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The Genji Restoration

Matthew Weiss

	1. The grand ladies were now reminded of how sympathetic and unassuming she had been. It was for just such an occasion, they remarked to one another, that the phrase 'how well one knows' had been invented (7).

2. He (the emperor) had become addicted to illustrations by the emperor Uda for 'The Song of Everlasting Sorrow' and to poems by Ise and Tsurayuki on that subject, and to Chinese poems as well (12).

3. There are limits to the powers of the most gifted artist. The Chinese lady in the paintings did not have the luster of life. Yang Kuei-fei was said to have resembled the lotus of the Sublime Pond, the willows of the Timeless Hall. No doubt she was very beautiful in her Chinese finery. When he tried to remember the quiet charm of his lost lady, he found that there was no color of flower, no song of bird, to summon her up. Morning and night, over and over again, they had repeated to each other the lines from “The Song of Everlasting Sorrow (12).

4. I need not speak of his accomplishments in the compulsory subjects, the classics and the like. When it came to music his flute and koto made the heaven echo--but to recount all his virtues would, I fear, give rise to a suspicion that I distort the truth (14).

5. As he sat in the lamplight leaning against an armrest, his companions almost wished that he were a woman. Even the 'highest of the high' might seem an inadequate match for him (24).

6. We are all pursing the ideal and failing to find it (30).

7. A misquoted poem for every occasion (40).

8. The moon still bright in the dawn sky added to the beauty of the morning. The sky, without heart itself, can at these times be friendly or sad, as the beholder sees it (45).

9. A pretty little page boy, especially decked out for the occasion, it would seem, walked out among the flowers. His trousers wet with dew, he broke of a morning glory for Genji. He made a picture that called out to be painted (63).
10. All very sad. In a life itself like the morning dew, what could he desire so earnestly? (68).
11. “That is only natural,...but it is the way of the world. Parting is always sad. Our lives must end, early or late. Try to put your trust in me.” He comforted her with the usual homilies, but presently his real feelings came out. “Put your trust in me—when I fear I have not long to live myself.” He did not after all seem likely to be much help. (77).
12. He had lost weight, but emaciation only made him handsomer (78).
13. He knew how painful a secret love can be. I had hoped, out of deference to him, to conceal these difficult matters; but I have been accused of romancing, of pretending that because he was the son of an emperor he had no faults. Now, perhaps, I shall be accused of having revealed too much (83).
14. He thought he saw a resemblance. Perhaps they were mother and daughter...And a sudden realization brought him close to tears: the resemblance to Fujitsubo, for whom he so yearned, was astonishing...He was beginning to make plans: the child must stand in the place of the one whom she so resembled (87-9).
15. There was no one quite like her...In that fact was his undoing: he would be less a prey to longing if he could in her even a trace of the ordinary (98).

16. It was just such a spot that the old romancers chose for their most moving scenes (114).

17. The days and months passed, and the little prince was becoming the mirror image of Genji. Though Fujitsubo was in constant terror, it appeared that no one had guessed the truth. How, people asked, could someone who was not Genji yet be handsome as Genji? They were, Genji and the little prince, like the sun and moon side by side in the heavens (149).
18. How then did it go the rounds and presently reach me? (151).
19. How nice if we could always be like this (170).
20. It was in a faint hand which seemed to him--his imagination, perhaps--to suggest deep and mysterious things (176).
21. We do not often find in this world that the actuality is better than the anticipation, but it was Genji's nature to be drawn to retiring women (176).
22. She had trusted him, she had quite entwined herself about him. It had been inexcusably careless of her (183).

23. Perhaps because their feelings were in such a tumult, they found the poems they might have exchanged were eluding them (188).
24. The words with which he sought to comfort her were so subtle and clever that I am unable to transcribe them, but she was unmoved (196).
25. The princes made offerings and Genji seemed far handsomer than any of his brothers. It may be that I remark too frequently upon the fact, but what am I to do when it strikes me afresh each time I see him? (205).
26. “What a splendid gentleman he has become,” sobbed one of the old women, “Back in the days when everything was going his way, when the whole world seemed to be his, we used to hope that something would come along to jar him just a little from his smugness. But now look at him, so calm and sober and collected. There is something about him when he does the smallest little thing that tugs at a person's heart. It's all too sad” (208).
27. As the rhymes became more difficult even the erudite professors were sometimes at a loss, and Genji would dazzle the assembly by coming up with a solution which had eluded them (209).

28. There seem to have been numerous other poems; but Tsurayaki has warned that it is in bad taste to compose under the influence of alcohol and that results are not likely to have much merit, and so I did not trouble myself to write them down (210).
29. She let it be known that she did not want to be left behind, however forbidding the journey and life at the end of it...Fujitsubo, though always worried about rumors, wrote frequently. It struck him as bitterly ironical that she had not returned his affection earlier, but he told himself that a fate which they had shared from other lives must require that they know the full range of sorrows (220).
30. I have no doubt that there were many fine passages in the letters with which he saddened the lives of his many ladies, but, grief-stricken myself, I did not listen as carefully as I might have (220).
31. Weeping softly, Genji whispered to himself, not precisely by way of reply: "There on the shore, the salt burners' fires await me. / Will their smoke be as the smoke of Toribe Moor? Is this the parting at dawn we are always hearing of? No doubt there are those who know." “I have always hated the word 'farewell,'” said Saisho, whose grief seemed quite unfeigned. “And our farewells today are unlike any other.” (222).
32. If he had not known before, Genji knew now that the human race is not perfect (229).
33. “I envy the waves,” he whispered to himself. It was a familiar poem, but it seemed new to those who heard him, and sad as never before (230).
34. Genji was of course sorry to hear it; but since I am not capable of recording the whole of the long conversation, I should perhaps refrain from recording any part of it (244).
35. Genji thought he could see something of himself in the rather large doll being cast off to sea, bearing away sins and tribulations (245).
36. (Genji's) openness delighted the old man, who talked on and on – and became rather tiresome, I fear. In my impatience I may have allowed inaccuracies to creep in, and exaggerated his eccentricities (258).
37. He did not want to do anything that would make her unhappy, and he spent his nights alone. He sent sketchbooks off to her, adding poems calculated to provoke replies. No doubt her women were delighted with them; and when the sorrow was too much for her (and as if by thought transference) she too would make sketches and set down notes which came to resemble a journal (264).
38. She fell silent, weeping softly, and a rather conventional poem seemed to say a great deal (266).
39. "You will have three children," a fortuneteller had once told him. "Two of them are certain to become emperor and empress. The least of the three will become chancellor, the most powerful man in the land." The whole of the oracle seemed by way of coming true (273).

40. He made the usual points (one wondered that they came so effortlessly) as he sought to comfort her (280).

41. Leaving Sumiyoshi, he made excursions to other famous places in the region and had grand and solemn lustrations performed on the seven strands of Naniwa. "The waves of Naniwa," he said to himself (though with no real thought, one may imagine, of throwing himself in) as he looked out over the buoys (284).

42. Though her mansion fell into deeper ruin, she resolutely clung to her treasures, and insisted on living as she always had. The world seemed darker and darker, and she wept and wept, and her nose was as if someone had affixed a bright berry to it. As to her profile, only someone with more than ordinary affection for her could have borne to look at it. But I shall not go into the details. I am a charitable person, and would not wish for the world to seem malicious (295).

43. Though no one has asked me to do so, I should like to describe the surprise of the assistant viceroy's wife at this turn of events, and Jiju's pleasure and guilt. But it would be a bother and my head is aching; and perhaps--these things do happen, they say--something will someday remind me to continue the story (302).

44. The assembly, Prince Hotaru and the rest, fell silent, trying to hold back tears. They had pitied him and thought of themselves as suffering with him; and now they saw how it had really been. They had before their eyes the bleakness of those nameless strands and inlets" (315).

45. But there was painting. I was the merest dabbler, and yet there were times when I felt a strange urge to do something really good. Then came my years in the provinces and leisure to examine that remarkable seacoast. All that was wanting was the power to express what I saw and felt, and that is why I have kept my inadequate efforts from you until now (315).

46. There would seem to have been poems and poems, but I did not have the patience to set them all down. I could have enjoyed a millennium of Genji's company, however, so serene and sure did he seem (329).

47. The emperor would have liked to question Omyobu; but somehow to bring her into this newest secret seemed a disservice to his mother and the secret she had guarded so long and so well. He thought of asking Genji, as if by way of nothing at all, whether his broad knowledge of history included similar examples, but somehow the occasion did not present itself. He pursued his own studies more diligently, going through voluminous Chinese and Japanese chronicles. He found great numbers of such irregularities in Chinese history, some of which had come to the pubic notice and some of which had not. He could find none at all in Japanese history--but then perhaps there had been secrets as well guarded as this one (343).

48. There really was no one else like him (350).

49. It could not have been called a very interesting or encouraging reply, but he was unable to put it down. Perhaps it was elegance of the handwriting, on soft gray-green paper, that so held him. Sometimes, in an exchange of this sort, one is deluded by rank or an elegant hand into thinking that everything is right, and afterwards, in attempting to describe it, made to feel that it was not so at all. It may be that I have written confidently and not very accurately (351).

50. Such encounters as the one from which he had just emerged were held by the world to be inept examples of something or other (355).

51. I remember a winter when they made a snow mountain for your aunt, the late empress. There was nothing remarkable about it, but she had a way of making the smallest things seem remarkable (357).

52. She had tried very hard, it seemed, to do penance for her sins, but perhaps the gravest of them had remained with her. The thought that there are laws in these matters filled him with a sadness almost unbearable (359).

53. And that I have no more poems to set down--is it because, the occasion being a formal one, the flagons did not make the complete rounds? Or is it that our scrivener overlooked some of them (381). 

54. I shall omit the details. Even a partial account of a most ordinary ceremony in such a house can be tedious at the hands of an incompetent narrator (516).

55. On bright, bold papers made by the provisioner for our own royal court Genji had jotted down poems in a whimsical cursive style, the bold abandon of which was such as to make the prince fear that all the other manuscripts must seem at best inoffensive (519).

56. It was when he had little else to do that he offered such advice (521). 

57. The melancholy and moving details were innumerable, but I fear that they would clutter my story (549).

58. You must listen only to yourself and let matters take their course. Do not start imagining things, and do not torture yourself with empty jealousies (550). 

59. They (women) all had their ways, and none was enormously superior to the others. There were as many sorts of women as there were women (559).

60. Calligraphy was her great comfort when she was in low spirits. She would take up a brush and jot down old poems as they came to her, and the unhappiness in them would speak to her very directly (564).

61. It was her power of constant renewal that most filled him with wonder (564).

62. That the friendship of the first generation should be repeated in the second told of very close ties from other worlds (566).

63. We have all read romances which list every gift and offering at such affairs, but I am afraid that they rather bore me; nor am I able to provide a complete guest list (568).

64. And Genji was still the shining Genji. Again there were screens for the four seasons...the superscriptions, by the emperor himself, were superb. (Or did they so dazzle because one knew from whose hand they had come?) (569).
65. Natal ceremonies should be familiar enough that I need not go into the details (572).
66. From the next day I began to have ambitions of which I should not have been worthy. I began to wonder what the extraordinary dream could signify for one like myself (573).
67. She thought of little things that had happened over the years, things that could have meant nothing to anyone else, and her longing for her father was intense. She would not see him again. She now understood: he had put his faith in a dream as the true and sacred word. It had become an obsession, and a source of great unhappiness and embarrassment for the lady herself. She had feared at times that she might go mad--and now she saw that the cause of it all was one insubstantial dream(575). 
68. The wise ones of the world have always taken it upon themselves to see that we are aware of pretense (579).

69. He was afraid that he was being rather silly. But he had his cat. (589).

70. There were countless others, but what purpose would be served by setting them all down? Each courtier thinks on such occasions that he has outdone all his rivals--but is it so? One poem celebrating the thousand years of the pine is very much like another (595).

71. It is true...that on an autumn night there is sometimes not a trace of a shadow over the moon and the sound of a koto or a flute can seem as high and clear as the night itself. But the sky can have a sort of put-on look about it, like an artificial setting for a concert, and the autumn flowers insist on being gazed at. It is all too pat, too perfect. But in the spring--the moon comes through a haze and a quiet sound of flute joins it in a way that is not possible in the autumn (603).

72. In the old chronicles there are stories of musicians who moved the moon and the stars and brought unseasonable snows and frosts and conjured up tempests and thunders. In our day there is scarcely anyone who has even mastered the whole of the written lore, and the full possibilities are enormous. So little these days seems to make even a beginning--because the Good Law is in its decline, I suppose (604-5).


73. As always when he was away, Murasaki had her women read stories to her. In the old stories that were supposed to tell what went on in the world, there were men with amorous ways and women who had affairs with them, but it seemed to be the rule that in the end the man settled down with one woman. Why should Murasaki herself live in such uncertainty? (609).

74. But someone else whispered: "It does not do to be too beautiful and virtuous. You do not live long. 'Nothing in this world would be their rival,' the poet said. He was talking about cherry blossoms, of course, but it is so with her too (619).

75. A man does not have the thousand years of pine, and he wanted to go now, while there were still those who might mourn for him a little... (636).

76. But so often in his life thoughts about predestination had failed to make actual events more acceptable (660).

77. The solemn tone of the Japanese koto, the melody which the one now gone had so earnestly taught her, were as they had always been, and yet there was something chilling, almost menacing in them (662). 

78. The melody is as it always was. / The voice that mourn are inexhaustible" (662).

79. Yes, thought Yugiri, his father had always been ready with good advice. And how would Genji himself have behaved in the same circumstances? (666).

80. Murasaki had seen to the most essential provisions, robes for the seven officiants and the like. There were all of brocade, and people with an eye for such things could see that every detail, the most inconspicuous seam of a surplice, for instance, was of unusually fine workmanship. I feel compelled to touch upon very small details myself (670).

81. The poetry, in Chinese and Japanese, was uniformly interesting and evocative, but I have fallen into an unfortunate habit of passing on but a random sampling of what I have heard, and shall say no more. The Chinese poems were read as dawn came over the sky, and soon afterwards the visitors departed (674).

82. No, what you must do is strengthen yourself in the faith and pray that the flames are extinguished. I have had the same wishes, and still the days have gone purposelessly by, and the quiet for which I long seems very far away. In the quiet I could add prayers for her to prayers for myself, and these delays seem very foolish.' So they talked of a world which, for all its trials and uncertainties, is not easy to leave" (675).

83. The weed-choked path to the city resembled his thoughts (683).

84. The romances tell us of daughters who keep secrets from their parents even when the whole world knows, but the possibility did not occur to the princess (683). 

85. We cannot know that we will meet in another world, and we cannot be sure that we will recognize each other if we meet again in this one (686).

86. Though he was not an emotional man, what he had seen of the house and its occupants so moved him that he was at first unable to speak. Generalizations about the evanescence of things were suddenly particular and immediate (693).

87. Coolly he dashed off a reply. 'I do not know the answer to your question. / The dew does not rest long upon the leaves. My feelings are for the world in general.' She wished he might be a little more communicative. It was not the fleeting dews that worried her. (695). 

88. A stag bayed plaintively, and the roar of a waterfall was as if meant to break in upon sad thoughts. Insect songs, less insistent, among the brown grasses, seemed to say that they must go but did not know where...The sights and sounds of autumn, ordinary enough, but recast by the occasion and the place into a melancholy scarcely to be borne (695).
89. He had always thought that there was something wrong with a man who could lose his sense over a woman, and here he was doing it himself. How strange it was, and how extremely painful. He tried to shake himself back into sanity, but without success (699).

90. We have heard of sages whose wisdom does not include themselves (705).
91. One hears of people who in desperation throw themselves into the deep. Think of it as a simile: my love is a deep pool into which you may throw yourself (707). 

92. Lying down among the children, he surveyed the confusion he had managed to create in both houses. The Second Princess must be utterly bewildered. What man is his right mind could think these affairs interesting or amusing? He had had enough of them (710).
93. She was almost never up for a whole day, and today she was back in bed again. These were the familiar faces, the people who had gathered over the years. They had delighted her one last time with flute and koto. Some had meant more to her than others. She gazed intently at the most distant of them and thought that she could never have enough of those who had been her companions at music and the other pleasures of the seasons (715). 
94. Her beauty, as if in untroubled sleep, emptied words like 'peerless' of all content. He almost wished that the spirit which seemed about to desert him might be given custody of the unique loveliness before him (719).
95. He had made his way ahead in the world as if he had not learned the lesson (720).
96. Look down upon me from your cloudy summit, / Upon the dying autumn which is my world (722).

97. I have always had everything...That was the station in life I was born to. Yet it has always seemed that I was meant for sad things too. I have often wondered whether the Blessed One was not determined to make me see more than others what a useless, insubstantial world it was. I pretended that I did not see the point, and now as my life comes to a close I know the ultimate in sorrow. I see and accept my own inadequacies and the disabilities I brought with me from other lives. There is nothing, not the slenderest bond, that still ties me to the world. No, that is not true: there are you who seem so much nearer than when she was alive. It will be very hard to say goodbye (724-5). 
98. Yugiri wished that his father were not forever gazing up into the sky as if looking for someone there (730). 
99. It was Genji's first appearance in public. He was handsomer than ever, indeed almost unbelievably handsome. For no very good reason, they holy man was in tears (734).
100. The shining Genji was dead, and there was no one quite like him. It would be irrelevant to speak of the Reizei emperor (735).
101. Kaoru was a different sort of young man. He already knew what an empty, purposeless world it is, and was reluctant to commit himself any more firmly that seemed quite necessary (740). 
102. The heart of a man who, though still in this world, was in all other respects a saint--to what might it be likened (780)?
103. He was not, perhaps, among the completely enlightenment, but people of birth and culture have their own insights into the nature of things (783).

104. The sadness of these lives poured in upon him, of the isolation enforced by heavy mountain mists. They were lives into which the whole gamut of sorrows had entered, he thought, and he thought too that he understood why they preferred to live in seclusion (790).

105. Old poems, they could see, had much to say about the unchanging human heart (822).

106. Do you know what I would like? To be as we are now. To look out at the flowers and the moon, and be with you. To spend out days together, talking of things that do not matter (828). 

107. "This 'fate' you speak of is not easy to grasp, and I cannot pretend to know much about it. I only know that 'tears block off the unknown way ahead.' It is a nightmare, trying to guess what you mean to do next. If people choose to remember my sister and me as some sort of case in point, I am sure it will be to add us to the list of ridiculous women who are always turning up in old stories (840).

108. It was an ordinary poem, showing, however, traces of her agitation. He was touched. He thought he could see in it honest and unaffected feelings (844).

109. The more interesting passages from the Chinese poems were intoned over and over again, and there were a great many Japanese poems as well, inspired by the place and the season; but is anything really original likely to emerge from drunken revelry? The smallest fragment would do injury to my story, I fear, if I were to write it down (854).

110. Her attendants had withdrawn in embarrassment. A most curious thing to say, though the princess herself. She did not answer. Her manifest and quiet proper discomfort reminded him that the recipient of the old poem had replied in a somewhat inviting manner (857).

111. It was so trite and perfunctory, just one more allusion to tear-soaked sleeves (860).

112. The road was long and it led through precipitous mountains. She had been deeply resentful of Niou's neglect, but now she began to see why his visits had been infrequent (882).

113. Did no man escape the pangs of love? It was a question that brought its own answer (893).

114. "The mountain village is lonely" -- you know the poem they are all so fond of. I never quite saw what it meant. And here I am now, longing for just such a quiet place, away from all this, and I cannot have it" (893).

115. To one who knew the wild winds from the mountains of Uji, the pine breeze here was gentleness itself; but tonight she would have preferred the wind through those oaks...So it is that ancient miseries cease to be real (899).

116. To Nakanokimi herself, this sudden event was the more shocking for the fact that she had begun to take his affection for granted. She had wondered, reading old romances, why women were always fretting at such length over these little problems. They seemed very remote. Now she saw the the pain could be real (902).

117. But enough: why should I describe the arrangements with which everyone is perfectly familiar (903)?

118. Why is it--because the pleasure the eye takes in are the best, perhaps--that old romances seem to give these lively events first priority? But we are always being told that not even they manage to get in all the details (904).

119. For him (Niou) 'cold' signified nothing more piercing than the touch of dew, and life was a gay parade of style and elegance (913).

120. I have been telling myself that I would go to the far corners of the earth for a glimpse of someone who resembled your dead lady even a little (921).

121. Torches were lighted. Even guest, as he placed his poem upon the lectern, seemed more pleased with himself than the one before. Sure that the poems would be of the usual trite and fusty sort, I did not think I would trouble myself to write them down; but I do seem to have made note of a few after all, by way of remembering the occasion. (I must warn that rank bears little relation to performance as a poet.)...I may have made mistakes in transcribing certain of these attempts at poetry, but can give assurance that none was conspicuous for its originality (930-1).

122. The lieutenant was not at all unhappy, though he thought it somewhat provincial to talk to buying a ministry (942).

123. Daughter of a region where one heard only the twang of the bow, Jiju was entranced. It was the mark of her want of culture that her delight should be so unconditional, and take no account of such matters as the proper color of a fan, and what it told of a noble lady's boudoir. By why, he was asking himself, had he chosen that particular poem from all the poems he knew? (971).

124. Used to Kaoru's quiet ways, she now found herself with a gentleman who proclaimed himself incapable of tolerating a moment's separation. This must be the sort of thing people meant when they spoke of love (982).

125. "'Does she await me?" he said to himself, able somehow to infuse even such tiny, disjointed fragments of poetry with sudden life (990).

126. He sent of a long letter in which he set down his thoughts as they came to him...His hand was if anything more interesting the less care he took with it (995). 

127. She longer to see her mother again, and even her ill-favored brothers and sisters, who were seldom on her mind. And she thought of Nakanokimi. Suddenly, indeed, the people she would like to see once more seemed to form troops and battalions (1010).

128. Niou looked at his friend (Kaoru) again, this time more affectionately, as at a memento (1019).

129. Her sisters had died so young, no doubt because they had both of them been of a too introspective nature (1021).

130. "...please look at me as a memento of sorts..." (1027).

131. He held the new robe for her to slip into. Her trousers were scarlet, as her sister's had been, and, like her sister's, her hair fell in long, thick cascades. But not one of us is like any other. The effect was very different... Some men find comfort in pictures, and his princess should have afforded far more comfort than any picture. He permitted himself a sigh (1032).

132. His thoughts jumped to Nakanokimi, and presently the jumble of longing and resentment and frustration began to seem ridiculous even to him; and so he moved on to the third Uji sister, who had died such a terrible death (1035).

133. I fear that the ones who have no good cause to answer are the ones with all the answers. Isn't that the unfortunate way of the world? Do you know what I mean? (1037).

134. He might have enjoyed a try at nocturnal wandering himself, to beguile the long, sleepless nights; but such adventures were alien to his nature (1039).

135. She was assailed by intense loneliness, like a castaway on a foreign shore. Vague, ill-formed images floated up from the past, but she could not remember where she had lived or who she was (1050). 

136. They were far from as withdrawn and unworldly as she would have wished, and the youthful zest with which they turned out bad poetry did nothing to restore her composure (1059).

137. Are you so clean that his very words will soil you? (1064).

138. She watched the women at work preparing clothes--in memory of herself! She said not a word about the strangeness of it all (1077).

139.  You remember your dead sister well enough to recognize her, I suppose? (1085).

140. Possibly I have given away my own soul, if that is what you wish to call it, and borrowed someone else's...I can't make myself try to remember (1087-8).

141. It would seem that, as he examined the several possibilities, a suspicion crossed his mind: the memory of how he himself had behaved in earlier days made him ask whether someone might be hiding her from the world (1090).
	1. That is, after the death of Genji's mother. Life is a series of occasions; even before these occasions begin, the words appropriate for these occasions have already been invented (how well one knows, after the fact). It is the nature of our lives to connect up what we know with what we experience. When does the word come at the same instant as the experience, and not in hindsight?

2. Already at the beginning of the novel: illustrations, pictures, and resemblances. Always after the fact, we return to the stories which we knew, but until now did not know were ours.

3. The emperor begins a series of repetitions that takes us to Genji, to Yugiri, to Kaoru, and to Niou. Each in their way tries to hold onto the past by means of replacements; for all the subtlety of art, nothing is sufficient. The emperor holds onto the poem, which is also a memento. In the poem, the story can be revisited again and again; the poem is always there.

4. Whose accomplishments? Genji's. Murasaki knows that her own descriptions of him are hollow; words are merely conventional before they are filled in by experience, in this case, that of the novel.

5. During the conversation on the rainy night. As his companions look at Genji, words they've heard come to mind, but they know no one would believe them.

6. This is what To no Chujo says about women. What is the ideal? Is it that which was spoken about in the tradition, or is it something new and unfamiliar?

7. Murasaki's aside on gossip. Poems are misquoted when nothing is memorable about them but their genre, at least as far as the gossip is concerned.

8. The poems in the Tale of Genji are merely hints; this is why they are so often misunderstood. The ideal poem is the most subtle one, the one that leaves the most to be understood. In this way, one may finally solve the problem of repetition, which is the nature of this world; the ideal poem only can be written when everyone understands everything already, and therefore, the ideal poem is an allusive silence. How can this be? One may merely point to the sky, in order to make perfect sense.
9. And yet, at times to point is not enough, and the world seems to demand its own representation. But what, really, is to be gained here?
10. Genji sees a man making obeisance to a Buddha, “repeatedly and with much difficulty.” The statement is ironic: enlightenment is the cessation of desire. And yet, what right does Genji have to use the phrase, "life...like the morning dew?"
11. Genji's first lady, Evening Faces has died, and he is in  the "bleakest despair." Nevertheless, he comforts her servant. Why is it that the usual homilies always come first? The servant is right to doubt that Genji can help her; who has the right to demand another's trust? 
12. No matter what happens to Genji, his description is always a repetition: everyone only makes him seem handsomer. As if each time, one though one knew the meaning of handsome, and then some experience showed one what else could be meant by the word. We always think we know what words mean.
13. If Genji had been asked how painful a secret love can be before, he would have been able to quote an apt poem. Today, if asked, he will no doubt quote the same poem. 
14. Genji's first look at the young Murasaki.
15. Quite like Fujitsubo, but also Murasaki. In what way do all these women resemble each other? All we really know is that each of them is extraordinary, and in it is in that sense, that they resemble. And yet: if the goal is the match up words with experience, why does one search compulsively for experiences which have no words ready for them?

16. In regard to the safflower lady's home. The joke, of course, is that, in the real world, this princess is no princess at all. One gets the feeling that the world too misquotes poems.

17. Do the sun and the moon resemble one another?

18. Fujitsubo recites a poem silently to herself, about her affair with Genji. What does this make us doubt, Fujutsubo's carefulness, or the authenticity of the narrative? Of course, if the narrative were false, its words would still have meaning.
19. Genji's last words to his wife Aoi before she dies, when at last she looks at him lovingly. On one hand, it is as if he says this unthinkingly, from the heart; on the other hand, he has never seen her except conventionally. What, then, does it mean to speak from the heart, as opposed to allude to tradition?
20. Princess Asagao's poem to Genji. Why do the same images, recycled again and again, sometimes suggests nothing but themselves, and other times, suggest something deeper?
21. Genji, perhaps, believes he is a character in a romance; is he wrong?
22. Murasaki's thought, when Genji first makes sexual advances towards her. And yet, they remain together until her death. It is as if Murasaki at first thought trust were one thing, and then came to believe it meant another.
23. At a loss for words. Surely, there are poems even for that experience. Such poems are curious, then, since they are only meaningful when they are not spoken at all.
24. In regard to Genji and Fujitsubo. It is as if only the conventional can be recorded, and the truly original only hinted to.
25. What does it mean, "to strike afresh?" To be ever-renewing, constantly exceeding. To the outside observer, curiously, the repetition, Murasaki suspects, must be boring. I do not find it boring at all.
26. In the same way, there is always something left to experience. If that's the case, when can one rightly decide to leave this world? After all, that is the goal.
27. The least one can say of Genji is that he is a master technician.
28. Murasaki makes frequent asides to this effect. She writes as if going through her notes. Although court life is initially dazzling, one learns when to listen carefully and when not to.
29. In regard to Murasaki. To know the full range of sorrows. And yet, can not sorrow strike one afresh?
30. In regard to Genji's letters just before leaving for exile in Suma. On one hand, it is as if Murasaki herself were in love with Genji; on the other hand, it is a frequent device in literature when one is at a loss for words, to say "one is at a loss for words." And somehow, we know what was intended; of course, sometimes just the same we don't.
31. It is as if there is always a struggle between formula and experience; and yet where does a formula come from, if not from experience?
32. What did he think before?
33. Genji. A tone of voice is like an atmosphere, a perfume.
34. Regarding Yugiri's troublesomeness. The suggestion is that more harm than good would come from lack of context; and yet so much in this novel is made of the power of fragments.
35. Genji is the ideal man, handsome, kind, gifted. And yet, all these things are nothing in this world of evanescence. This is his story; like the doll, he exists to disappear. And yet, Genji's self-mythologizing hardly advances him towards his goal.
36. The tiresome is dressed up, almost without thinking. When is repetition not something more?
37. Thought transference? In the midst of creation, something wordless, uncreated.
38. In regard to the Akashi lady's poem to Genji. 
39. Are the words of the oracle different from the Song of Everlasting Sorrow?
40. When does one feel the need to speak, just speak?
41. It is as if "the waves of Naniwa" meant a certain kind of feeling. One imagines Genji is somewhat surprised to find himself near the buoys, and not be ready to throw himself among them.
42. In regard to the safflower lady. What is the world that it can seem malicious, in itself, or not? What does it mean for the world to become darker and darker? It is as if an image represented what it feels like to be inside oneself. Who else in this novel clings to treasures in the midst of ruin?
43. When Murasaki makes one of her asides, it is always in the interest of compression; and her brief allusions somehow gives the impression of that which she refuses to say. She is polite, however, and insists on using indirection: it is as if "my head is aching" is a code word for the initiated.
44. When Genji brings out his scroll depicting life at Suma. What does it mean to have the bleakness before one's eyes, as opposed to the strands and inlets?
45. Later on, painting and go are contrasted with poetry and music; the former are intuitive, the latter not. Therefore, how can Genji gain the power to express what he saw and felt? Of course, he's being discreet. All this was meant for Murasaki; to have made it public immediately upon his return, would have ruined the privacy of their relationship.
46. Spending the night at Katsura.
47. Is this a way of finding out what to do, or avoiding doing? How curious that no examples have been recorded in Japanese history, when in this novel, no one gets away with anything. That is, except for Genji; he is never brought to task for his adultery, though he is punished for other things. Although indebted to Chinese culture, the Japanese in a sense are trying to build a paradise on earth, and with it, a perfect language of silence. Do we truly believe that the Japanese are innocent of such irregularities? The emperor certainly doesn't.
48. Genji, that is.
49. Here the doubt that the reply is conventional or not is displaced onto the authenticity of Murasaki's narrative.  She too is having second thoughts. And so, when is it possible to have second thoughts on such matters?
50. Genji encounters Naishi. How is it that one can have the feeling that something is an example of something else, without knowing exactly what that something else is?
51. In regard to Fujitsubo. It seems that people have the quality of poems, drawing our attention to a single blossom.
52. Our knowledge of laws is incomplete: "it seemed" and "perhaps." And yet, one feels their presence intensely.
53. What kind of uncertainty is this? It is of a very special kind. One starts from the fact: there are no poems to set down. Why? Was it that there were no more poems in reality, or was it that there were no more poems in the written record? This question becomes important when we measure ourselves up to our own representations.
54. A perennial concern of Murasaki. What's curious is that so much of the novel is taken up with descriptions of ceremony, each of which either exceeds the previous, or calls to mind the previous in nostalgia. That she sometimes gives account and sometimes does not seems to suggest that this is a comment on her own narrative, and its constant struggle with romances, that is, the literary tradition. This struggle is the same struggle of the characters in the novel.
55. One wonders what text he wrote, and if his style put the poems in a new light?
56. In regard to Genji. Genji gives bland advice in his old age, just as he failed to comfort others with his platitudes in his youth. It isn't that his advice is wrong; it, in fact, comes from his experience. But how does one communicate advice from experience when the same words are used before and after the experience?
57. This word, "clutter." One would have thought, I suppose, that the melancholy and moving details would be the story; but it is perhaps the case that it is not details that are melancholy and moving, but something else entirely. In any case, does the word "clutter" cheapen sorrow? Indeed, it is as if the real sorrow were always elsewhere.
58. Genji's advice to Murasaki. He seems unfeeling because he speaks in generalities. Nothing he says seems meant for Murasaki as an individual; and yet, he is, no doubt, right. That is precisely his advice, anyway: you must listen only to yourself. Only you can fill in these generalities.
59. So Genji thinks. Does this mean he has given up his quest for resemblance?
60. While Murasaki is close to death. It is not the poems that speak to her, but the unhappiness inside them. Where is the unhappiness? It comes out when the poems flow from her with abandon. It is like the bleakness of the landscape at Suma. 
61. Genji on Murasaki. This is a quality they both share, with the best and the worst of poems.
62. "Other worlds." It is as if this were the phrase used to describe the feeling that we are all working from the same script, from start to finish, and then again.
63. How curious that even this hedge against repetition is itself a repetition. It is as if the narrative could not escape the romance, only it takes for its subject matters something more philosophical. Since even romances stand in a relationship to life.
64. Again. And again, the same problem: where does the "unhappiness inside them" reside, in the work, in the author, or in the audience, dazzled?
65. What is this actually saying? It is saying that nothing new or of consequence happened during the natal ceremony. It remained conventional. But that needn't have been the case.
66. Like everyone else, in a sense, the Akashi monk searches the world for the experience which will redeem his representation.
67. The Akashi lady. It is as if the dream comes from the same place as the poems: the poems written in an unguarded moment, and the poems memorized from the past. Indeed, the connection is made explicit: the insubstantial dream is language, the true and sacred word.
68. The goal, however, is not to be free of pretense, but to combine the subtlety normally associated with pretense with a purity of soul.
69. Kashiwagi, and his memento. Mementos are kept when their original owners are unavailable. Sometimes this means dead; it is perhaps more complicated when the original owner is still alive. Genji too had been in this situation, but he had Murasaki.
70. There is some irony here.
71. Yugiri is speaking. Even nature sometimes appears artificial. In a sense, what is in dispute here is not the relative merits of autumn or spring, but the possibility of distinguishing between the natural and the artificial. And just as in the one debate, as in the other, "The ancients were unable to resolve the dispute."
72. So Genji says. I think we are inclined to dismiss the stories of the old chronicles. But why should we assume Genji takes them literally? Do we think we are so much more canny today? There is a problem here. No doubt this was the case: the performances of the old musicians were moving and the chroniclers tried to describe the music they played. But how does one describe music? One can only use metaphor. And so, what they are saying is that it felt as if the musician were moving the moon and the stars with their music. Such is always the only language available; what is really happening cannot be put into words. Later readers confuse the metaphorical for the literal, and either pine for old times or reject the past as unusably primitive. I think we can read Genji has claiming that the Good Law is in decline, not because people no longer literally conjure tempests and thunders, but because  metaphors like that no longer seem apt to describe the music of his day. And yet, Genji sings thereafter, "in a better voice than ever."
73. Curiously, in English, "what goes on in the world" can mean both what is actually happening, specifically, as well as what sort of thing happens, in general. It's unclear in what sense the old stories are being interpreted.
74. There are rules to this world. What mechanism, however, could there be to structure the world around that kind of narrative? Is there anything we can blame besides ourselves? 
75. Kashiwagi. I thought that we were finished with pines.
76. Genji. He had just being saying Murasaki, that everything will be okay, if only we think it so. It is as if he trusts in what he knows, more than his experience; and yet, it is his experience that teaches him to trust in what he knows.
77. Was that chill and menace hiding there the whole time?
78. Perhaps it was.
79. It is no accident that the new generation always accuses the old of hypocrisy.
80. In this case, the event had been distinctive enough to be recorded in detail. And yet, what are these details? We are merely told that the workmanship was fine.
81. It is as if when things are uniformly interesting and evocative, no single thing can stand on its own; and in such a case, silence is best.
82. Genji to Akikonomu. It is no accident that Genji speaks about departing constantly, but never finds an exit. This is the world he has inherited, and the language which goes with it, as a guide. The end is in sight, but the path is unclear.
83. In another world, one might have said that his thoughts resembled the weed-choked path.
84. Subtlety is often misunderstood; and yet, it is necessary. Is it not possible that the parents know quite well the daughters' secrets, but that in deference to their children, they pretend not to know, so as not to embarrass them? And in fact, such subtlety cannot be explained to the children, it cannot be spoken, since to give words to it would foil the very kind intentions of the parents. 
85. So her mother tells the second princess. And, "the princess could only gaze at her in silence." What is there to say about such things?
86. Yugiri goes to Ono. 
87. Yugiri. What does she object to? The talk of dew, in this case, literal, since his feelings are for the world in general; or, the fact that Yugiri is so concerned for his reputation, which is the subject of the metaphor. Because of the language itself "It was not the fleeting dews that worried her," one cannot exactly decide the question here.
88. Is it that we merely project onto nature our own concerns, or is there something in nature itself that harmonizes with us? We are, after all, a part of nature.
89. Yugiri. Just like an old poem, one can find something new in oneself. But in that case, there are a great many poems inside one already, prepared to fend off the intruder.
90. The lady of the orange blossoms to Yugiri, about Genji. Perhaps that's the greatest wisdom of all.
91. The second princess to Yugiri. A literal truth is transformed into a metaphor, transferred into another sphere, and then reliteralized. This is how we reason with words.
92. Yugiri. In a sense, this is a jab at us, the readers. What Yugiri perhaps doesn't realize is that for some people, the pleasure outweighs the pain. Who ever said the affairs were interesting or amusing? Were they not matters of life and death, sometimes?
93. Murasaki does not strive for anything other than what she has; her love for what she has is inexhaustible. Even those who meant less to her are important, even as she accepts their relationship with her as it is. At this point, when life is accepted as repetition, peacefully, she is ready to depart. She does not try to match up the familiar faces with the archetypes foretold in language; she is content with what is. 
94. Murasaki's death. At the moment when the word is emptied of meaning, it is as if its true meaning, what it had meant all along, becomes clear. 
95. Genji on himself. That is, he has learned the lesson, and yet he makes his way ahead in the world. Is that possible? Only if learning is knowing, and not experiencing.
96. Genji. In what sense can one's world be a dying autumn? It is as if one totality can be mapped onto another, a world and my world.
97. Genji on Genji. "I pretended I did not see the point." What does it mean to pretend in this case? What should he have done differently? It is as if Genji were put into the world as an exemplar, to complete the project of truly feeling what comes to easily to him, whether words, music, or painting. It is not however that there is some lack in him; or if there is a lack, it doesn't belong to him alone.
98. What is this "as if?" Are the dead in the heavens or not? Evidently, this is a reference to a poem: "The heavens vast -- are they to remember her by, / That each time I think of her I gaze at them?" One finds oneself first gazing at the sky, unthinkingly, and then wondering why. Perhaps, the sky were put there as a memento, or a torture.  But of course, to the outside observer, it no doubt looks as if one intended to search the sky for one's loved one, when there was no intention of that at all.
99. This is, in fact, Genji's last appearance. 
100. Nevertheless, the next generation very much feels as if they are following the same script.
101. Perhaps this is what Genji would have done differently; but of course, Kaoru's plan is doomed from the start. How does one know what is "quite necessary?"
102. Kaoru on the Eighth Prince. Unfortunately, he does not wonder why his vaster learning has not served its purpose.
103. Kaoru's reasoning. The learned men are too far away; the lesser disciples are "vulgar" and "familiar to the point of rudeness." Therefore, he turns to the Eighth Prince with this justification. I am not sure if he's wrong.
104. Kaoru on the house of the Eight Prince. The sorrow of the people is mirrored in the place; and yet, the place is itself contributes to their sorrow. 
105. And new poems?
106. Kaoru to Oigimi. "Talking of things that do not matter." Does that mean, sweet nothings, or does refer to the evanescence of things? What would be the difference?
107. Oigimi to Kaoru. She is confused about the meaning of the word fate. All she knows is what words surround it; indeed, to have a fate is to turn up in a story.
108. Kaoru receives a poem from Oigimi. Here an ordinary poem, a conventional poem, is that which communicates honesty, without pretense. 
109. At the gathering across the river from the Eight Prince's house. 
110. Niou goes to see his sister, and flirts. When does one find "manifest and quite proper discomfort?" When one steps into the wrong story.
111. Oigimi and Nakanokimi read a poem by Niou that does not escape convention. And one wonders if Murasaki were not here to gloss the poems, would we have distinguished this one from the dozens in the novel?
112. When Nakanokimi finally leaves Uji. How does one distinguish between that which one does by necessity and that which one does by choice? When from outside they appear the same?
113. Kaoru. What is the answer?
114. Nakanokimi. One rejects what one doesn't understand, especially when it separates one from others; and eventually, one has regrets, when the content inside the poem shines forth.
115. Nakanokimi longs for home. The ancient miseries are the famous gloominess of Uji, I gather. It seems that present sorrows are always more painful than past; perhaps this is why when a poem from the past seems to have anticipated present sorrow, one feels as if one were no longer a stranger.
116. Nakanokimi's fate is not different from the other characters struggling with what is remote and what is near. She perhaps feels it the more acutely for having been so isolated, with only stories for company.
117.
118. Yugiri himself planned the wedding ceremony. Murasaki suspects that the romances make so much of lively events because they bring before the mind's eye what is naturally delightful to it. (It's worth noting too, how universal is the primacy of the eye, even in this world, in which music and perfumes play such a role.) Even the romances don't recount all the details, and yet we in the present style ourselves on their basis. Murasaki, at least, is after details of another type.
119. And yet, dew is so frequently involved in metaphors for the most piercing of hurts.
120. Kaoru to Bennokimi.
121. In one situations, does one want to remember the fact of the occasion more than the occasion itself?
122. To be provincial, then, is to be indiscreet, that is, not at all subtle. 
123. Kaoru intones a poem to himself, which Jiju hears. It is the case that the poem choses its poet; or rather, when a poem comes to mind, it comes to mind before all its implications have been thought through. It is possible that poetry is a mode of thought? That thought itself is allusion?
124. Ukifune on Niou. The thought, "this must be it," happens when one has heard of a thing, but no way of recognizing it is clear. It is perhaps naive of Ukifune to think this; and yet, who is an expert at recognizing love? 

125. Kaoru. This brief moment, however observed, was worth recording.
126. Kaoru. He is like Genji in this regard. It is as if his thoughts, by themselves, were free of pretense; or, on the other hand, perhaps he knows that his rambling is endearing, for that very reason.
127. This is reminiscent of Murasaki; and yet, the image is menacing: troops and battalions of loved ones. 
128. Can one look at a human being as a memento and still treat them fairly? Whatever the answer, we do surround ourselves with our memories. The material of memory is of the past, and also refers to the past. Who in this novel does not look at other people in this way?
129. Nakanokimi. It's unclear whose thought this is, Nakaokimi's or Murasaki's; moreover, sometimes it is unclear whether a thought expressed is the opinion of the narrator or the opinion of society. Either way, one immediately recognizes the thought as a commonplace.
130. Kaoru to Nakanokimi. Here he is offering himself to her as a memento, not realizing, in the same way as all these characters fail to realize, that do say such things is nothing more than an attachment to the past, a metaphorization of the real. What makes it all the more complex is that no doubt, Kaoru has read stories in which men do just this very thing. 
131. Kaoru dresses up his wife as if she were another woman. What Kaoru is struggling against is his own constraints, his own powerlessness, which are all the stronger for being self-imposed, and having accumulated over time. What he wants is comfort, and he thinks he can have that in a living picture; but he forgets that the goal was never comfort. Perhaps he does realize this: he  permits himself a sign. But then, it is as if he does it against his better judgement, as if an outward sign of attachment were less acceptable than the inner hunger he feels.
132. Kaoru. It is as if in thought all things were interchangeable. Rather than confront his own ridiculousness, Karou takes refuge in the safety of a real tragedy; but ever there, it must be said, he was to blame. When do things seem ridiculous? When there are hollow, contentless, without the inner spark that keeps things alive. Kaoru perhaps considers himself living out the sorrows told about of old, and certainly that was on his mind upon first going to Uji ; but in fact, he is living out a comedy of errors.
133. An old woman Ben. The enlightened have attained the subtlety of silence in a world of poetry; the rest repeat themselves again and again. Do you know what she means? 
134. Kaoru's nature. Perhaps he lacks the language proper to his self.
135. Ukifune in her illness. In a sense, this amnesia describes all of us; for what is the tradition to which we allude, but vague, ill-formed, and fragmentary. 
136. Ukifune's women push men onto her, perhaps out of boredom, or with the idea that this is the proper way to behave. Certainly, there are certain things which are conventional. It is as if youth were an excuse for bad poetry; but perhaps inexperience is merely the condition for it. In youth, perhaps, one makes use of poetry for some purpose, for example, seduction; and does not let the poem speak for itself.
137. Her women ask Ukifune. Ukifune has achieved a state of mind without structure, without stories, without allusions; perhaps in such a state, words really are a defilement.
138. In a sense, Ukifune is witness to her own death; she has already departed from this world. Having departed, she does not speak. And yet, of course, she is running away. It is as if her life has taught her how life itself is a confinement, which is the ultimate teaching; but the point was never to languish, it was to be free, and at peace. Ukifune does not let go of her anxiety. It is as if she does not speak because she is afraid of what the words will do to her, not as if she has no need of words.
139. Kaoru to Ukifune's brother. It has been pointed out that it is not certain that if we meet again in this world, we will recognize each other. And also, that if we meet in the next, we might not recognize each other there either. Ukifune is halfway between the two worlds, which is precisely how the condition of a woman ostracized by society was described earlier. This, then, is Ukifune's condition: she has confused the world for society, and rather than freed herself from the former, she has freed herself from the latter.
140. Ukifune to her brother. "I can't make myself try to remember." Does that mean she can't remember, or that she won't remember? Perhaps, inside her, those things are not different.
141. The brother returns to Kaoru and gives his report, and this is Kaoru's thought. The novel ends on a suspicion.  It seems Kaoru too thinks the world is the same as society. It is as if the characters in this novel all conceive of their lives as a closet, in which to put their valuables, their mementos; they seek to furnish themselves with collections, even as the very words which teach them to collect (since they all seek to make their words match up to experience), also allude to a higher goal, which is forever being mistaken for another. 


Epilogue: from Murasaki's Diaries


On the twenty-sixth the blending of the incense balls was finished and Her Majesty gave them out to her women. Everyone who had helped prepare them gathered round. On the way back to my quarters I looked in at Lady Saisho's room, only to find that she was asleep. She lay with her head pillowed on a writing box, her face all but hidden by a series of robes, dark red lined with green, purple lined with dark red, over which she had thrown a deep crimson gown of unusually glossy silk; she made an entrancing scene. Almost convinced that she had stepped right out of a painting, I pulled back the sleeve that covered her face.


“You look just like a fairy-tale princess!” I said.


She awoke with a start.


“Are you out of your mind?” she said, propping herself up. “Waking people up like that. It's scandalous!”


I was charmed by the delicate flush on her features. A good example of someone looking even more attractive than usual (Diaries 49). 

All the elements at work in the novel are here on display: "almost convinced she had stepped right out of a painting," "it's scandalous," "even more attractive than usual." Lady Saisho looks more attractive, waking up abruptly to an impulsive exclamation. At such a moment, it is as if Saisho complains as if her conventional words can hide this unguarded moment. But it is this naturalness that precisely makes her more attractive; and yet, what kind of naturalness is this, that is also compared to a painting?
 
One still evening as Lady Saisho and I are enjoying a quiet chat together, His Excellency's eldest son Yorimichi pushes aside a corner of the blinds and seats himself there on the door frame. He is very grown up for his age and looks most elegant. The earnestness with which he talks of love – “Ah women! Such difficult creatures at times!” – gives the lie to those who dismiss him as a callow youth; I find him rather unsettling. We are still talking in generalities when suddenly he is gone, murmuring something about there being too many maiden-flowers in the field; how like the hero of a romance he seemed.


Strange how a little incident like this suddenly comes back to one, whereas something that moved one deeply at the time can be forgotten with the passage of years (Diaries 47).

"Elegant," "love," "Ah women! Such difficult creatures," "generalities," "too many maiden-flowers in the field," "hero of a romance." The last line is perhaps the key to Murasaki's aesthetics. In the novel, when she dismisses details, she does so because details in conventional contexts are generalities masquerading as specifics; the true detail is like this one: that which seems meaningless and ephemeral, but which returns as if imbued with some special significance. The Tale of Genji is composed of episodes in which various characters are moved deeply, and struggle against the confines of their world. What they never do, however, is forget their sorrows, and turn instead to those strange moments which more perfectly express the beauty, strangeness, and evanescence of the world. They are too wrapped up in their own search for the resolution of their own tragedies to see outside themselves. The characters who come closest, perhaps, are Genji and Murasaki: Genji, because he feels like an artist; Murasaki, because she remembers "the familiar faces, the people who had gathered over the years" (715). Neither of them, however, truly escapes from their own uncertainties. Has Murasaki, the author, escaped? Perhaps not, but it is telling that whereas the characters in her novel keep mementos of the important people in their lives, she, in contrast, keep a record of the unimportant characters, that is, she doesn't keep mementos selfishly, but keeps them because the little moments themselves, no matter their original significance, demand to be remembered, for some reason. She does not struggle against the world, but lets it guide her.

