王も女王も起き上がっていました。

The prince had an odd feeling and awoke from his dream. When he got out of bed, the eastern sky had already taken on a pink hue. The prince ran to the king and queen’s room. Both of them were already awake.

「今私達の方からあなたを起こしに行こうと思っていたところですよ」と女王は言いました。

“We were just about to go and wake you up,” said the queen.

　王子はすぐに夢の話をしました。すると、実は国王も女王も同じ夢をみて起き上がったのでした。三人は不思議な思いをしました。国王も今では、あの金色の鳥は夢の精だったことを知りました。そして城の後ろの森にはいることを、改めてすべての人に禁じました。

The prince immediately told them about his dream. In fact, both the king and the queen woke up after having the same dream. All three of them had had a very strange experience. Now the king too understood that the golden bird was actually the dream sprite. Consequently, he once again prohibited all his people from visiting the forest.

　それから王子は、月の照ってる晩は何度も城の前の谷川の所に出て、その水を見渡しましたが、水は岩の間を音を立てて流れていまして、自然に静まるなどということはとてもなさそうでした。試みに黄金の卵を持っていって写してみても、早いざわめいた流れですから、少しも写りはしませんでした。それで王子もしまいには諦めて、番人を置いて谷川を見張らせました。けれどいつまでたってもその水が自然に静まり返ることはありませんでした。

After that, the prince went out to the stream every evening when the moon was out and looked out over the water, but the water only burbled as it flowed between rocks and seemed it would never become calm. He also tried to take out the egg and reflect it in the stream, but because of the rough, fast-moving stream, no reflection of the egg could be seen. Eventually the prince gave up and left someone to watch over the stream. But no matter how much time passed, the surface of the stream never became calm.

　王子はその方はもう思い切って、今度は卵がかえるのを待ちました。銀の籠を国王から作ってもらい、その中に香木の屑で作った巣を入れ巣の中に黄金の卵を置いておきました。そして朝と晩とには必ず中をのぞいてみました。けれどもやはりいつまでたっても元の卵のままでした。

The prince abandoned that idea and instead decided to wait for the egg to hatch. He had the king make a silver cage that he placed inside a nest made from the branches of an aromatic tree, and put the egg onto the nest. But no matter how long he waited, the egg never hatched.

　そのうちに国王は亡くなり、王子が国王の位に即き、次いで自分もまた年をとって亡くなり、それから幾人もの王が代々後を継いで、幾千年もたちましたが、城の前の谷川の水が静まることのないように、黄金の卵がかえることもありませんでした。またその卵をかえすことを知ってる者もいませんでした。今になおその卵は、夢の卵と言われて、銀の籠の中の香木の巣の中にはいっています。

In time, the king passed away and the prince inherited the throne, after which the prince himself grew old and died, a cycle that repeated for many generations across several thousand years. But just as the stream in front of the castle never grew calm, the golden egg never hatched. Nor was there anyone who knew how to make the egg hatch. Even now, the egg known as the “Dream Egg” sits upon the nest of aromatic branches inside the silver cage.

　いつになったら、夢の卵がかえって金色の鳥が生まれ出ることでしょうか？

When, oh when will the Dream Egg hatch and reveal a golden bird?


Musical Clock

(音楽時計)

Murou Saisei

(室生犀星)

　階下では晩にさえなると、音楽時計が鳴りはじめた。ばらばらな音いろではあるが、静かにきいていると不思議に全てがつながれ合った一つの唱歌をつづり合してきこえた。昨日も今夜も、毎日それがつづくのである。ネジがなくなるにしたがって、音色が次第に物憂くだるい調子になって、しまいには、まるで消えてしまうように何時の間にか止むのである。あとはしんとした小路の奥の、暗い椎の垣根をめぐらした古い家が、何一つ音もなく降りつづく雨にとざされているのであった。

When evening comes, the musical clock plays downstairs. The tones seem to jump back and forth randomly, but if you listen quietly each note becomes part of a single, unified melody. Last night, and then again tonight; the melody plays every day. As the spring winds down the pitches gradually become more lethargic and eventually stop, as if the clock itself has disappeared from existence. All that remains is the old house at the end of a quiet side alley, enclosed by a dark hedge of chinquapin trees, soundlessly pelted by the continual rain.

「お母さん……」

“Mother…”

　又その弱々しい腹のそこから出たような声音が、二階のわたしの机のそばまで聞えた。わたしはその声を耳に入れると、梯子段を下りて茶の間をあけた。

It’s that voice again, faint as if coming from feeble lungs, drifting up towards my desk on the second floor. Once I hear the voice, I climb down the stairs and open up the door to the living room.

　そこには痩せて小さくなった白瓜のような顔が、ひくい電燈の光をうけて、すぐ私のほうを眺めた。病めば病むほど大きくなった瞳孔が澄んで懶げに私のかおにそそがれた。

In the dim light I see a face like a pale, withered melon that immediately turns to face me. Clear pupils, having grown larger with the progression of illness, focus lazily on my face.

「いまね、お母さんが通りへ買いものにいらしったんです。だから用事があるなら言ってごらん。」

“Darling, your mother just went out shopping in the neighborhood. So if you need anything, let me know.”

　私はそう言って覗き込むと、小さい病人は黙って目をつむってしまった。物言うことも厭なような疲れた顔をしていた。

After speaking I stare at her, and the sickly child closes her eyes without saying a word. Her face looks exhausted, as if even speaking is difficult.

「言ってごらん。また遠慮をしているんでしょう。」

“Just let me know. You’re holding back again, aren’t you?”

　そのとき小さい病人はまたぽっかりと目をあけて私のかおを見た。そしてにっと柔しく微笑んで見せて、ちいさな声で、

At that moment, the sickly child suddenly opens her eyes wide and gazes at me. Then she smiles a gentle, toothy smile, and speaks in a quiet voice.

「時計にネジをかけて下さいな。」と言って弱い竹紙のような微笑んだ皺を頬にあらわした。

“Please wind up the clock,” she says as wrinkles emerge on her cheeks like sheets of delicate bamboo paper.

「あ、そうか、少しも気がつかなかった。」

“Oh, alright. I didn’t realize at all it had stopped.”

　私はすぐネジを巻きはじめた。その手つきを病人は愉しそうに見つめていたが間もなく音楽時計がいつもと同じい調子で鳴りはじめた。それは明るい華やかな曲がちょうどピアノのような美しい音と色とをもって、絶えず暗い一室にくりかえされた。

At once I begin to wind the clock. The child eagerly watches my hand move, but a moment later the musical clock begins to make its usual sound. The bright, attractive melody with a beautiful tone akin to a piano repeats endlessly throughout the dark room.

　と、子供の喜びそうな単純さと質朴さとを絶えず繰り返すのである。小さい病人は目をあけて、それを一心に楽しそうにきいていた。そして、しまいには熱そうな小さい腕を床のなかから辷り出して、

「お母さんは遅いわね。」と突然に病人が言い出して病的に涙ぐんだ。妙に音楽にでも誘われたような柔しくうっとりとしたような声であった。

The melody continues with a simplicity and innocence that would please a child. The tiny, sickly child opens her eyes and listens intently, as if rapt in enjoyment. Then she slips an arm that is tiny and seemingly hot to the touch across the bed and suddenly starts to cry as she calls out, “Mother is late, isn’t she…”. Strangely, her voice sounds as if she is entranced by the music.

　階下からだるい声でよくこう呼ばれたが、おかみさんは通りへ買物にでかけたあとなので、誰も返事がなかった。雨の音だけが屋根をたたいていて、その小さい病人のだるい声をひびかした。雨の日は妙に人声が重く響くものである。

I often hear her languid voice calling from the first floor, but there is no answer because her mother has gone out shopping. There is only the sound of rain striking the roof, reflecting back the languid voice of the small, sickly child. On rainy days, for some reason human voices sound especially gloomy.

「お母さん……」

“Mother…”

「もう十分も経つとね。」

“Yes, it’s been quite a long time.”

　私はどう言っていいか分らなかったので、気やすめにそう言ったとき、病人はまた突然に、

「雨がふっていて？」

When I say this simply to soothe the child, unsure of what else to say, she suddenly speaks. “Is it raining?”

　そう私のかおを見つめた。低い、聞えるか聞えないかの程度で、そとは永い雨も終ろうとする微かな雨の音をつづけていた。

The child stares at me. Outside, I can barely hear the faint sound of the long rainstorm that is nearly over.

「すこし降っていますよ。あすになると晴れるでしょう。」

“It’s raining a little. But tomorrow I think things will clear up.”

　病人はまた目を閉じてしまった。時計はだんだんネジのゆるむにしたがって、ゆるい絶え絶えな音いろをつづけていた。

The sickly child closes her eyes again. The slow melody continues in fits and starts as the clock gradually winds down.

　又ぽっかりと、病人は目をあけて、低い声でささやいた。

The child opens her eyes wide again and whispers in a quiet voice.

「おじさん。二階へ行って勉強していてください。もういいの……」

　大人のように言って微笑んだ。子供も病気をすると大人のような気もちを有つようになるものだと思いながら、

“Mister, please go back to the second floor and study. I’m fine…” she says, sounding like an adult. Illness can make even children feel like adults.

「ご用があったら呼びなさい。関わないから。」

“I don’t mind, so if you need anything, just call for me.”

　そう言うと「ええ。」と首肯ずいて、目をとじた。二階へあがりかけると、この古い家の梯子段が暗くて、へんな闇の匂いのような湿けたくさみがした。ひとりでも病人がいると、どうしてこんなに陰気になるものだろうと、そこらの壁や板べりなどに、なにか陰気なものがべっとりと食付いているような気がして寂しかった。

“Alright,” she says with a nod and closes her eyes. As I start to climb to the second floor, the steps of the old house are dark and have a strange musty smell, like the scent of darkness itself. Why does a single sick person make the house so dismal? I can’t help feeling lonely, like something gloomy is stuck to all the walls and floorboards of this house.

　通りから小路へ這入ってくるらしい足音がした。傘をうつ雨脚がだんだんに近づいてきたので、母親がかえってきたことに気がついた。

I hear the sound of someone entering the side alley from the street. The pitter-patter of rain on an umbrella gradually approaches, and I realize the child’s mother has come home.

「唯今、どうもありがとうございました。」

“I’m back. Thank you for everything.”

　おかみさんは梯子段のところでそう言って、すぐ茶の間へはいった。しばらくすると、れいの時計が鳴り出した。

After saying this beside the steps, she immediately goes into the living room. A little while later, the usual clock begins to play.

　私は懈い毎日を二階に送っていたが、時々階下へ行っては、おかみさんの洗濯や、買ものに出かけたときに、少しずつ用足しをしていた。

I primarily spend my sluggish days on the second floor, but when I do head downstairs I take care of errands little by little on the days when the girl’s mother is out shopping or doing laundry.

　小さい病人は日に日に痩せて、気むずかしくなって、音楽時計のネジばかりかけさしていた。その上、くるしそうにだるい声で、

「あううん、ううん。」

　と熱に浮されては唸っていた。風の工合とか、雨の晴れまなぞに、その唸りごえが遠くなったり小さくなったりしていた。その声をきくたびに、私はくらい気持になって、わざと梯子段のそばまで行って耳をすました。

The tiny child becomes thinner day by day as her mood sours, constantly pestering me to wind the musical clock. When fever strikes, with a languid, anguish-filled voice she moans, “Ohh, ahh.” Her moaning seems to grow softer and louder in accordance with the strength of the wind and rain. Whenever I hear that voice my mood darkens, and I purposefully draw near the stairs to listen carefully.

　ときには階下へおりると弱々しい声で、なにかぶつぶつ言うのが、いつの間にか分らなくなっていた。もう何も食べないばかりでなく、何時息をひき取るかわからなくなっていた。

Sometimes when I go downstairs I suddenly can no longer hear her babbling. Not only has she stopped eating, we don’t even know when she will breathe her last breath.

「病気がなおったら、僕がいろいろな処へつれて行ってあげますよ。動物園でも上野へでもね。」

“When you get better, I’ll take you around to many places. We’ll even go to the zoo or to Ueno, OK?”

　そういうと、女の子は、私のかおをまんじりと眺める。そして、

I say that, and she looks at me with sleepy eyes.

「あたし癒るかしら。なおらないかも知れないわ。」

“I wonder if I’ll ever get better. Maybe I never will.”

　こう言うと、さびしそうに微笑って、ぼんやりと白い障子をながめるのであった。

Then she smiles sadly and stares vacantly at the white paper screen.

「きっと癒りますよ。病気したって死ぬなんて決っていないんだからね。」

“I’m sure you’ll get better. Just because you got sick doesn’t mean you’re definitely going to die.”

　私は病人の懈い目のひかりが、何か特別なものを感じているように思われた。たとえ、私が気休めに何を言っても、女の子は自分のことをちゃんと知っているらしかった。何も彼も知っていて、私に癒るかどうかというのかも知れなかった。

There seems to be something special about the glimmer in her tired eyes. Even when I try to console her, it’s like she knows exactly what is happening. Perhaps she told me that she might not get better because she already knows everything.

「あなたにも大へんお世話になりましたわね。あたしお礼を言いますわ。」

“You’ve done so much for me. I really have to thank you.”

　女の子はそう言って、私の目のいろを読んで悲しそうにした。

Saying this, the girl sees the look in my eyes and grimaces.

「そんなことを言わない方がいい。それより癒ることを考えるといい。今は雨がふっているけれど、きっと晴れますよ。そしたら何処へでも連れて行ってあげよう。」

“You shouldn’t say that. It’s better to think about getting better. The rain is falling now, but it will surely let up. When that happens, I’ll take you wherever you like.”

　女の子は、楽しそうに、しかも何処か頼りなさそうに聞いていた。

She seems happy as she listens to me, but somewhere lurks uncertainty.

「あたしね。死んだら音楽時計を一しょに入れてくださいな。」

“So when I die…please put the musical clock inside with me.”

「音楽時計って、あれですか。」

“Musical clock? Oh, you mean that clock?”

　私は驚いてそういうと、女の子はすっかり嬉しそうに、

When I ask this, surprised, the girl answers with a big grin.

「ええ、あの時計よ。」

“Yes, that clock!”

　そう言って静かに耳を澄した。時計はやはり鳴っていた。同じい譜を繰りかえしては、毎日のように鳴るこの時計を一しょに入れてくれというのが、私にとって余りに突然で悲しい気がしたのである。

After speaking she listens quietly. The clock is still playing. Hearing that she wants me to put this clock inside the coffin when she dies, the clock that plays the same melody day after day––it’s all too sudden and depressing for me.

「そんなことを言わない方がいい。きっと癒るから。」

“You shouldn’t say things like that. I’m sure you’ll get better.”

　というと、

「入れて下さらないの。」

　神経的にびくっと私のかおを稍々きびしい目つきで眺めた。ひいやりとして直ぐに答えた。

“You won’t put it inside with me?” she says and suddenly stares at me with a hint of seriousness in her eyes. I respond immediately, a chill in my voice.

「入れてあげますとも、お母さんにも言って必然そうしてあげますよ。僕はうそは吐きませんよ。」

“Of course I’ll put it in. I’ll tell your mother and will be sure to put it in. I wouldn’t lie to you.”

　そう慌てて答えると、やや安堵したらしく微笑んで、

She smiles, apparently relieved to a degree by my hurried response.

「あたし大切にしていたのだから、此の間もお母さんにお願いしたんですわ。」

“It’s very important to me, that’s why I already asked mother the other day to do it.”

　女の子は、こういうと烈しく咳をして、からだを藻掻くようにした。昂奮しすぎたせいか、こんどは反対にうとうと睡り出した。私はその病みつかれた小さいからだを淋しく眺めたが、それは最う再度と健康な身体になれそうにも思われなかった。

The girl coughs violently and shifts her body uncomfortably. Then she begins to doze off, perhaps from overstimulation. I gaze lonesomely at her tiny, sickly body, which I cannot imagine will ever return to good health.

　しばらくしてから又ぽっかりと目をあけたが、すぐ閉された。

A little while later she suddenly opens her eyes wide once more, but closes them immediately.

　お母さんが外へ出るごとに、

「ちょいと薬をとりにゆきますからお願いしますよ。」

　と言って出たあとになると、女の子は定ったようにれいの力のない声で、

「お母さん。お母さん。」

　と呼ぶのが、妙に重いような響をもって二階へきこえてくるのである。私はそのたびごとに、自分でも胸が痛むような気がして、二階から降りてゆくのであった。

Each time her mother leaves the house and says, “I’m going out for a little while to get some medicine, so please watch her for me,” without fail the girl calls out “Mother, mother…” with her usual frail voice, echoing all the way up to the second floor with an oddly grave tone. And each time that happens I head downstairs, feeling my own chest ache.

「どうしたの。寂しいのかね。一人だから……」

“What’s wrong? Maybe you’re just lonely? Since you’re all alone…”

　そういうと、女の子はれいのまじまじした目で永い間私の顔を見つめていたが、

After I finish speaking, the girl stares at me for a long time with that same serious expression.

「お母さんは？……」

　と低い声でたずねた。

“Where is mother?” she asks softly.

「いつものお薬を取りに行ったんですよ。もう直ぐかえってきますからね。」

“She just went out to get the usual medicine. She’ll be right back, so there is nothing to worry about.”

　というと、頭の毛をうるさそうに握って手でたくしあげると、

Then the girl grabs her hair in annoyance and curls it with her hand.

「あたしお薬なんか既ういらないの。そう言って頂戴。」と、きっぱり言った。

“I don’t want any medicine. Please tell her that,” she says definitively.

「だって薬を服まないと、よくなりませんよ。」

“But darling, if you don’t take medicine, you’ll never get better.”

「だっていくら服んだって同じことですもの。」

“No matter how much I take, it doesn’t help.”

　蒼白い顔をそっと少女らしく頬笑ませて、もう自分でも回復らないことを感じているらしかった。私は黙って室を出た。間もなくお母さんが帰ってきた。

A girlish smile quietly emerges on her pale face, as if she has already realized herself she will never recover. I leave the room wordlessly. A moment later her mother returns home.

　医者はもう幾日も保たないと言ってしまってから或る日の女の子は、母親に、

「あたしね。もうすぐいけなくなるんですから。」

　そう言って小さい鏡台を指さした。そこには女の子の用いるいろいろな白粉や刷毛の類が曳出しにしまわれてあった。母親は、その指さきと鏡台とを見つめていたが、女の子が何を言っているのか分らなかった。

Then one day, shortly after the doctor has declared she has only a few days to live, the girl says to her mother, “I…don’t have much more time left, so…” and points to a small dressing table. The drawers there contain various makeup items for girls such as facial powder and brushes. Her mother stares at the girl’s fingertip and at the dressing table, but she can’t quite figure out what the girl is trying to say.

「鏡台が見たいの。」というと、女の子は、

“You want to see the dressing table?” her mother asks.

「いいえ。」と頭をふった。

The girl shakes her head. “No.”

「では、どうしたらいいのかね。」というと、

“Then what is it?”

「あたし……あの……」と言って恥かしそうに顔をあかめた。そのとき母親ははじめて女の子が化粧したいと言いよどんでいるのが解ったのであった。

“I…well…” the girl says, her face turning red in embarrassment. That is when her mother finally realizes that the girl is mumbling about how she wants to put on makeup.

　母親は、それを感じると同時に、女の子が死ぬとき綺麗にお化粧をしてやるものであることを知っていたのである。

As she senses that, it also dawns upon her mother that the girl wants to put makeup on and make herself look good when she dies.

　母親は、間もなく女の子に、あたためたおしろいを形ばかりに塗ってやっていた。蒼白い顔は、すこしばかりの水気によってやや湿うたが、その皮膚はもう冷たくなっていたのである。

Her mother immediately begins putting on a perfunctory coating of warm facial power on the girl. Her pale face is dampened slightly by the powder’s moisture, but her skin has already grown cold.

　小さい病人は、形ばかりの化粧がすむと、少女らしく満足げに、美しいものが美しいものを保護するために、こうした最後の化粧に微笑んでみせた。

When the perfunctory makeup is done being applied, the little child grins widely with the satisfaction of a girl who has had her last chance to look her best, one beautiful thing protecting another.

　小さい病人は、また突然にこう言って母親を悲しがらせた。

The little sickly child says something again that saddens her mother.

「お母さん、きょうは幾日？」

“Mother, what day is today?”

　そう言っただけで、母親はハッキリと娘の顔になにものかの冷たい影が這いかけたのを知った。

Hearing these few words, her mother clearly senses some kind of cold shadow beginning to crawl across her daughter’s face.

　医者が来た。すると女の子は、じっと医者の顔を見つめていたが、突然に微笑をうかべた。医者はびっくりしたような顔をして女の子をながめた。

The girl stares motionless at the doctor’s face for a while, but then suddenly grins. The doctor looks at the girl, a surprised expression on his face.

「おじさんは明日もまた来て下さるでしょうか。」

“Mister, are you going to come back tomorrow to see me?”

　彼女はこういうと、寂しい細々した微笑をもらした。医者はすぐ元気そうな声で、はっきりと病人の耳元でささやいた。

Saying this, a pitiful attempt at a smile appears on her face. The next moment, the doctor whispers something into the child’s ear in a clear, cheerful voice.

「明日も明後日もきますよ。それからずっと後もやってきます。あなたのすっかり癒るまでは。」

“I’ll come tomorrow, and the next day. And I’ll keep coming after that too until you are completely recovered.”

「明日も明後日も……」

“Tomorrow, and the next day…”

　弱々しい声で同じことをいうと、医者はまた機械的に、

When the child repeats the doctor’s words in her feeble voice, the doctor mimics her mechanically.

「明日も明後日もね。」

“Yes, tomorrow, and the next day.”

　と言ったが、医者の額には悲しげな荒い筋があらわれた。もう駄目だと思われた。医者は母親と目と目とで囁いた。

But as the man speaks, deep lines of sorrow emerge on his face. He knows there is no chance. The doctor exchanges a meaningful glance with the girl’s mother in silence.

　私はそのとき室へはいると、彼女は薬のせいで、ほそぼそと睡って行った。

When I enter the room, the girl is nearly asleep from the medicine.

「化粧をしましたね。」

“I see she put some makeup on.”

　そうお母さんにいうと、母親は湿った声をして、

「自分でも既う駄目だとおもっているらしいんですね。先刻化粧をしてくれと言いましてね。」

When I say this to her mother, she responds cheerlessly. “She just asked me to put makeup on her. It looks like she herself knows that it’s over.”

　呼吸がしずかにあるかないかの境を、たえだえにつづいていた。

The girl’s breathing intermittently stops and starts, straddling the borderline of audibility.

　しばらくすると、また女の子はぽっかりと目をあけた。

A little while later, the girl suddenly opens her eyes wide again.

「お母さん。さっきから其処にいらしったの。」

　と言って、まんじりと母おやの顔をながめた。

“Mother, have you been standing there the whole time?” she says, looking lazily at her mother’s face.

「さっきから居たの。何かほしくないかね。」

“Yes, I was. Is there anything you need?”

「時計にね。」と懈い声で言った。

“Just the clock,” she says sluggishly.

「ネジをかけるんですか。」と母親は時計のそばへゆくと、

“Should I wind the clock?” her mother says, walking up to the clock.

「ええ。」

　と嬉しそうにほほ笑んだ。時計にネジがかけられた。と、しずかなしかし単調な音楽がしずかにあたりにひびいた。

“Yes,” the child says with a grin of satisfaction. The clock is wound up. The soft, simple rhythm of the music begins to float quietly in the air.

　女の子はうっとりとした目をして、その音楽にききほれていたが、母おやは俯向いてしずかに泣いていた。そばにいた私もうつむいた。時はだんだんに進んで行った。

The girl listens, entranced to the music with glazed eyes while her mother looks down at the floor, crying silently. Standing beside her, I too look down. Time passes gradually.


Space Prisoner Number One

(宇宙女囚第一号)

Juza Unno

(海野十三)

　イー・ペー・エル研究所に絵里子をたずねた僕は、ついに彼女に会うことができず、そのかわり普段はろくに口をきいたこともない研究所長マカオ博士に手をとられんばかりにして、その室に招じられたものである。この思いがけない博士の待遇に、僕は面くらったばかりか、なんだか変な気持さえ生じた。

Having come to the EPL laboratory in search of Eriko, I was unable to see her was and instead greeted by Professor Makao, a man I normally didn’t speak with very often who practically pulled me by the hand as he beckoned me into the room. Not only was I confused by how he treated me, but I began to get a strange feeling.

「おうほ、絵里子はね、――」

“Indeedy, you see Eriko is, well…”

　おうほと、博士独特の妙な感歎詞をなげるごとに、博士の頤髯がごそりとうごいた。

“Indeedy” was the professor’s peculiar way of expressing himself, always accompanied by a twitch of his beard.

「おうほ、絵里子はね、女性にはめずらしい学究だ。君と絵里子とは結婚する約束があるそうだが、君は世界一の令夫人を迎えるわけで、世界一の名誉を得るわけだ。しかしねえ、――」

“Indeedy, you see Eriko is…a rare scholar among women. I’ve heard you have plans to get married to her, and it is a top-class honor to take a top-class woman of her caliber as your wife. And yet, well…”

　といって博士はちょっと小首をかしげ、

The professor cocked his head to the side.

「しかしねえ、絵里子を妻にした君が、家庭的にはたして幸福者といえるかどうかはわからないよ。第一わしはいつもこう考えている。絵里子の科学的天才を区々たる家庭的の仕事――コーヒーをいれたり、ベッドのシーツを敷きなおしたり、それから馬鈴薯の皮をむいたりするようなことで曇らせるのは、世界の学術のためにたいへんな損失である、――」

“You see…I’m not sure if I can say that making Eriko your wife will guarantee you a happy household. I always think about it like this: wasting Eriko’s scientific genius by making her do various household chores––brewing coffee, making the bed, even peeling potatoes––would be a terrible loss to the field of science…”

「まあ待ってください、マカオ博士」

　と僕は、胸の下からつきあげてくる憤りを一生懸命こらえながら叫んだ。

“Oh, please wait a moment, Professor Makao!” I yelled, struggling hard to suppress the anger building up within me.

「博士、するとあなたは、僕たちの結婚に反対されるわけなのですか」

“Professor, so in other words you are opposed to our marriage?”

　博士は、ごそりと頤髯をうごかし、

The professor’s beard twitched again.

「おうほ、なにもわしが君がたの結婚に反対とはいっていない。しかしだ、君がたは自発的に天の理にしたがうのが賢明じゃろうというものだ」

“Indeedy, by no means am I saying that I am opposed to your marriage. However, I am saying that it is probably wise for you two to voluntarily adhere to the laws of the universe.”

　博士は僕たちが結婚することを非常に忌みきらっているものと思われる。僕は、非常に不満だ。

It appeared that the professor absolutely detested the idea of Eriko and I getting married. This was utterly unacceptable.

「まあ、そう脣をふるわせんでもいい。いや君の不満なのはよう分っている。しかしじゃ、科学というものは君が考えているより、もっと重大なものだ。時には、結婚とか家庭生活とかよりも重大なものだ。――そう、わしをこわい目で睨むな。よくわかっているよ、君はわしの説に反対だというんだろう。ところがそれはわしの目から見ると君が若いというか、君がまだ多くを知らないというか、それから発したことだ」

“Well, well, there is no need to get all frustrated. I completely understand your discontent. But the thing we call science is far more important than you think, at times even more important than marriage or family life. Now don’t give me that look. I understand you very well. You object to my theory, yes? But from how I see it you are still young, or should I say you know very little, and that is exactly where our problem begins!”

「マカオ博士、――」

“But Professor Makao––”

「こら待たんか。その大きな拳で、わしの頤をつきあげようというのだろう。そしてわしの頸をぎゅーっと締めつけようというのだろう。それくらいのことはわかっているぞ。だが待て、ちょっと待ってくれ。わしが君に殴り殺される前に、ぜひ君に見せてやりたいものがある」

“Hey, can’t you wait a second? I assume you plan to thrust that big hand of yours right towards my chin, and then tightly close it around my neck. At least that much is clear to me. But wait, just one second! Before I’m struck and killed by you, there’s something I must show you.”

　博士は、まだ頸をしめつけられてもいないのに、くるしそうにあえぎあえぎ言う。

Even though the professor was not yet being strangled by me, he spoke in gasps as if having difficulty breathing.

「僕に見せるって、いったいそれは何を見せるというのですか」

“Something to show me? What on Earth would that be?”

　僕はさすがに気になった。絵里子に関係のあることではないかと、すぐそのように思ったのであった。

I couldn’t help but be curious. Immediately it struck me that this was probably related to Eriko.

　博士は僕を制して、自分のあとについてくるようにと合図をおくった。

The professor made a signal for me to stop and follow him.

　博士の後に従って、僕は小暗い長廊下をずんずん奥へあるいていった。

Following behind, I walked quickly through the long, dark hallway that led deeper into the research complex.

　そのうちに博士は、廊下の途中から横についている急な階段をのぼりはじめた。

The professor soon began to climb a set of steep stairs that branched off from the side of the hall.

（おお、これは、マカオ博士の秘密研究塔に通じる階段だ）

　と、僕はひそかに胸をおどらせた。

“Wow, this stairway must lead to Professor Makao’s secret research tower!” I thought, hiding my excitement.

　博士は僕を秘密研究塔につれこんで、いったいなにを見せるつもりなんだろう。

I wonder what the professor was planning to show me inside of his secret research tower?

　この研究塔は、往来からもよく見えた。研究所のまわりは分厚い背の高い壁にとりかこまれ、その境内は欝蒼たる森林でおおわれていた。そしてところどころに、研究所の古風な赤煉瓦の建物が頭を出していたが、それとはまた別に一棟、すばらしく背の高い白壁づくりの塔が天空を摩してそびえていた。それは遠くから見ると、まるで白い編上靴を草の上においてあるように見えた。螺旋階段の明りとりらしい円窓がいくつも同じ形をして、上から下へとつづいていた。それはまるで八つ目鰻の腮のように見えたが、その窓枠はよく見ると臙脂色に塗ってあった。

This research tower could be seen easily from the street. A tall, thick wall surrounded the research complex, and the inner grounds were covered with a dense forest. Old-fashioned red brick buildings protruded out of the forest here and there, and apart from those was an extremely tall tower of white soaring into their sky. From a distance it looked like a white boot had been placed upon a field of grass. A set of identical round glass panels continued up and down the tower like the windows of a spiral staircase. Though similar to the scales of a lamprey, upon closer inspection each window frame was painted dark red.

　博士は、螺旋階段をことことと、先にたってのぼっていった。僕は黙々としてその後につきしたがったが、階段を一つのぼるごとに、僕の心臓はまた一段とたかく動悸をうつのであった。

With a series of tap-tap sounds the professor climbed the steps of the spiral staircase ahead of me. I followed after him in silence, but with each step my heart throbbed with even greater intensity.

「さあ、しばらく入口で待っていてくれたまえ」

“Alright then, wait here at the entrance for a few moments.”

　博士は、塔の頂上をしめている大実験室の扉の前に立ち停ると、僕の方をふりかえってそういった。そして自分は、入口の暗号錠をしきりにがちゃがちゃやっていたが、やがてそれをがちゃりと開いて、ひとり室内に姿を消した。

The professor turned to face me and spoke after we stopped in front of the door to the large laboratory comprising the top of the tower. His fingers clattered at the entrance’s numerical lock, which eventually opened with a clank before he disappeared inside.

　僕は入口にたたずみながら、異常な好奇心でもって室内の様子をうかがった。なにかしら、ひゅーんという高い唸り音をあげて、廻転機がまわっていた。

Standing at the entrance, I listened with great interest to the sounds coming from the laboratory. There was a high-pitched whirring noise that sounded like a spinning turbine.

　ことと、ことと、ことと。

Click, click, click.

　カムがしきりにピッチをきざんでいる。

A high-speed cam made a rhythmic sound.

　ぴかり――と、紫色の電光が、扉の間から閃いた。じいじいじいと、放電のような音もきこえる。

Suddenly, a purple light flashed from the gap below the door. Discharging electricity made a crackling sound.

　それにひきかえ、マカオ博士はなにをしているのか、咳の声さえ聞えてこない。

But on the other hand, there were no sounds to hint at what Professor Makao was doing, not even a cough.

　僕の心臓は、なんだか急に氷のように冷たくなったのを感じた。

I felt my heart abruptly grow ice cold.

　ごとごとごとごとごと。そのとき博士の姿が入口にぬっと現われた。

Tick tick tick tick. Just then, the professor appeared at the entrance.

「さあ、おはいり。だが始めから断っておくよ。どんなものを見ても、気絶なんかしちゃいけないぜ」

“Well then, you may come in. But I must warn you in advance: whatever you see, you must not faint.”

　僕は大きくうなずいて、そんなことは平気ですと博士に合図したが、内心では恟々としていた。これはなにかよほど意外なものが、この室内にあるらしい。いったいなにであろう。僕はおずおずと室内に足をふみいれた。

I gave a big nod to the professor, signaling that I was fine with anything, but inside I was extremely nervous. Something considerably unexpected seemed to be inside this room. What could it be? I hesitantly stepped foot inside.

「いいかね。こっちの小さい室に入っているんだ。檻があればいいのだが、生憎そんなものはない。まさかこんな怪物がとびこもうとは、想像だにしなかったのでね」

“Are you ready? It’s inside a tiny room over this way. I wish we had a cage, but unfortunately there isn’t anything like that here. You see, we didn’t imagine that this sort of monster would ever jump out at us.”

　そういって博士は、室内の一隅にある小さな扉を指さした。

Saying that, the professor pointed to a tiny door in the corner of the room.

（怪物？　怪物って、なんだろう）

(Monster? What does he mean by that?)

　博士は額に手をあげて、しばらく沈思してから、

After pondering over something for a little while, hand on his forehead, the professor spoke.

「おい君。これから君が見る怪物は、いったい何者であるか、当ててみたまえ。もし当てることができれば、この研究所をそっくり君にあげてもいいよ。つまり、いくら君が考えてもわけのわからない生物が、この小さな室に入っているんだ」

“Hey son, I want you to try and guess what sort of monster you are about to see. If you can guess correctly, I don’t mind giving this entire laboratory to you. In other words, inside of this tiny room is a lifeform that you would never be able to conceive of, no matter how long you thought about it.”

「僕はあててみますよ。なに、人間の頭脳で考えられることなら、僕にだって――」

“I’ll try to guess. If it’s something that can be conceived of by the human brain, then even I should be able to––”

「いや、そうはいうが、こればかりは、人間の想像力を超越している。地球ができて以来、こういう生物を見たのはわしが最初、絵里子が二番め、そして三番めが君だ」

“No, it’s easy to say that, but this thing transcends the limits of the human imagination. Since the formation of the Earth, I have been the first to see this life form. Eriko is the second, and you will be the third.”

　ああ絵里子！

Oh, Eriko!

　僕はひそかにこう考えていた。ひょっとして、僕は絵里子の死骸でもみせられるのではないかと考えていたのだ。博士は、実験の都合で、ふと彼女を殺害してしまい、その死骸を僕に見せてなんとかいいわけをするのではあるまいかと。――しかしどうやらそれはちがっていたらしい。絵里子は、その怪物とやらをみたのち、今はなにをしているのだろうか。

Could it be that I was about to be shown Eriko’s dead body? Was the professor, having accidentally killed Eriko during an experiment, going to show me her body and make some excuse about what happened? But this didn’t seem to be the case. So what was Eriko doing after seeing this monster, or whatever you call it?

「愕いてはいけない。さあ、ここに反射窓がある。これをのぞけば、この室内の様子ははっきりわかる」

“You must not be afraid. Well then, this here is a one-way window. If you look into it, you can clearly see the inside of that room.”

　博士は、普通魔法鏡といわれる反射窓を指さした。僕はすぐさま決心して、指さされるままに、その窓をのぞいてみた。

The professor indicated a one-way window, what is typically called a “magic mirror”. I immediately made up my mind and gazed into the window where he pointed.

　そのなかに見た刹那の光景！

What a sight I beheld in that instant!

　ああ、これほど世の中に奇しき見世物があるであろうか。僕ははっと息をのんだまま、その場に硬直してしまった。

Oh, could a stranger spectacle exist in this world? Holding my breath, I froze on the spot.

　おそろしい生物よ！

What a terrible creature!

　その別室の床に、大の字なりに死んだようになって寝そべっていたのは、最初の一目では、一個の裸形の女と見えた。

At first glance, what appeared to be sprawled out on the floor of the adjacent room was a woman’s naked body.

　だが、次の瞬間、僕はそれを早速訂正しなければならなかった。

However, the next moment I had to quickly correct my misunderstanding.

（女体らしい。しかしそれは絶対に人間ではない！）

(It looks like a woman’s body. But it is certainly not human!)

　絶対に人間ではありえないのだ。

There was no way this was a human body.

　なるほど四肢は豊満に発達し、皮膚の色はぬけるほど白く、乳房はゴムまりのようにもりあがり、金髪はゆたかに肩のあたりにもつれているところは女性人間のようであるが、よく見ると顔がのっぺらぼうだ。そして頭髪の間から三本の角が出ていて、その尖端にたしかに眼玉と思うようなものがついている。そいつはぐるぐるとうごめいていたが、おどろいたことに、眼瞼と思われるものがぱちぱちと眼をしばたたいたのには愕いた。こんな人間は絶対にありえない。

Indeed, the thing’s limbs were plump, with pure white skin, breasts swelling like rubber balls, and a full head of blond hair tangled around its shoulders. All of this seemed like a human woman, but on closer inspection its face was flat, lacking any features such as a nose or mouth. There were also three horns protruding from beneath the hair, and at the tip of each horn was something strongly resembling an eyeball. Those things were wriggling all around, and I was surprised to see that what appeared to be eyelids were blinking. Such a human simply could not exist.

　それから四肢だ。これをよく観察していると、腕はありながら、手首とか指などがない。その代り手首のあたりから先が、きゅうりの蔓のようにぐるぐる巻いていて、それがときどきぬーっと長く床の上にのびて、そこらをしきりにのたうちまわる。

And then there were the limbs. When I carefully observed these, I realized that despite having arms, the wrists and fingers were missing. Instead, from the wrist down curled tendrils like those found on cucumbers, at times extending onto the floor and writhing about fervently.

　こんな形の生物は、人間の畸型例にも見たことがない。怪物というよりほか、呼びようがないであろう。

I had never seen a lifeform shaped like this, even in deformed humans. Monster––I didn’t know what else to call it.

　まだもう一つ気のついたことがある。

There was one other thing I realized.

　それは真白な肢体の膚に、点々として小さい斑点がついていることだ。そういうとそばかすみたいに聞えるが、そばかすではない。そばかすよりもずっとずっと小さい斑点で、そしていやに黒いのである。電送写真というものがあるが、あの写真を空電の多いときに受信すると、画面におびただしく小さな黒い空電斑点というものが印せられるが、どっちかというと、その空電斑点によく似ているのであった。（後で分ったことであるが、その怪物の肢体についている黒斑が、僕の第一印象のとおり、やはり本当の空電斑点であると分ったときには、さすがの僕も腰がぬけたかと思ったほど愕いた）

On the skin of its pure white body was a series of tiny spots. Describing them like that sounds like freckles, but they were not freckles. The spots were much, much smaller than freckles, and had an inky black color. There was something called a “telephotograph”, and when receiving such a photograph during times of high interference a large number of small, black dots would appear called “interference spots”; the spots on the creature’s skin, if anything, were similar to those interference spots. (It wasn’t until later when I found this out, but when I learned that the black spots on that monster’s body were in fact, as my initial impression suggested, actual interference spots, I nearly passed out from shock.)

「あの怪物は、どうしたのですか。博士はどこからあれを持ってこられたのですか」

“What is that monster? Professor, where did you drag that thing in from?”

　僕はマカオ博士の方をふりかえって、はげしく詰問の言葉をおくった。

I turned to face Professor Makao and questioned him aggressively.

「おうほ、そのことそのこと」

　と、博士はハンカチで額の汗をふきながら、

“Indeedy, about that, about that…” the professor began as he dabbed the sweat on his forehead with a handkerchief.

「あれをなんというか、とにかくあの怪物が実験室の中の、なんにもない空間に足の方からむくむくと姿をあらわしはじめたときには、わしの総身の毛が一本一本逆だち、背中に大きな氷の板を背負ったように、ぶるぶると顫えがきて停めようがなかったものさ」

“When that thing…how can I put it…suddenly emerged in an empty space of the laboratory, beginning with the feet, every single hair on my body stood up, and I began to tremble uncontrollably, as if my back had just been doused with a bucket of ice water.”

「え、なんですって」

　と僕は思わず博士の言葉を聞きかえした。なんという怪奇、僕にはちょっと了解に苦しむことだ。

“Huh, what did you just say?” I couldn’t help but doubt the professor’s words. I had trouble understanding this terribly strange thing.

「おうほ、理解ができないのも無理ではない。つまり、もっと前から話をしなければ分らないだろう。なぜそういう怪物を、この実験室内に生ぜしめるようになったかということを。――」

“Indeedy, your lack of comprehension is only natural. In other words, if I don’t explain things from an earlier point in time you are not likely to understand how such a monster was created in this laboratory.”

　そういって博士は、戸棚の上から、一束の青写真をおろし、テーブルの上にひろげてみせた。

With that, the professor took down a bundle of blueprints from a shelf and spread them out on the table.

「これを見たまえ。これがこの室にある立体分解電子機と、もう一つ立体組成電子機の縮図だ。わしは十五年かかって、この器械を発明し、そして実物をつくりあげたのだ」

“Take a look at this. These are the drawings for two machines in this room: the electronic three-dimensional decomposing machine and the electronic three-dimensional recomposing machine. Over the last fifteen years I invented these devices and created prototypes for them.”

「なんです、この立体分解とか立体組成とかいうのは」

“What do you mean by ‘three-dimensional decomposing’ and ‘three-dimensional recomposing’?”

「うん、そのことだ。この説明はなかなかむつかしい。君はテレビジョンというものを知っているかね。あれは一つの写真面を、小さな素子に走査して、電流に直して送りだすのだ。それを受影する方では、まず受信した電流を増幅して、ブラウン管のフィラメントに加える。すると強い電流がきたときは、フィラメントは明るく輝き、たくさんの熱電子を出すし、弱い電流がきたときはフィラメントは暗く光って、熱電子は少ししか出てこない。この熱電子の進路を、ブラウン管の制御電極でもって、はじめと同じように走査してやると、電光板の上に、最初と同じような写真が現われる。これがテレビジョンの原理だ」

“Yes, that is the very topic at hand. But explaining these devices is surprisingly difficult. Have you heard of something called a ‘television’? It takes a single image, scans it using a sensitive element, and outputs the result once it is converted into electrical current. On the receiving end, first the received current is amplified and applied to the filament of a cathode-ray tube. When a strong current comes the filament lights up and numerous hot electrons are emitted, whereas when a weak current comes the filament darkens and only a few hot electrons are emitted. If the procession of these hot electrons is scanned in the same way as in the beginning by using the cathode ray tube’s control electrode, the same image will appear on the electronic plate. This is the principle behind how televisions work.”

　僕はなんのことだと思った。テレビジョンの原理などは、博士にきくまでもないことである。

What was he talking about? I was already familiar with the principle of how televisions work.

「テレビジョンと、博士のご発明の立体分解電子機とは、どういう関係があるのですか」

“But what does the television have to do with the electronic three-dimensional decomposing machine that you have invented?”

「つまりそれは、一口にいうと、テレビジョンとか電送写真とかは、いまもいったとおり平面である写真を遠方に送るのであるが、わしの発明した電子機では、立体を送ったりまた受けたりするのさ」

“In other words, as I just said the television and the telephotograph are used to send a flat image to another location, but the device I have invented sends and receives a solid object.”

「立体を送ったり受けたりといいますと――」

　僕にはなんのことだか分らないので、問いかえした。

“What do you mean by ‘sends and receives a solid object’?” I asked the professor because I had no idea what he was talking about.

「つまり物体をだね、たとえばここに鉄の灰皿がある。これを電気的方法によって遠方へおくったり、また遠方にあるアルミニュームの金だらいを電気的方法によってここへ持ってきたりするのさ。あっはっはっ、いっこう解せぬという顔つきだね。考えだけならなんでもないではないか。平面がテレビジョンや電送写真として送れるものなら、立体もまた送ったり受けたりできるわけではないか」

“Essentially we take an object, for example this iron ashtray here. By using a certain electrical process I can send this to another location, or by using the same electrical process I can move an aluminum pan from another location to here. Ha, ha, ha, I can see you aren’t following me. But it’s a very simple idea, is it not? If we can send a flat image using a television or a telephotograph, then why can’t we send and receive solid objects as well?”

　僕には、博士のいうことがすこしずつわかってきた。

I began to gradually grasp what the professor was saying.

「しかし博士、写真などはいと簡単ですが、鉄の灰皿などとなると、これは物質ではありませんか。電気になおすたって、なおせますか」

“But professor, sending a photograph is easy, yet something like an iron ashtray is composed of matter, right? You talk about converting it to electricity, but can you really do that?”

「なあに訳のないことさ。鉄にしろアルミニュームにしろ、これをだんだん小さくしてゆくと分子になり、原子になりそれをさらに小さくわってゆくと電子とプロトンとになる。ところがプロトンとは、電子のぬけ穀のことであって、結局、この世の中には電子のほかになにものもないのさ。すべての物質は空間をいかに電子が構成しているかによって、鉄ともなりアルミニュームともなるんだ。だからすべての物質は、最後においては電荷に帰することができる。そうではないか。平面であろうと立体であろうと、走査の原理には変りはない。平面走査ができれば立体走査もできるわけだ。鉄の灰皿を立体走査すれば、これはすなわち一連の電信符号とかわりないものとなる。どうだ、わかったろうが」

“Oh, that’s a piece of cake! Whether iron or aluminum, at the small scale these things are all made of molecules, which are made of atoms, which are in turn made of protons and electrons. But protons are just the empty shell of electrons, and ultimately everything in the universe is made up of electrons. All matter is determined by the composition of electrons in space, resulting in things like iron or aluminum. That’s why all matter can, in the end, be converted to electrical charges. Am I wrong? Whether it is a flat image or a solid object, the principle of scanning is the same. If scanning can be done in two dimensions, it can also be done in three. If we do a three-dimensional scan of an iron ashtray, it becomes nothing but a series of electrical signals. What do you think? I’m sure you understand better now.”

「ふーむ、そういう理屈ですか。いや、おそろしいことになったものだ」

“Hmm…so that is how it works. Oh boy, you’ve done a terrible thing here.”

　僕は長大息とともにそういった。

As I spoke I let out a large sigh.

　平面走査をする電送写真やテレビジョンがあれば、灰皿や金だらいを立体走査することも案外似かよった立体走査の原理でもって達成しえられるように思う。

If we can have telephotographs and televisions that use two-dimensional scanning, then it should be surprisingly easy to achieve scanning of things like ashtrays and pans using a similar principle of three-dimensional scanning.

　灰皿ができれば、なにも金属にかぎらない。すべての物質物体は、電子に変じて送ったり受けとったりできるわけだ。すると、隣室の床にころがっている怪奇きわまるあの生物は――？

And if we can do it with an ashtray, there is no reason to limit it to metal objects. We can send and receive any form of matter after converting it to electrons. But then that means the unbelievably grotesque creature on the floor of the adjacent room is…

「あれも、博士の器械で吸いよせたのですか」

　と、僕は気もちのよくないことを、博士にきいてみた。

”Did you pull in that thing from somewhere using your machine?” I asked uncomfortably.

「うむ、やっと気がついたようだね」と博士は頤髯をごそりとうごかし、「君の察したとおり、あの怪物は、実は、今月はじめて立体組成電子機をうごかしてみたところ、いきなり器械のはたらきでもって、台の上に現われてきたんだ。いや、実に愕いた。どのくらい愕いたといって、形容ができないほどだ。はじめはね、あのぬらぬらした触手というか触足というか、つまり人間でいえば足の方から現われてきたんだ。それまでにはなにもない空間にだよ、怪物の足が現われてきたんだ。器械がまわり、時間がたつにつれ、足の先に腰が現われ、それからその先に胴中やら、胸やら肩やら、そしてあの醜い首やらがむくむくと、まるで畳んであったゴム風船をふくらますように現われてきたではないか。自分の発明した器械であるとはいえ、またそういうことが起ることも予想していたけれど、いよいよそういうふうに実物が現われたときには、いかに気丈夫なわしでも、ぞーっと身ぶるいした」

“Ah, it seems you have finally figured it out,” said the professor as his beard twitched again. “As you guessed, that monster actually appeared upon the table when I tried testing out the electronic three-dimensional recomposing machine for the first time this month. But oh my, I was truly surprised. I was so surprised that it cannot be expressed in words. In the beginning, you see, it started to appear from those slimy appendages, or tentacles, whatever you call them, basically what is equivalent to the feet of a human. The monster’s feet appeared in an empty space where there had been absolutely nothing until a moment ago. As time passed and the device worked, at the end of the feet appeared hips, and then a torso, including chest and shoulders, and finally that hideous head emerged, expanding like an inflatable balloon. Despite it being a device of my own invention, and despite the fact that I had predicted such a thing could happen, when such an object actually appeared like that, even someone as tough as me couldn’t help but shudder in fear.“

　ものがたる博士の顔は、さすがに青ざめていた。

As the professor spoke, the color slowly drained from his face.

「博士、いったいあの怪物は、どこにいたものが、こうしてここへやってきたのでしょうか」

“Professor, where in the universe do you think that monster was before it came here?”

「多分、火星の生物だろうと思うよ。火星の生物も、いまわしがこしらえたと似たような器械をもっていて、それを使っているらしい。だから、火星において、たまたま走査をして電気になった女体を、わしの器械が吸いとってしまったわけらしい」

“I think it is probably a creature from Mars. It appears that the Martian creatures have created a device similar to the one I have constructed, and are using that now. In other words, on Mars a female’s body had been scanned and turned to an electronic signal, and my device just happened to pick that up.”

「おどろくべきことですね。そんなことができるとは、想像もおよばない」

　と、僕は心の底から感嘆の詞をはなった。

“That’s very surprising. I can’t even imagine such a thing is possible,” I said, expressing my heartfelt wonder.

　博士は、それほど得意そうに見えなかった。博士の眉毛の間にはふかい溝がきざまれていた。

But the professor didn’t look particularly proud of his achievement, and between his eyebrows a deep crease formed.

「博士はこんな大発明をしながら、あまりよろこんでいらっしゃらないのは、どういうわけですか」

　と、僕はつい気になって、たずねてみた。

“Professor, even though you made such an amazing invention you don’t seem very happy. Why is that?” I asked out of curiosity.

「ああ、君の目にも、わしの苦痛がわかるかね。そうだ、君の見るとおり、わしはまだ喜んでいないのだ。というのは、まだ分らないことがたくさんあるのだ。たとえば、いま君がみた宇宙女囚――と、かりに名づけておこう――あの宇宙女囚は、三つの眼をぴくりぴくりとうごかしている。つまりあの生物は、たしかに生きているのだ。しかし残念なことに、意識を失っている。宇宙を電気になってとんでいるところをわしの器械に吸いよせ、そしてあのように立体化してみたところが、肉体は現われたが、意識がないというのでは、研究者としてこれが悲しまずにいられるだろうか」

　博士はしんみりと述懐した。

“Oh, so even you can see my pain. You’re right, as you noticed I am not very happy. There are still so many things I don’t know. For example, the space prisoner you just saw––let’s just call her that for now––that space prisoner is now jerking her three eyes back and forth. In other words, that creature is indeed alive. However, unfortunately she has lost consciousness. After my machine picked her up floating through space in the form of an electric signal, it converted her into that form, but while her physical body was manifested it is not conscious, something that, as a researcher, I can’t help but be saddened by,” the professor expressed quietly, emotion in his voice.

　なるほど、あの怪物は生きてはいるが、意識がないようである。僕から見れば、博士は千古不朽の大発明をしたように思うが、当の博士としては、これではまだ研究を完成していないわけで、それでははずかしいといっているのであろう。

Indeed, while that monster is alive, it does not seem to have a consciousness. From my point of view, the professor had achieved a great, timeless discovery, yet it seemed to the professor himself his research was not yet complete, resulting in nothing but an embarrassment.

　僕は博士に、宇宙女囚をもっとそばぢかくでみたいといったところ、博士はそれを承諾し、ついに小さい扉をひらき、宇宙女囚ののたうちまわるそばに、僕をつれていった。

When I told the professor I wanted to see the space prisoner from closer up he consented, finally opening a tiny door and leading me to the writhing form of the space prisoner.

　反射鏡から見たときとはちがって、そばぢかくでみた宇宙女囚の肢体といい容貌といいあまりながく見ていると脳髄がきゅーっと縮まり発狂するのではないかといったような恐怖にさえ襲われるのであった。

Unlike when viewing through the one-way mirror, gazing from close up at the space prisoner’s body and its unique features for too long induced the fear that my brain might shrink, causing insanity.

　そのとき僕は、ゆくりもなく、女囚の白い膚の上に、例の空電斑点をはっきりとみとめたのであった。この女体が一連の電気と化して空間をはしりゆくとき、宇宙の雲助ともいうべき空電に禍いされても不思議ではない。そして生れもつかぬ黒い斑点を身体中に印せられた結果、もとの立体にかえっても、この斑点はなにか意識の恢復を邪魔するようにはたらいているのではなかろうか。

At that moment, I suddenly became acutely aware of those interference spots on the prisoner’s white skin. When this creature became a series of electronic signals and sped through space, it would undoubtedly suffer the misfortune of interference, which should be rightly called the rogue of the universe. As a result of unnatural black spots being imprinted on her body, even if the creature’s original physical form was reconstituted, those dots were perhaps serving as an interference to the reconstitution of consciousness.

　僕がそのことを博士に話すと、博士は手をうってよろこんだ。

When I shared this thought with the professor, he clapped his hands together in delight.

「そうだ。君の考えは実にすばらしい。わしはそこまで考えつかなかったよ。うむ、分るぞ分るぞ。たとえば、脳髄の中にその黒い異物である斑点が交っていれば、脳髄の働きを害するにちがいない。――うむ、それはすばらしい発見だ。そういうことなら、なにも冒険をやって、絵里子を宇宙に飛ばさないでもよかったのだ。ああもう時すでにおそしだ」

“Yes! Your idea is truly wonderful. I hadn’t thought of that. Hmm…I get it, I get it. For example, if those black dots, foreign substances to the body, intersect with the brain then they would undoubtedly hinder the workings of that organ. Hmm…that is a wonderful discovery. In that case, I shouldn’t have taken the risk to send Eriko across the universe. But alas, it is far too late.”

　絵里子？

Eriko?

　僕は博士の言葉を聞きとがめた。

I was caught off guard by the Professor’s words.

「博士、くわしくいってください。絵里子をどうしたというのですか。――博士、さあいってください。なぜあなたは黙っていられる――」

“Professor, please tell me more. What did you do to Eriko? Professor, you must tell me now…Why are you not saying anything?”

　博士は僕の顔をしばし無言のままみつめていた。やがて博士は慄えをおびた声で、

The professor stared at me in silence for a few moments. When he finally spoke, there was a tremble in his voice.

「絵里子は、いまごろ火星へついているだろう。わしは絵里子に命じ、自分の研究力の足りないところを、火星へ調査にやったのだ。絵里子は一連の電波となって宇宙をとんでいったよ。わしはあまりに成功を急ぎすぎた。それがよくなかったのだ。君にも絵里子にもすまないことをした」

“Eriko should be arriving at Mars right around now. I sent her to Mars in order to investigate some things that I couldn’t complete here. She was converted to a series of electric signals and sent into space. But I was too eager for success. That was wrong of me. I did a terrible thing to both you and Eriko.”

　といって僕の前に頭を垂れた。

With that, the professor bowed his head low towards me.


The Mysterious Telescope

(奇妙な遠眼鏡)

Kyusaku Yumeno

(夢野久作)

　ある所にアア、サア、リイという三人の兄弟がありました。

Once, there were three brothers named Ah, Sah, and Lee.

　その中で三番目のリイは一番温柔しい児でしたが、ちいさい時に眼の病気をして、片っ方の眼がつぶっていましたので、二人の兄さんはメッカチメッカチとイジメてばかりおりました。

Of them, the youngest child Lee was the kindest, and at a young age had an illness that resulted in the loss of vision in one eye, making him the target of his older brothers who would always taunt him by saying, “One eye! One eye!”

　リイは外へ遊びに行っても、ほかの子供にやっぱしメッカチメッカチと笑われますので、いつもひとりポッチであそんでいましたが、感心なことに、どんなに笑われてもちっとも憤ったことがありませんでした。

Whenever Lee went to play outside, the other children would also laugh and call him, “One eye! One eye!”, so he always played by himself. But surprisingly no matter how much the boy was laughed at, he never got angry.

　ある時、三人の兄弟はお父さんとお母さんに連れられて、山一つ向うの町のお祭りを見に行きましたが、その時お父さんが、

One day, the three brothers were taken by their parents to visit a festival in a city on the other side of the mountain.

「今日は三人に一つずつオモチャを買ってやるから、何でもいいものを云ってみろ」

　と云われました。

“Today I will buy each of you a toy, so tell me what you would like,” said the father.

　アアは、

「何でも狙えばきっとあたる鉄砲がいい」

　と云いました。サアは、

“I want a rifle that will always hit its mark,” said Ah.

「何でも切れる刀が欲しい」

　と云いました。又リイは、

“I want a sword that will cut anything,” said Sah.

「どこでも見える遠眼鏡が欲しい」

　と云いました。

“I want a telescope that can see anything,” said Lee.

　これを聞いたお父さんとお母さんはお笑いになって、

Hearing this, the father and mother smiled.

「お前達の云うものはみんな六ヶしくてダメだ。それにアアのもサアのも、鉄砲だの刀だの、あぶないものばかりだ。そんなものを欲しがるものじゃない。リイを見ろ。一番ちいさいけれども温柔しいから、欲しがるものでもちっともあぶなくない。みんなリイの真似をしろ」

“The things that you ask for are impossible to obtain,” the father scolded the older boys. “Not to mention, the things that Ah and Sah are asking for, rifles and swords, are far too dangerous. You should never wish for such things. But look at Lee. He is very small, but because of his kindness the thing he desires is not dangerous. You two should follow his example.”

　と、兄さん二人が叱られてしまいました。そうして何も買ってもらえずに、只お祭りを見たばかりでお家へ連れて帰られました。

After that, the boys were taken home, having only watched the festival without being bought anything.

　アアとサアと二人の兄さんは大層口惜しがって、今夜リイをウンとイジめてやろうと相談をしましたが、リイはチャンときいて知っておりました。

Ah and Sah were very upset and made plans together to tease Lee severely but Lee heard them speaking and knew what was going to happen.

　その晩、兄弟三人は揃って、

「お父さんお母さん、お先へ……」

　と云って離れた室に寝ますと、間もなくアアとサアは起き上って、リイをつかまえて窓から外へ引ずり出して、そのまま窓をしめて寝てしまいましたが、リイは前から知っていましたから、声も出さずに兄さん達のする通りになっていました。

That night, right after the three boys said goodnight to their parents and laid down in their bedroom, Ah and Sah got out of bed, grabbed Lee and dragged him out the window, then closed the window and went back to bed. But Lee already knew what they were going to do, so he quietly went along with their plan.

　リイはそのまま窓の外の草原に立って、涙をポロポロこぼしながら東の方を見ていますと、向うの草山の方が明るくなって、黄色い大きなお月様がのぼって来ました。

Standing outside in the field beside his window with tears falling from his eyes, Lee gazed towards the east as a large, yellow moon rose and illuminated a grassy mountain in the distance.

　リイはこんな大きなお月様を見たのは生れて初めてでしたから、ビックリして泣きやんで見ておりますと、不意にうしろの方からシャガレた声で、

Surprised since he had never seen such a large moon before, Lee stopped crying and gazed at the moon, when a haggard voice suddenly called out from behind him.

「リイやリイや」

　と云う声がしました。

“Lee! My dear Lee!”

　リイはお月様を見ているところに不意にうしろから名前を呼ばれましたので、ビックリしてふり向きますと、そこには黒い三角の長い頭巾を冠り、同じように三角の長い外套を着た、顔色の青い、眼の玉の赤い、白髪のお婆さんが立っておりました。

Lee was surprised to hear his name unexpectedly called while he was looking at the moon, so he turned around. Standing before him was a white-haired old woman with red eyes and a pale face, wearing a long, black, triangle-shaped hood and a similarly long, black, triangle-shaped cloak.

　そのお婆さんはニコニコ笑いながら、外套の下から小さな黒い棒を出してリイに渡しました。そうしてリイの耳にシャガレた低い声でこういいました。

Grinning widely, the old woman took a tiny, black rod from beneath her cloak and passed it to Lee. Then she spoke quietly into Lee’s ears with her haggard voice.

「リイ、リイ、リイ

　片目のリイ

　この眼がね、眼にあてて

　息つめて、アムと云え

　すきなとこ、見られるぞ

Lee, Lee, Lee,

Lee with one eye

Hold your breath and say “Amu”

You will see what you desire

　リイ、リイ、リイ

　片目のリイ

　このめがね、眼に当てて

　すきなとこ、のぞいたら

　息つめて、マムと云え

　どこへでも、ゆかれるぞ

　アム、マム、ムニャムニャ」

Lee, Lee, Lee

Lee with one eye

Put this lens to your eye

When you see a place you desire

Hold your breath and say “Mamu”

You can go anywhere

Amu Mamu Munya Munya

　と云うかと思うと、暗い家の蔭に這入ってそのまま消え失せてしまいました。

But the next moment, the old woman slipped into the dark shadow of a building and disappeared.

　リイはビックリして立っておりましたが、やっと気がついて見ると、自分の手には一本の黒い棒をしっかりと握っております。

Lee stood frozen in shock for a while, but when he finally came to, his hand was tightly gripping a black rod.

　リイはいよいよ不思議に思いました。急いでその棒をお婆さんに返そうと思って、たった今お婆さんが消えて行った暗いところへ行きますと、そこは平たい壁ばかりで、お婆さんはどこへ行ったかわかりませんでした。

Lee was becoming more and more confused. He hurried towards the place where the old woman had just disappeared, intending to return the rod, but there was nothing except flat walls and no sign of where she went.

　リイはどうしようかと思いましたが、それと一所に今のお婆さんが云ったことを思い出しまして、ためしに黒い棒を片っ方の眼に当てて、向うの山の上のお月様をのぞいて、教わった通り、

「アム」

　と云って見ました。

He thought about what to do next, but at the same time he remembered the old woman’s words. Placing the black rod at his good eye, Lee stared through it at the Moon floating above a distant mountain and did as he had been instructed, saying “Amu!”

　リイはあんまり不思議なのに驚いて、棒を取り落そうとした位でした。

The boy was so surprised by what he saw that he nearly dropped the rod.

　お月様の世界がリイの眼の前に見えたのです。

Stretching before his eyes was the landscape of the moon.

　見渡す限り真白い雪のような土の上に、水晶のように透きとおった山や翡翠のようにキレイな海や川がありまして、銀の草や木が生え、黄金の実が生って、その美しさは眼も眩むほどです。その中に高い高い大きな大きな金剛石の御殿が建っていて、その中にあのお伽噺の中にある竜宮の乙姫様のような美しいお嬢さんがこちらの方を見て手招きをしております。

Dirt of pure white, like snow, extended as far as he could see, and above that were crystalline translucent mountains, lovely seas and rivers sparkling like jade, silvery grasses and trees bearing golden fruits––making a sight of dazzling beauty. In the middle of it all stood a massive, towering palace of diamond, and inside was a young woman of great beauty, just like the Dragon Princess in fairy tales, who was beckoning toward the boy.

　リイは急に行って見たくなりましたから、又教わった通り呼吸を詰めて、

「マム」

　と言って見ました。

Lee suddenly wanted to visit that palace, so once again he did as he was instructed by holding his breath and saying, “Mamu!”

　リイが遠眼鏡をのぞいて、「マム」と魔法の言葉を使いますと、向うに見えている月の世界のけしきがだんだん近寄って来ました。

When Lee looked through the telescope and said the magic word “Mamu!” the distant scenery of the Moon gradually approached him.

　宝石の身体に金銀の羽根を持った鳥や虫、または何とも云いようのない程美事な月の御殿の中の有り様や、そこに大勢の獣や鳥を連れて迎えに出て来た美しいお姫様の姿なぞが、ズンズン眼の前に近づいて来ました。

Jewel-bodied birds and bugs sporting silver or gold wings, the interior of a magnificent palace whose splendor could not be expressed in words, the beautiful figure of the princess who had come out to greet Lee, accompanied by various beasts and birds––all of these things rushed towards the boy, faster and faster.

　変だと思って遠眼鏡を眼から離しますと、これはどうでしょう。

But when the boy, thinking this was very strange, lowered the telescope from his eye, what do you think happened?

　リイはいつの間にか月の世界の真白な砂の上に立っておりまして、今までいた人間の世界は、向うに見える水晶の山の上にお盆のようにちいさくなって、紫色に美しく光っています。

Before he knew it, Lee was standing upon the pure white sand of the moon, and the world of the humans where he had been until now was visible above the distant, crystalline mountains, like a tiny dish that glittered purple.

　あんまり不思議なことばかり続くので、リイは肝を潰して立っていますと、そこへ最前の美しいお姫様が来まして、

Lee was standing in a daze, overwhelmed by the many strange things that had happened, when the beautiful princess approached him.

「まあリイさま、よく入らっしゃいました。最前からお待ちしておりました。私はこの月の世界の主人で月姫というもので御座います。どうぞゆっくり遊んで行って下さいまし」

“Lee, welcome to the Moon. I have been waiting for you for a very long time. I am the Moon Princess, the mistress of the Moon. I dearly hope you enjoy your time here.”

　と云ううちに、リイの手を取って月姫は御殿の中に連れて行って、いろんな御馳走をリイの前に並べました。

The moment she finished speaking, the princess took Lee by the hand and began leading him throughout the palace to see a wide array of foods.

　けれどもリイはその御馳走をたべようとはしませんでした。お父様やお母様や兄様たちにだまっておうちを出て月の世界に来たのですから、リイは心配で心配でたまらなくなりました。そうして又もや遠眼鏡を眼に当て、向うの水晶の山の上に見える人間の世界をのぞいて、息をつめて、

「アム」

　と云いました。

But Lee didn’t even try to eat any of the food. He was terribly worried after leaving his house and coming to the Moon without saying anything to his parents or siblings. So he raised the telescope to his good eye once more, gazed towards the world of humans now visible above the crystalline mountain in the distance, and held his breath.

“Amu!”

　そうすると又不思議です。

Then something strange happened again.

　一番初めに見えたのは、自分のうちに一番兄さんのアアと二番目の兄さんのサアが寝ている枕元に最前の魔法使いのお婆さんがあらわれて、アアには何にでもあたる鉄砲をやり、サアには何でも斬れる刀をやっているところです。

The very first thing he saw was the bed at home where his oldest sibling Ah and second oldest sibling Sah slept. There, the old witch from earlier appeared and presented Ah with a rifle that always hits its mark and Sah with a sword that cuts anything.

　二人の兄さんは望み通りのものを貰ったので、すぐ起き上って外へ飛び出して、王様のお城に行きまして、王様に家来にしてくれと頼みました。

Both of Lee’s brothers had received what they asked for, so they got out of bed immediately and rushed to the king’s castle, where they begged to be put into service for the king.

　王様は、二人の持っている不思議な宝物を見てたいそう感心をして、すぐに家来にしましたが、間もなく隣の国と戦争がはじまりますと、アアとサアは一番に飛び出して、アアは山の向うにいる敵の大将をたった一発で打ち倒しました。そのあとからサアが刀を抜いて、攻めて来る敵を片っぱしから刀も鎧も一打に切って切って切りまくりましたので、敵は大敗けに敗けて逃げてしまいました。

The king took great interest in the children when he saw the mysterious treasures in their possession and immediately made them servants, but soon after a war broke out with a neighboring country and Ah and Sah were the first ones to be sent to the battlefield, where Ah killed the enemy general on a distant mountain with a single shot of his rifle. After that Sah drew his sword and cut over and over, slicing through the incoming enemies’ armor and swords one at a time, forcing the enemy to retreat and accept a crushing defeat.

　その御褒美で、アアは王様の国を半分と一番目のお姫様を、サアはまた残りの半分と二番目のお姫様を貰って、二人共王様になり、お父様とお母様を半月宛両方へ呼んで、大威張りをしているところまで見えました。

In reward, Ah was given half of the kingdom and was permitted to marry the first princess, Sah was given the other half and was permitted to marry the second princess, and both became kings, with their parents being summoned to each of the countries every half-month by the arrogant siblings. Lee watched all this take place.

　リイはあんまり早くいろんなことがはじまって行くので眼がまわるように思いましたが、それでもこの様子を見て安心をしまして遠眼鏡を眼から離しますと、最前から傍で見ていた月姫はニッコリしながら、

Seeing everything flash by so quickly made Lee dizzy, but once his worries were put at ease the boy lowered the telescope from his eye to see the Moon Princess from earlier smiling at him.

「人間の世界を御覧になりましたか」

　と尋ねました。リイはだまってうなずきますと、月姫様はやはり笑いながら、

“Did you observe the world of the humans?” she asked. When Lee nodded silently, she smiled once again.

「あんまりいろんな事が早くかわって行くのでビックリなさったでしょう」

“Seeing everything flash by so quickly must have surprised you.”

「ハイ。夜が明けたかと思うともう日が暮れます。そうして暗くなったと思うとも夜が明けています。あれはどうしたわけでしょう」

“Yes. Just when I thought the day had broken, the sun began to sink. Then, just when I thought it was getting dark again, the day broke. What is happening?” Lee asked, wide-eyed.

　とリイは眼をまん丸にして尋ねました。

「それはこういうわけで御座います」

　と月姫様は云いました。

“This is the reason why,” said the princess.

「月の世界の一日は人間の世界の五万日になるのです。ですから、人間の世界の出来事を月の世界から見ると大変に早く見えるのです。もうあなたがその眼鏡を眼にお当てになってから、今までに三年ばかり経っているのですよ」

“One day on the Moon is equivalent to thirty thousand days on the world of humans. That’s why if you view the events of the world of humans from the moon, they appear to go by very quickly. Three years have already passed since you put that telescope to your eye.”

「エッ、三年にも……」

　とリイはビックリしました。しかしもうお父様やお母様も自分のことを忘れておいでになるだろう。そうして二人の兄さんたちに孝行をされて喜んでおいでになるだろうと思いましたから、いよいよ本当に安心をしました。

“What, three years…” said Lee in surprise. His mother and father had probably already forgotten about him. But the boy was truly relieved when he thought how his parents must have been very proud of his two brothers.

　そうして月の御殿に這入って、月姫と並んで腰をかけて、並んだ御馳走を食べましたが、そのおいしかったこと。それから鳥の歌、虫の音楽、獣の踊りなぞを見ましたが、そのおもしろかったこと……ほんとに月の世界はいいところだとリイは思いました。

Then he went inside the palace with the Moon Princess, sat down and ate of the many foods laid out. Oh, how delicious it all was! Then he enjoyed the songs of birds, the music of bugs, and the dances of beasts, what interesting performances these were! Lee thought that the Moon was indeed a wonderful place.

　そのうちにリイは又家のことを思い出しました。

Eventually Lee thought of his family again.

　自分はこんなに面白く遊んでいるが、うちの人はどうしているだろうと思いながら、眼鏡を眼に当ててみますと……大変なことが見えました。

While he was having such a delightful time here on the moon, what was his family doing? Wondering this as the boy raised the telescope to his eye…he beheld a surprising sight.

　リイが人間の世界を遠眼鏡でのぞいた時は、もうこの前見た時から三十年も経っておりましたので、リイのお父さんやお母さんも、それからアアとサアのお妃の父親の王様も死んでしまって、アアもサアも立派な鬚を生やした王様になっておりました。

When he viewed the world of the humans through the telescope this time, thirty years had already passed since the last time he saw them, and as a result Lee’s father and mother, as well as the parents of Ah’s and Sah’s wives had passed away, leaving Ah and Sah as kings with splendid beards.

　一番兄さんのアア王は今一本の手紙を書いて、弟のサア王の国へお使いに持たせてやっております。

His oldest brother King Ah penned a letter and had it sent to his brother King Sah via a messenger.

　その手紙にはこんなことが書いてありました。

The letter read as follows:

「おれとお前とはこの国を半分宛持っている。しかしおれはお前の兄さんだから、お前はおれの家来になって、お前の国をおれによこしてもいいと思う。そうすればお前はおれの一番いい家来にしてやる。けれどももしお前がイヤだと云うのなら、おれは何にでもあたる鉄砲を持っているから、ここからお前を狙って打ち殺してしまうぞ」

“Each of us owns half of this country. But since you are my younger brother, I think it would be good for you to become my servant and give me your half of the country. If you do that, I will make you my highest-ranking servant. But if you decline, I will shoot and kill you from here using my rifle that always hits its mark.”

　この手紙を見た弟のサアは大層怒りました。

Reading this letter made Sah very angry.

「いくら兄さんでも、半分宛わけて貰ったこの国を取り上げるようなことを云うのは乱暴だ。そんな兄さんの云うことは聴かなくてもよい。鉄の鎧を着ていればいくら鉄砲だってこわいことはない。今から兄さんと戦争をしてやろう」

“Even though you're my older brother, it’s unreasonable to talk about taking away the half of this country that was fairly given to me. I don’t have to listen to any brother who is talking like that. If I put on armor of steel I’ll have nothing to fear, even rifles. From this moment, I’m going to war with you.”

　と、すぐに家来に戦の用意をさせました。

Sah immediately had his servants begin preparing for war.

　このことをきいた兄さんのアア王は大層憤りまして、

Hearing this, Ah became very upset.

「おのれ、サア王の憎い奴め。兄貴の云うことをきかないで戦争の用意をするなんて憎い奴だ。それならこっちから戦争をしかけて滅茶滅茶負かしてやれ」

“King Sah, you detestable fool! Ignoring the suggestion of your older brother and preparing for war––you are truly a fool! In that case, I’ll start a war and utterly destroy you!”

　と云うので、すぐに兵隊を呼び集めました。

Saying this, he immediately began assembling his soldiers.

　アア王とサア王の妃はもともと姉さんと妹ですから、大変心配をしまして、いろいろに二人の王様の戦争の用意を止めようとしましたが、二人ともなかなか云うことをききません。

Being originally sisters, the wives of Ah and Sah were terribly worried and tried all sorts of things to stop the kings from preparing for war, but the kings would not listen to anything they said.

　二人のお妃は只泣くよりほかはありませんでした。

The queens could do nothing but weep.

　この有様を月の世界から見たリイは、月姫にこう云いました。

After watching all of this from the Moon, Lee spoke to the Moon Princess.

「私はこの戦争を止めに行かなければなりません。そうして二人の兄さんが一生涯戦争をしないようにしなければなりません」

“I must go and stop this war from occurring. And I must make sure that, for the rest of my life, my brothers do not go to war with one another.”

　月姫はこれをきいて、

After listening to what Lee had to say, the princess spoke.

「ほんとに早く止めて上げて下さいまし。二人のお姉様がお可哀想です。けれども、どうしてこんな大戦争をお止めになるのですか」

　と眼をまん丸にして尋ねました。

“Please go and quickly stop the war. I pity those two girls. But how will you stop such a great war?” she asked with eyes wide.

　リイはニッコリ笑いながら、

「まあ見ていて御覧なさい」

　と云ううちに又も遠眼鏡を眼に当てました。

Smiling, Lee said, “Well, just watch me!” and once again put the telescope to his eye.

　リイは遠眼鏡を眼に当てながら、一番兄さんの宝物の鉄砲はどこにあるかと思いながら、

Telescope pressed against his eye, Lee wondered where his oldest brother’s treasured rifle might be.

「アム」

　と云いますと、すぐに兄さんのアア王のお城の宝庫が見えました。

“Amu!” he said and in an instant the treasure of his brother’s castle appeared before him.

　その宝庫には強そうな兵隊がチャンと番をしておりまして、その庫の奥にある大きな鉄の宝箱の中に立派な鉄砲が一梃ちゃんと立てかけてありました。

In the treasury an imposing guard stood watch, and deep inside was a large chest that contained a magnificent rifle resting within.

　リイはそれを見つけると喜んですぐに、

「マム」

　と云いますと、もうその宝庫の中の宝箱の中の鉄砲のところへ来てしまいましたから、リイはその鉄砲を肩にかつぎました。

Delighted to find the rifle, the boy immediately said, “Amu!” and was teleported to where the rifle was inside the chest, so he grabbed it and carried it on his shoulder.

　それから今度は次の兄さんのサア王のお城の方を向いて、宝物の刀はどこにあるだろうと遠眼鏡をのぞきながら、

Next, he turned towards his brother King Sah’s castle and looked through the telescope while thinking about where the treasured sword might be.

「アム」

　と云いますと、やっぱりそのお城の宝庫の中の宝箱の中にチャンと蔵ってありましたから、すぐに、

「マム」

　と云うと、そこへ飛んで行ってその刀の紐を腰に結びつけました。

“Amu!” he said, and as he expected it was stored inside a chest inside his castle’s treasury. So he immediately said, “Mamu!” and teleported there, tying the sword’s strap to his belt.

　リイはそれからアア王とサア王の国の境目にある一番高い山の上に遠眼鏡の魔法で飛んで行って、そこの岩に腰をかけて、遠眼鏡で二人の兄さんのお城のようすを見ていました。

Then Lee used his magic to jump to the top of the tallest mountain that sat on the boundary between the kingdoms of King Ah and King Sah, sat on a large rock there, and used his telescope to observe what was happening in their castles.

　二人の兄さんはそんなことは知りません。両方とも有りたけの兵隊をみんな集めて戦の用意をしてしまいますと、家来を呼んで、

But the brothers knew nothing about this. After gathering every single of their soldiers and preparing for war, they each summoned their servants and said:

「あの宝の鉄砲を持って来い」

“Go and get my treasured rifle!”

「あの宝の刀を持って来い」

“Go and get my treasured sword!”

　と云いつけました。

　両方の家来は宝庫の中の宝の箱を開いて見ますと、どちらも宝物が無くなっていますので、肝を潰して、

But when the servants in both kingdoms tried to open up the chests in their treasuries, they found the treasured items were missing, and the servants were utterly shocked.

「お宝物の鉄砲が無くなっております」

“Your treasured rifle is missing!”

「お宝物の刀が無くなっております」

“Your treasured sword is missing!”

　と青くなって両方の王様に言いました。

Each servant said to their king with a distressed look.

　両方の王様も青くなってしまいました。それは大変と、てんでに宝庫に駈け付けて調べて見ますと、番兵も庫の鍵もチャンとしていながら、中の刀と鉄砲だけ無くなっています。そうしてもとの鉄砲と刀とあったところに、どちらにも、

Both kings also looked distressed. Each of the kings ran to check the treasuries for himself, but despite the guard being properly on watch, and the door being properly locked, the sword and rifle were no longer inside. On the places where the items had been was a scrap of paper written with the following message:

「お宝物はリイがいただいてまいりました。リイは国の境目の高い山の上にお待ちしております」

“Lee has taken possession of your treasure. He is waiting for you at the top of the tall mountain on the border.”

　と書いた紙片が置いてありました。

　両方の兄さんたちは憤るまいことか、

Both brothers could not help but be angered by this and said, “Well then, it looks that my brother Lee has become a skilled thief. Surround the mountain, capture Lee, and return my treasured item!”

「さては弟のリイは泥棒の名人になったと見える。あの高い山を取り巻いて、リイを引っ捕えて宝物を取りもどせ」

　と云うので、両方の国の兵隊が両方からその山をぐるりと取り巻いて、ズンズン攻めのぼって来ました。

Thus the soldiers from each of the kingdoms circled around the mountain and began to quickly work their way up it.

　ところがその山の絶頂まで攻めのぼって来るうちにすっかり日が暮れてしまいましたので、二人の兄さんは両方ともリイが逃げはしまいかと心配していましたが、間もなく東の方からまん丸いお月様がのぼって来ましたので、その月の光りでやっとわかった山道をズンズン登って山の絶頂に来ますと、そこにある高い岩の上に不思議にも昔のままの子供の姿のリイが刀と鉄砲を持って立っておりました。

However, night fell as they were working their way up towards the peak, and both brothers worried that Lee might escape, but a moment later the disc-shaped Moon rose up from the east. After continuing up the mountain on a path that was barely visible in the moonlight and reaching the peak they found Lee, standing upon a large rock holding the sword and the rifle, looking strangely like he did when he was only a young child.

　兄さんのアア王と弟のサア王はこれを見ると、

Seeing this, King Ah and King Sah gave orders to their soldiers.

「それ、あいつを弓で射ち殺せ」

“Shoot him to death with your bows!”

「刀でたたき殺せ」

“Strike him to death with your swords!”

　と云いましたので、両方の兵隊は一時に岩の下へ突貫して来ました。

Hearing this, the soldiers of both armies rushed at once up the rock.”

　リイは攻め寄せる兵隊を見てニコニコ笑いました。右手に刀、左手に鉄砲をさし上げて、

Lee looked at the incoming soldiers and smiled. Then he spoke, raising the sword in his right hand and the rifle in his right.

「みんな音なしくしろ。音なしくしないとこの鉄砲と刀とで一人も残らず殺してしまうぞ」

　と云いました。

“Everyone, stop and listen to what I have to say. If you do not, I will kill each and every one of you with this sword and rifle.”

　これを見ると、今までワイワイと勢よく攻めのぼって来た兵隊は、皆一時にドンドン逃げ出してしまって、あとにはただ二人のお兄さん、アア王とサア王とだけが残りました。

Seeing this, the soldiers who had vigorously attacked their way up the mountain all began to run away, leaving only the two brothers, King Ah and King Sah.

　リイは二人の兄さんに向って岩の上からこう云いました。

From upon the large rock, Lee spoke to his brothers.

「お二人のお兄さま、おききなさい。あなたがたはなぜそんなに喧嘩をなさるのですか」

“My brothers, please listen to what I have to say. Why have you quarreled amongst each other to such a great degree?”

　二人のお兄さんはこれをきくと恥かしくなって、岩の下で顔を見合わせて真赤になりました。

The two brothers were embarrassed by this and could only stare at one another at the bottom of the rock, their faces turning bright red.

　リイは又こう云いました。

Lee spoke again.

「お二人がえらくおなりになったのは、この鉄砲と刀のおかげです。けれども又こんなに喧嘩をなさるのも、この鉄砲と刀があるからです。お二人が仲よくさえなされば、この鉄砲も刀もいらぬ物ですから私がいただいてまいります」

“Both of you rose to success because of this sword and this rifle. But your quarrels are also caused by these things. If you two get along then there is no need for these items, and so I will keep them in my possession.”

　と云ううちに、東の方に向って遠眼鏡でお月様をのぞきながら、

「アム」

「マム」

　と一時に云いました。

The next moment Lee turned to face east and gazed at the Moon through his telescope.

“Amu!”

“Mamu!”

　そうすると、見るみるうちにリイの足は岩の上から離れて、刀と鉄砲を荷いだまま月の世界の方へ飛んでゆきました。

As he watched, the stone at his feet grew distant and he zoomed across space towards the Moon, carrying the sword and rifle on his shoulders.

　月の世界では月姫がリイを待っておりまして、

「よくお帰りになりました」

On the surface of the Moon the princess was waiting for Lee, and when he arrived she came out to see him.

“Welcome back.”

　とお迎えに出て来ましたが、見るとリイの眼はいつの間にか両方とも開いておりましたので、月姫は又ビックリして、

But when she looked at the boy she was surprised to see both of his eyes were open.

「まあ。あなたの眼が両方とも開いていますよ」

“Oh my, both of your eyes are open!”

　と云いました。リイもこれを聞くとやっと気がつきまして、

Hearing this, Lee finally realized this for himself.

「ヤア。ホントに。これは不思議だ。これは大かた今まで自分ひとりで遊んでいたのに、今度はお兄さんたちの仲直りをさせたので、神様がごほうびに開いて下すったのでしょう」

“Wow, this is truly mysterious. Until now I have been mostly playing alone, but since I helped make my brothers become friends again, god must have healed my bad eye as a reward.”

「ほんとにそうでございましょう。おめでとう御座います。さあお祝いにみんなで遊びましょう」

　と大喜びで遊びはじめました。

“That must be what happened. Congratulations! Well then, let us all enjoy ourselves in celebration!” the princess said joyfully and began to rejoice.

　山の上の岩の根本に残った二人の兄さんは、リイが天に飛び上って、お月様の方に行ってしまったのでビックリして抱き合いました。そうしてこんな事を約束しました。

After seeing Lee rise into the heavens and travel to the Moon, the two brothers remaining at the base of the stone embraced each other in shock. Then they made the following promise.

「リイは神様になった。そうして月の世界からいつも私たちのすることを見ているに違いない。そうして私たちがわるいことをしたら、すぐにあの鉄砲で撃ったり、あの刀で斬ったりするに違いない。だからこれから仲よくしよう」

“Lee has become a god. He must be always watching everything we do from the Moon. And the moment he sees us commit a bad deed, he will surely shoot us with that rifle or cut us down with that sword. For that reason let us do our best to get along together.”

　二人はそれから別々にお城へ帰りますと、ほんとうに仲よく暮らしました。

After that, the two brothers returned to their respective castles and got along genuinely well.

　みなさんがわるいことをなすった時も、リイはあの月の世界から遠眼鏡で見ているかも知れません。

Now when anyone commits a bad deed, Lee may indeed be watching from the Moon with his telescope.
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