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PREFACE.

_______

EVERY ONE who goes to Japan writes home at first on thin Japanese paper, unfolding yard after yard of the neat rolls, and measuring now and then, perhaps, to see how much one really has written. That is in the early days, when all seems half unreal, when one says “fairy like” and “funny” at every other breath. But just because everything is so different, so utterly unlike all we have ever known, that former life itself seems presently to recede, to grow unreal; we cease to wonder, cease to find anything strange at all. Then the long letters drop to a page or two, and in writing of the simplest experiences of daily life we stop to think half despairingly, “How shall I make them understand?”

Out of that effort to be understood, and from the answers to the questions so frequently asked here in America, these rambling pages have grown. If they have any value, it is due to the patient teaching of friends during three happy years in Japan; most, among many, to Miss Umé Tsuda, of Tokyo, and to Dr. Inazo Nitobé, whose suggestions and supervision of a large portion have made the attempt possible. Of books, Chamberlain’s (Murray’s) “Handbook” and his “Things Japanese” have been always at hand since I first began to know a little of Japan; in history I have followed especially Mis. de la Mazelière’s “Histoire du Japon,” and the “History of the Empire of Japan,” published by the (Japanese) Board of Education for the Chicago Exposition; in art, Fenollosa and La Farge; in literature, Aston, with others who are referred to here and there.

To all my thanks are due; to all, but especially to those—whether of our own race or another—who made for me and mine a place and home, in a land not ours.

   PHILADELPHIA, January, 1902.
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JAPAN AND HER PEOPLE. 
CHAPTER I.

INTRODUCTION.


 


NOWADAYS a journey to Japan is not at all a formidable matter; there are already six steamship lines crossing the Pacific, their voyages ranging from twelve days to three weeks, and once across travel is little more fatiguing than in Germany or Italy, and far less so from all accounts than in Spain. The chief difficulty for Americans seems to be to find out beforehand what to expect in the way of climate and physical conditions; when to go; what to take and what to leave behind; what there is to see and how much time is needed to see it.

The seasons largely control the choice of routes, the northern lines being most desirable for summer and early fall, the San Francisco ones for winter and March or April. The very best months in Japan, so far as weather goes, are October and November, and even most of December; the next best March to early June. Winter is short and sharp, a good deal like Southern Italy, and equally uncertain as to temperature and sunshine; summer hot and wet (except in the northern island, Yezo), especially in August and September, when there are the severest storms and a heavy, muggy atmosphere.

Was it a Londoner or a Philadelphian who said of his birthplace, “We don’t have climate here; we have weather?” Thanks to the monsoons, Japan gets both; that is to say, from June to October the wind is mostly south and wet, from October to May northwest and dry, with a lively period of unsettlement between changes. This brings the rain in June, just when it is needed for the rice, and blows it away at harvest time. Between the summer rains come bursts of hot sunlight, and everybody airs their houses and closets, and whatever is not already well dried and put away in air-tight chests; for no amount of care will save kid gloves and leather-bound books from spotting if they are left out in the moist heat.

After all, neither cold nor heat is extreme, but the dampness makes both rather trying to foreigners—that is to say, to non-Japanese. Americans miss their steam-heated houses, and shiver through a Tokyo February as if they were in Rome or Naples. But by a second winter, if they will stay on, they will learn to keep the house well open, wear warm clothing and depend on the sunshine, which never fails on really cold days, for the occasional winter rains are as warm as the May showers are chilly. Even August and September need not alarm any one used to American summers, for foreign residents pass them comfortably enough at the sea or mountain resorts, only it will not do to undertake much exertion or long journeys; the heat is relaxing, and the rains make the roads heavy or even impassable, while trains are liable to be detained by floods or broken embankments.

Just one caution needs to be writ large—namely, drink no unboiled water unless you know where it came from, and that no rice field has had a chance to drain into it. Remember that the Japanese do not drink cold water, and are consequently indifferent about keeping it pure; even ice is risky; but keeping this rule means health throughout the country at any time of year.

Spring, then, for the blossoms, for weather always uncertain and usually lovely, for that delight of new life felt so strongly in the south, and nowhere more keenly than in Japan; but autumn—October till Christmas—for a prolonged Indian summer, a season of unfailing sunshine and dreamy light, of frosty nights and still days, of rice-harvest and chrysanthemums and brilliant maples. Nine months in the year ladies need cotton or thin silk blouses for the day, and a wrap, not too thin, the moment the sun goes down; even in summer light woolen underclothes are needed on account of the dampness, and after Christmas furs and a steamer rug are necessities for long jinrikisha rides on frosty days.

All ordinary European clothing and personal as well as household goods can be bought in Yokohama or Kobe—not in Tokyo, where you find only such “foreign” things as the Japanese have adopted or adapted for their own use. Prices are about as in America, or even lower for the present, on account of lower duties; so it is better not to burden oneself with extras. Heavy trunks, if brought over at all, had better be stored on first landing, and only such small pieces taken along as can be piled on a jinrikisha and easily handled. In case of leaving from a different port, a shipping agent will take everything in charge and have it put on the proper steamer.

People who wish to be spared all trouble join one of Cook’s or Raymond’s parties, which go usually in the spring and fall, mostly in round-the-world tours, giving about a mouth to Japan; or engage a guide on arriving, who will act as courier and plan everything if desired. A month is the ordinary tourist allowance, and it is just enough to get around the more important sights, probably not more hastily than most travelers go through Europe. There is this difference though, that while Europeans and Americans know a great deal about each other beforehand, and their civilization is practically one throughout, East and West have no such common inheritance, no such knowledge of each other’s heroes and ideals, and they cannot at a glance understand one another. Therefore, it is well worth an effort to read up a little beforehand, for to those who do not, much of Japan must be quite meaningless, and either “how funny!” or “how absurd!” Books are plenty enough; for instance, Miss Scidmore’s “Jinrikisha Days,” Mitford’s “Tales of Old Japan,” Griffis’ “Mikado’s Empire,” Lafcadio Hearn’s books, and among the latest and best Mrs. Hugh Fraser’s delightful “Letters from Japan” and “The Custom of the Country.” These are a few out of many that serve well to beguile Bross-continent journey and voyage, while Chamberlain’s “Murray” (there is no “Bædeker”) and his “Things Japanese” are inseparable necessary companions on the spot, and such works as Rein’s “Industries of Japan” and others of the heavier sort become most interesting for reference.

The (London) Traveller for August, 1900, gives an apt piece of advice—namely: “No tourist visiting Japan should fail to put himself in touch with the Kihin-kai, or Welcome Society, which, for a nominal fee, will very materially assist him in traveling and sight-seeing in the islands of Japan. The Society, which was formed in 1893 on the initiative of certain Japanese noblemen and distinguished foreign residents, will supply the traveler with trustworthy guides, see that he is not cheated by innkeepers and others, put him in the way of obtaining genuine objets d’art, if such be his desire, besides, by virtue of its special privileges, passing him into government buildings, imperial gardens and many other places of special interest where it would be quite impossible for him to gain admittance as a stranger.”

The Canadian Pacific steamers sail from Vancouver, the Northern Pacific from Tacoma, the Japan Steam-ship Company (Nippon Yusen Kaisha) from Seattle, connecting with the Great Northern Railroad, the Pacific Mail, Occidental and Oriental, and Toyo Kisen Kaisha (Orient Line) from San Francisco. All make through tickets or returns in connection with the transcontinental railroads at nearly uniform rates. Accommodations compare very fairly with the average Atlantic lines; some arrangements may be less elaborate, but the quick, silent Chinese and Japanese “boys” furnish a better and far more ready service than the high-minded and high-tipped stewards who rule the other sea. All the steamers of the San Francisco lines now call at Honolulu, making a weekly service between them, and their tickets are interchangeable, allowing you to stop over one or more trips if you wish. The steamers usually stay about twenty-four hours in port at the Sandwich Islands, giving time for a run ashore and a glimpse of the tropics. The voyage by Honolulu is never too cold, but is sometimes too hot, and this fact, as well as the shorter voyage—twelve days against eighteen—sends many travelers to the Canadian route, which is always cool, often cold and—well, just as likely to be rough as any other sea voyage. But of these matters the steamship companies and railroad offices will cheerfully supply all particulars, corrected to date, and present beside a whole library of maps and illustrated folders; while, on the other side, hotel runners meet the steamers and attend to all the details of your going ashore. Indeed, if you permit him, the hotel runner will take you in hand and pass you safely and happily from one to another of his fellows throughout the length and breadth of Japan.

As for the country, the Japanese say it is a huge catfish, with his tail down at Kiushiu and his head up at Yezo, and a backbone of mountains running through, and when he wriggles people say there is an earthquake. Moreover, at the Imperial University in Tokyo, and in caves and on mountains, Prof. John Milne and his clever followers have set their delicate seismological instruments, mapping down every jump and every quiver of the big volcanic heart; and they tell us that whereas the earth’s crust is never quite still, Japan, being rather new, is one of the thinnest and shakiest parts. However that may be, small earthquakes come very often, and volcanoes are much in evidence, though most of them, like Fuji, are no longer active; and the fish is a very big fish, some fifteen hundred miles from tip to tip, and that without counting in the Kuriles, all ice and fire, or the Lu Chu Islands and Formosa, reaching nearly down to our vexed Philippines. On the other hand, the country is very narrow, nowhere above two hundred miles across from sea to sea; a strip of the Atlantic coast from Maine to Florida, taking in most of the New England States, New Jersey, Maryland, and so on down, would be much the size and shape of Japan. But the strip would have to be sliced up into islands; Yezo at the north, then the main island, Honda or Nippon, reaching from Boston nearly to Charleston, and the rest into five large and any number of small and still smaller islets, with the Inland Sea locked in among them. The upper half of the strip trends north and south; the lower takes a sudden turn near the middle of the main island, and sweeps off to the west and a very little south, so that Nagasaki, in southern Kiushiu, is only three degrees of latitude below Tokyo. Consequently more than half the coast on the Pacific side lies open to the south and the warm Black Current—the Gulf Stream of Asia—while the mountains form a break against the chill winds that blow down from Siberia, and make the west coast dreary and desolate. The result is a climate much like Southern Europe for all the lower half of the country, a little warmer at Nagasaki, a little colder in Tokyo; and only when you get some two hundred miles further north, say at Sendai, the change to more temperate conditions begins. And, in fact, till nearly the middle of the sixteenth century all north of Sendai was pretty much left to the aboriginal Ainu; as for Yezo, it belonged to them and the bears, except for a castle town or two and a few squalid fishing villages, till the government undertook to open the country and encourage emigration, some thirty years ago. Now colonists go up by forty and fifty thousand a year, and Hokkaido, “The North” (literally, “Northern Road”), is new, enterprising, and on the whole prosperous, very American and very unlike the rest of Japan.

From end to end the whole surface of the country is broken up; there is not only the central mountain chain, but peaks, ridges, tumbled hills everywhere. River valleys there are, some wide, and a great deal of lowland near the sea; two true plains only—the great stretch north of Tokyo, and once part of Yedo Bay, and the region south of Mount Fuji—one also in the Hokkaido. There are no towering granite cliffs, no bold and awful heights; thanks to a light soil and abundant rainfall, Japanese landscape is everywhere gentle, varied and lovely, full of wonderful lines and curves—curves, most of them, just a little concave—“eine der zartesten Linien,” said Grimm. Such are the lines of Fuji San, the mountain of mountains, that will always get into one’s mental background at the word Japan. As for the coast line, not even Greece is more cut and jagged, more deeply folded into promontories and bays and steep-sided inlets.

In such a land everything grows with delight; England is not greener. Mountain ranges and headlands are heavily wooded with chestnut and pine and evergreen oak, and a dozen kinds of maple, gorgeous in autumn; oranges flourish in the south, palmetto and bamboo as far north as Tokyo. Tall bamboo grass roots wherever it can get a chance; where timber has been burnt off the hillsides, and through the northern provinces, there are miles of such reedy waste, empty and desolate; for barely one-seventh of the whole country is actually under cultivation. Rice, of course, is the staple crop, and it must be irrigated; every scrap of ground that can be leveled and have a stream turned upon it is dug over and enriched, and made to yield to the uttermost—green with barley all winter, after the rice has been gathered in, bordered with beans or a bit of yellow rape in the springtime. Wheat is grown, especially in the southern provinces, a good deal of millet, also cotton, flax and various vegetables. Rice, wheat, beans, millet and sorghum are the “Five Staples,” Go-Koku, of Japanese writers. Not much fodder is needed, there are so few animals; though horses, of course, there were and are, for the knights in old times, for the rich and the cavalry now. Cattle are used only for draught, and that but sparingly, since the Japanese are not flesh-eaters, and even milk and butter are innovations they have not taken to very much; as for cheese, they feel towards it as foreigners do to daikon, the huge Japanese radish, which grows two feet long and has flavor and scent in proportion. That merry engineer, Holtham, calls the daikon “a most ingenious pickle,” for, he declares, after once getting its flavor well over your mouth, you will eat anything to get rid of the taste!

A railroad runs the length of the main island, and a yearly increasing network of branch lines connects it with the west coast and the more important cities, and beyond the Strait of Shimonoseki down through Kiushiu. At the northern end a line of steamers connects across in eight hours to Hakodate and the Hokkaido lines, all well patronized, for the Japanese are indefatigable travelers. The railroad tickets are printed both in English and Japanese, and must be shown at the gate, as well as when baggage is checked. Sixty to eighty pounds of free baggage is allowed, and the system of registering is like the European one—that is to say, you receive a paper check, stamped with the number and weight of your pieces, which is of course given up when you claim your goods at the end of the journey.

Except the Hokkaido line, which is on the American plan, Japanese railroads are built and run on the English system, except that many carriages are not divided into compartments, but have long seats down the sides and across the ends. This is more comfortable to the people, who are not used to chairs, and soon get tired of sitting up straight, so stretch at full length if there is room, or drop their clogs and tuck their feet under them. The foreigner may be tempted to envy of a frosty morning, as he taps his boots on the hot-water tin—sole means of heating—and wishes a little warmth would reach his chilly toes. Sleeping-cars are being introduced very gradually, and without them travel at night is an uncertain pleasure. If the train is not full, well and good—blow up your air-cushion, tuck in your rug and join the chorus of snores. Nine journeys in ten there will be room to lie down, but the tenth will not be a restful experience. As to washing possibilities en route, the outlook is at least as good as on European corridor trains, perhaps better. But food for Westerners there is none—no dining-car, not even a station restaurant; instead, men parade the platforms with tea—Japanese, of course— and neat wooden boxes, each with a new pair of chopsticks on top. For a few sen (cents) they will leave you a pot of tea and a cup, or pour hot water on your own brew; the box costs some ten sen, and contains rice and pickles and other dainties, toothsome enough for those to the manner born; but let not the unwary Western traveler set his hopes thereon; he will reach his destination empty and sorrowful, and next time will accept the offer of a chicken sandwich from his hotel.

This is not to discourage any from trying to like Japanese food; but that is an art to be studied with care at a good tea house, not begun on a boxful of rice and cold fish, of which more anon. Let us first consider how to reach the empire.







CHAPTER II.

VOYAGE AND FIRST IMPRESSIONS.


 

 

 


CONCERNING voyages, for most people, probably “least said soonest mended.” After all, it is but a three weeks’ affair at longest, made as pleasant as possible by courteous and obliging officers, by cricket matches and chess tournaments, concerts and mock trials, a dance on deck or even a magic lantern exhibition some still evening. There is something almost uncanny about the gay life on board, particularly at night—the bright saloon, the music and the evening dresses, out there in the midst of that great lonely ocean, where in weeks you may scarcely sight another trail of smoke. For the Pacific is no such frequented highway as the Atlantic, at least as yet; birds though there are, beautiful gray and white gulls, and Mother Carey’s chickens, and the broad-winged frigate bird, wheeling and dipping like Homer’s sea fowl—

 

“Who through dread troughs of the unharvested brine,

Seeking his prey, drenches dark wings in the foam.”

 

The steamers which come from the northern ports sight first the lighthouse on a certain mountain island called Kinkwazan, standing in just near enough to signal and be reported, and then run down for another fifteen hours near, but not in sight of, the coast, till they reach the headland of Awa at the mouth of Yedo Bay. On the other hand, the lines touching at Honolulu come in from nearly due east, and their first indication of land is the thickening flock of fishing boats, with high stern and square mat or canvas sails, and the thin line of smoke from the never-resting volcano on Oshima or Vries Island, first and largest of a chain of islands stretching southward from the mouth of Yedo Bay. These islands figure in Japanese history and romance as places of banishment for criminals, usually political ones, the tale often turning on some marvelous escape or on a pardon and recall. They were used for this purpose from the twelfth century quite down to modern times. All are mountainous and wild, and little visited now, supporting only a few villages of fisher folk. Leaving Oshima to the south and rounding Awa, you steam across a corner of Sagami Bay into the Uraga Channel, and so into Yedo Bay proper. The shores here are low and green, especially to the right, where, except for the bold headland at its end, all the peninsula is flat and sandy nearly to Mount Tsukuba, sixty or seventy miles north. According to tradition, the creator god, Iwanagi, piled up Awa to keep off the beat of the ocean, and curiously enough the geologists say the story agrees quite closely with the facts, since only the promontory is old, the rest being of recent formation, a part of the great plain north of Tokyo which was once covered by the sea. Westward is a steeper and more broken shore line, backed by the Hakone mountains, rising in blue zigzags beyond Sagami Bay, and above them still the matchless cone of Fuji seems to float out of a sea of mist.

On the left, at the narrowest part of the channel, is the little town of Uraga, which has a good harbor for small vessels; in feudal times it was a place of much more importance than now, because every kind of craft entering the bay had to stop here and be inspected before going nearer to Yedo—now Tokyo—the capital of the Shogun. Under this rule, the guards fired on an American ship, the Morrison, which came over from China in 1837 for the purpose of returning some shipwrecked Japanese, and incidentally in hopes of a chance to trade. But nobody got past Uraga till Commodore Perry landed there in 1853 with the letter from the President of the United States which sprang the first crack in Japan’s closed door. The consequences of that opening are visible all along the bay, in the lighthouses, the modern fortifications, the biological laboratory at Misaki—that is on the Sagami side, though—and the naval dock-yards at Yokosuka, just around the corner. The French built these by contract, and rather hoped to keep them; but Japan made a great effort and paid her bill in time to escape a foreclosure. The steamer’s course bears to the left now along the west shore, leaving half the bay to the north in a wide shallow stretch twenty miles long by some ten across, at the head of which lies Tokyo; and so on by little Mississippi Bay, where Perry anchored, and past Treaty Point and around the turn of the Bluff, with its pretty residences, into Yokohama harbor.

Yokohama, “Cross Strand,” is the present town; but every one knows that Kanagawa opposite was the original Concession. This, however, turned out to be an unlucky choice, for it lay directly on the great post road, the Tokaido, along which the Daimyos were continually passing with their retainers. Prince and page alike were haughty and overbearing, despising the foreigners, who looked down on them and their old-world glory in turn; there were endless encounters and difficulties, culminating finally in the death of the Englishman Richardson. Never mind now who was most to blame; the Japanese government was keenly anxious to preserve peace, and besought the unwelcome guests to remove to a less dangerous situation. For this they had selected the mud flat on the other side of the bay, where indeed was the better anchorage for large vessels, and where they had made preparation by building bridges and stone breakwaters. It was not precisely an inviting place. Black, writing a few years later, describes it as a small, sandy level lying between the sea and a swamp, which separated it from the cultivated fields farther back, and flanked by hills, from which it was again cut off by a tidal creek and an estuary; so that the only way out on the land side was by bridges, provided with gates and a guard of Japanese soldiers; and the foreign representatives feared they were to be shut off from intercourse with the people as effectually as the Dutch had been on the island of Deshima at Nagasaki. But while they hesitated, the traders settled the question by promptly going over to the better anchorage, and the dispute ended in a compromise, by which the Powers were allowed to build consulates on the Kanagawa side if they wished. Naturally the privilege was not claimed, and the one survival of the old Concession is in the official name of Yokohama, which appears in police notices and the like as “Kanagawa Prefecture.” As for the merchants, they settled themselves firmly and built shops and warehouses, and grew and do grow and prosper, some two thousand of them, besides a host of Chinese.

In the harbor craft of all kinds abound, from the latest modern cruiser to a weather-beaten brown sampan, a sort of attenuated dory, guiltless of paint, seemingly most unsteady, but in fact strong and very seaworthy. The men row standing, four, six or more to a boat, lithe, brown figures, in sleeveless shirt and all but legless trousers; they face sidewise, pushing the long oars, swaying out and back to a monotonous chant. Yachts and pleasure boats lie off the Bund; trim launches skim about; tugs and colliers, junks and tramps and liners, an American oil-tanker and a fine coasting steamer, flying the sun-flag, her blue peter at her mast. And the throng on the dock is not less motley; neat military-looking policemen and customs officials, blue-clad porters and coolies—Far East English for all laborers—Japanese tradesmen or travelers in European dress or their own long sleeves, Chinese, Americans, Europeans of every nationality—a Babel of tongues and an epitome of New Japan;

The Custom House formalities are precise, but not rigid, and these over, comes the sensation for which the stranger has waited, the first jinrikisha ride. The runner sets down the shafts of his tiny carriage, you step in and take your seat, and he catches up the shafts and is off with a dash. To tell the truth, the first moments are not unmixed bliss; it takes practice to sit easily, and to feel quite sure the whole thing is not going over backward. The motion is rather like a small road-cart, and the runner’s height and gait count just as a horse’s would; but on a fairly good road, with a kurumaya (jinrikisha man) who runs steadily and holds the shafts firmly and not too high, all goes comfortably enough. Kuruma, “vehicle,” is, by the way, the preferred Japanese word, whence kurumaya, “wheel-man,” ya being originally “a place,” then “the one at a place,” “the one who does “—as shinbunya, the newsboy; denpoya, the telegraph messenger. “Jinriki-sha,” “pull-man car,” as somebody calls it, is a Chinese combination which has got itself adopted thoroughly in English, but somehow does not seem to please Japan.


[image: plaii_1_B.jpg]
Jinrikisha

It is not ten minutes from the landing-place to the Bund—Far East English again—the drive along the stone-faced water front, where the hotels and club houses are. The streets are even more of a medley than the dock; high, ugly warehouses, the big custom house, the post-office tower, flags flying over consulates half-hidden in trees and shrubbery; beside a bit of the Japanese part, narrow streets of low wooden houses, the shop fronts open and displaying tempting curios, silks and photographs, or again handbags, shoes, hats and “foreign” articles of various utility and universal ugliness. The signs are irregular and very picturesque, part English, droll enough some of it, part Japanese, written in square Chinese character, like the tea-boxes of our youth, or the bold, flowing “grass-hand.” There is not much color on the street, since only small children dress in dashing reds and yellows and rainbow mixtures; such gorgeous raiment is left to professional dancers, men and even young women keeping to quiet shades, except where girls show a peep of red in sleeve and petticoat, a bright fold at the throat, and, to make up, a very riot of color in the wide sash. Jinrikisha men and coolies are in blue cotton, not a straight gown, but tight-fitting trousers and belted jacket, often adorned with huge white ideographs, which are the employer’s name or trade-mark; round their heads they tie blue and white handkerchiefs, fillet fashion—shade of Praxiteles! was this the realistic version of the Diadumnos?—or wear a round straw hat, covered with cotton cloth, like a big white mushroom. Children swarm everywhere, at least half of them carrying babies on their backs, which does not seem at all to interfere with tag or any other lively amusement. All is stirring and busy, not shrill like Paris, not languid like Naples, nor yet anxious and struggling like New York. A really pretty face in the crowd is rare; stern ones and smiling ones both plenty; an unkind or crabbed look rarest of all.

Then the jinrikisha spins out on to the Bund, with the bay on one side and the houses on the other, to the Club or the Grand or the Oriental Hotel, where everything is of Europe except the faces of clerks and attendants, and where you may almost forget, if you will, that you are in Dai Nippon.







CHAPTER III.

YOKOHAMA.


 

 

 


IT is difficult to deal fairly with so cosmopolitan a place as Yokohama. Speaking broadly, it is only one of a number of European settlements in the Far East, akin to all the rest in that it is like no one country, but is rather a coming together of all the nations under heaven; less English than Hong Kong, smaller than Shanghai, on the whole more American than anything else—particularly on the Bluff, where the pretty houses might belong to any prosperous suburb in the United States. That it is not strictly Japan goes without saying—a good deal less so, at least till lately, than San Francisco’s Chinatown is America—since from the time the Concession was granted in 1854 till the Revised Treaties went into effect in 1898, consular jurisdiction held good, and an American or European was legally in his own country—tried, if he sinned, according to his own laws and by a court of his fellow-countrymen. It ought to be not less clear that it is unfair to judge Japan by the specimens of Japanese men and women met with here and in other treaty ports; but unluckily this piece of injustice is perpetrated constantly in print and out of it. This is not the place to enter upon that controversy; see rather Stafford Ransome’s chapter on the subject in his much-criticised “Japan in Transition,” which, when all has been said, is still one of the most unbiased books yet written.

Yokohama makes no attempt at architectural beauty—indeed, the business part could not well be uglier—but it has an air of solid prosperity nevertheless. The town divides naturally into two portions, the original Concession, still known as the Settlement, and the Bluff, which was added a few years later for residence purposes. The swamp of Black’s memory has long since been drained and part of it turned into the cricket ground, and the creek and inlet deepened and carried around through the town as a useful waterway for small shipping; while plenty of open bridges replace the two guarded entrances. An odd feature of the place is that the names of streets are scarcely used, though they do exist; instead, each property is known by a number, and if you want to go to the Grand Hotel, you bid the kurumaya take you to Number 20; a well-known girls’ school is 212 Bluff, and so on. It follows that the numerals—ichi, ni, san, etc.—are the most useful bit of language that a stranger can acquire; but the fact is a very little Japanese goes a long way in Yokohama. They do say that foreigners calling on the master of a house will turn up a thumb and say, “Arimas’ka ?”— “Is be?”—literally, “has?” The little finger and the same remark serves to ask for the lady of the house. “This I have not witnessed,” as Herodotus would say. Nor will I vouch for the lady who wanted O yu (hot water), and vainly demanded O my, till her patience gave out, and she cried, “Oh, you idiot!” “And then, my dear, just as soon as I spoke sharply to him, that stupid boy went and got it right away!” Such are the tales they tell the newcomer, just by way of encouragement.

“Yama,” hill or mountain, is a far more appropriate name than Bluff for the great ridge thrusting up a couple of hundred feet above the sea, where the residences are. The Creek, as it is still called, faced with stone embankments and picturesque with odd craft, cuts the hill sharply from the level Settlement on the harbor side; the Bund or drive along the seawall ends in a little bridge, and just across there is a small Buddhist temple, cheaply and coarsely decorated. Not far off a tea-house well known to foreign visitors is perched at the top of the “Hundred Steps,” which appear in almost every series of views of Yokohama. Other flights of stone steps climb the hill at various points, making short cuts to the houses above, and good macadamized roads wind upward between stone walls and trees, and peeps of gardens full of shrubbery and flowers. The houses, hidden among the mass of green, are of course altogether “foreign-built”—that is to say, un-Japanese—and possessed of doors, windows and chimneys; bungalows and “Queen Anne” cottages, or more pretentious brick or stone dwellings, elbowing plain little frame houses, or the high fence and big, rambling dormitories of some mission school. There can be nothing regular or monotonous where house climbs above house, and the road zigzags to avoid turning into a ladder, giving exquisite glimpses backward of the sea and the green fields beyond the town, and the Hakone peaks and Fujiyama best of all. If anybody in this part of Japan wants to boast a little of his fine outlook, he will probably tell you he has a view of Fuji from his windows. Stylish carriages roll by, coachman and footmen often in a neat livery of dark blue, tight-fitting trousers, like the jinrikisha men’s, belted tunic, with flowing sleeves, and white mushroom hat. The master’s crest or initial, worked between the shoulders, completes the costume. There are pretty girls on horseback, too, with running grooms ahead, and plenty of jinrikishas dashing down at breakneck pace, or toiling up, pushed by an extra man behind. They say accidents are not frequent; but many residents who love their lives prefer to walk the hill both ways—a practice which must cultivate excellent muscles.

One of the lower slopes, called Camp Hill, is lined with Japanese shops—great places for old stamps and curios of more than doubtful authenticity. This region is part of the old village of Honmura, which was here long before the “Black Ships” came from America; and a guard-house—Japanese, of course— stood here in the sixties to protect the Settlement from over-zealous patriots. Another street near by is the haunt of dealers in second-hand European furniture, which is always plenty in this ever-changing community, where diplomatic officials, merchants and missionaries alike are literally here to-day and gone to-morrow. One after another sells out and departs, and the newcomers who take their places attend auctions and explore Honmura Machi, well knowing that they will presently shift in turn to other lands or other parts of the empire.
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While here, however, this unstable population endeavors to live as nearly in its native manner as possible, in spite of the distance from base. Lane & Crawford’s big general store, and the milliners and tailors, and their likes, contrive to furnish European food and European fashions, only a little out of date. There is the cricket ground, where some good games are played; banks and churches of course; a hall for entertainments and public meetings; the various clubs—English, German and the like; half a dozen newspapers, among which Captain Brinkley’s Japan Mail is of more than local value; and finally the race-course beyond the Bluff, by Mississippi Bay, which supplies the social event of the year, and is occasionally visited by the Emperor himself. House-keeping is not particularly difficult. Japanese servants are neat, obliging and generally honest, even in the open ports, and so many fruits and vegetables have been introduced that Tokyo and Yokohama provision shops contain almost everything that Western people are used to, including abundance of game all winter. Mutton, though, if it appears at all, has been imported from Australia or China, for sheep will not thrive in Japan. There used to be two or three sorrowful-looking specimens at the Zoo in Uyeno Park, Tokyo, and if they survive, they must be the last of their race, for the little flock at the experimental stock farm have all been killed and eaten. Some say there is a kind of hard grass that injures them, but the real difficulty seems to be the dampness of the climate, which causes foot-rot. This could probably be avoided by care in housing at rainy times, if it became worth while. At present the Japanese dislike mutton even more than beef, so it is no hardship to them to do without, and as yet there is no great demand for wool. Milk is more and more used every year, and some very good butter is made at the experiment farm at Sapporo, and at two or three stock farms in the Hakone district; it is put up in one-pound tins and sold at a good price, the demand being always ahead of the supply. Unfortunately, many of the foreign hotels serve the California tub variety instead; it has the double advantage of being cheaper and less eaten.

In summer the whole Settlement is redolent of tea, and the drying and packing firms are at their busiest. From the great iron-shuttered storehouses comes a hum of voices, and through door or window you see scores of girls and women bending over the heated trays, deftly handling the leaves. Many a woman carries a baby on her back, comfortably asleep and no doubt a great deal better off than plenty of babies in other lands; but it seems hard on the mother, who has to bear this additional burden through the long, hot days.

The Japanese part of Yokohama extends across from the edge of the Settlement to Kanagawa and far up the inlet between, in itself a city of over two hundred thousand people. Curio shops are here, and Japanese goods generally, especially in Honcho Dori (dori is lane) and Benten Dori, and the streets near by, all close to the railroad station. Many of the wealthier Japanese, whose business or official duties call them to Yokohama, have houses on the ridge at Kanagawa, or a station or two out along the railroad. Then there is the Chinese part back of the Settlement, and an unsavory nest of sailors’ boarding houses, and all the evils of all civilizations together; while up on the Bluff a number of mission schools are earnestly striving to spread a saving knowledge of the greatest possible good.

Of all the open ports Yokohama has the largest foreign trade, eighty million yen in 1898 against Kobe’s sixty million, which comes next—more than half the total import and export of the country, says the last official report. The swamp behind the Settle- ment was drained and built upon long ago, the old gates and guard-houses taken away, and the yakunin (guards) replaced by dapper Japanese policemen in full “Europe clothes,” as Kipling would say. From May to November they look quite too immaculate in their white summer suits to tackle six-foot Irish sailors on a spree; but a Japanese can usually make up in agility what he lacks in weight. After a terrible fire, some dozen years ago, most of the original town was rebuilt and improved. Good water has been brought in from Lake Yamanaka in the mountains, the harbor greatly improved and a pier built, two thousand feet long, where most of the liners come up instead of anchoring. A large dock was finished in 1897. Raw silk, the largest item of export, goes mostly from Yokohama; the next value is silk piece-goods, then tea, which they say is slowly falling off of late years; mats and bamboo wares seem to be on the increase, lacquer and fans about even, and of imports, machinery and woolen goods come in more and more every year.

How the Revised Treaties will affect Yokohama it is too soon to know. They bring foreigners under Japanese law instead of the consular courts, and in return any one may reside or do business anywhere in the country, Chinese alone excepted. Some Americans and Europeans have gone to the interior, and more will doubtless go; but it is probable that, for the present at least, the difficulties of the language will keep most business people where they can depend on English for their transactions. In any case, it would seem that the place must continue to grow in importance, because large vessels cannot get up to Tokyo, and there is no other harbor so fitted to serve as a seaport for the capital.

The surroundings of Yokohama are exceedingly pretty. On one side is the Tokaido, the Eastern Sea highroad, always full of picturesque life, and on the other Mississippi Bay, a beautiful curve between Treaty Point and the promontory above Sugita village. Tomioka, just beyond Sugita, is frequented by Hama people for the bathing, and a little boat runs across from the city in three-quarters of an hour. By the road it is a charming walk or ride, some six miles, first down by the race-course and the paddy-fields, and then along the bay; and there are pretty tea-houses by the way, and a side turn to Maepherson’s Hill, where the view is exceptionally fine. The plum blossoms at Sugita are famous, and on this warm, sheltered coast they come out weeks before they do in Tokyo—sometimes early in January. Last year, in flower time, one of the papers noted an odd group of visitors at Sugita; they could hardly be called sightseers, for they were all blind! It was a party of Amma, or blind shampooers, as they are generally called, belonging to the Shampooers’ Guilds of Tokyo and Yokohama. Professional massage is reserved for the blind, because it is something they can do, and particularly well. You often meet one of the men on the street, feeling his way with a long staff, and every few minutes blowing two or three shrill, plaintive notes on a kind of penny-whistle. There are women Amma, too, and they also appeared on this occasion, patting the rough trunks and breathing the fragrance with as much delight as those who saw. Indeed, they stayed so late—caring nothing for the gathering darkness !—that the guardians of the place had to fairly turn them out at last.

Spinning along to-day behind a cheerful and talkative kurumaya, it is difficult to remember that this bay road was built for the express use of foreigners, to keep them away from the Tokaido and encounters such as the fatal “Richardson affair” of 1862, which cost Japan so much. It is not a pleasant story, but so characteristic of the time that I give it in some detail.

This Richardson, then, was a Shanghai merchant, who had retired and was spending a few weeks in Japan, on his way home to England, when he and two other gentlemen, Yokohama residents, took a lady out one afternoon for a ride on the Tokaido. They turned tip toward Yedo from Kanagawa, and kept meeting groups of Samurai, the two-sworded retainers of some nobleman. Here accounts differ as to the English party’s behavior, but while they certainly did not mean to give offence, they seem to have thought they were doing wonders of conciliation in walking their horses past the groups, and disregarding black looks.

By the crests on the knights’ sleeves the Yokohama people recognized the retainers of Satsuma, proudest and just then most powerful of the Daimyo, who was openly of the Nationalist party; and at last they came to the guard surrounding the litter of the prince himself, about a hundred men. Now, when a Daimyo passed, it was the inexorable law for every Japanese of less rank to get off his horse, if he had one, and bow down; and at such times quarrels between the retainers over points of precedence were so apt to take place that whenever they could the great lords avoided passing on the highway. Instead of dismounting, however, the foreign party merely drew off to the side of the road and kept on riding, two abreast, taking up nearly half of the narrow way—at least Richardson and the lady did; and it is to be noticed here that she was recently from Hong Kong. The wiser Yokohama gentlemen urged turning into a side road, but Richardson is said to have called out, “Let me alone; I know how to manage these people.” A moment later a man came forward and motioned them to dismount; but, misunderstanding, they turned their horses to go back, and at the same instant a Samurai, enraged past control by the supposed insult to his lord, rushed at them and cut Richardson across the side. Others drew and struck at the rest of the party, wounding one of the men severely; but they spurred their horses and dashed through, and three of them rode safe to Kanagawa, after seeing Richardson drop from his horse, nearly or quite dead. His body was found by the road, with a mat thrown over it—they say by the kind deed of a woman who still keeps a tea-house close by, whom the foreigners call Black-Eyed Susan.

Of course the uproar in the Settlement was tremendous, and only the clear judgment and strong will of Colonel Neale, the British chargé d’ affaires, kept the community from acts that must inevitably have brought on war. When pressed for redress, the Shogun’s government had to acknowledge that it could not control the great clans; and the result was that, after much negotiating and vain promises, the English took the law into their own hands and proceeded to punish Satsuma. Their ships bombarded Kagoshima, a town of one hundred thousand inhabitants, nearly destroying it and killing many people, beside losing some themselves; after which the Prince of Satsuma apologized and paid a large indemnity, in the usual manner of such affairs. Luckily the doctrine of Spheres of Influence had yet to be invented, or there is no knowing what might have happened. But the event had one important effect; it convinced Satsuma that the barbarians could only be beaten with their own weapons—a conviction which had far-reaching results for the country at large; while the foreigners, on their side, learned some useful lessons on keeping out of danger. Still, there was no real security for them till after the Restoration in 1868 did away with the Jo-i, or anti-foreign party, and made the region round Yokohama free from irresponsible “patriots.”

Another pleasant excursion is to Yokosuka, down the peninsula, either by train—the usual way—or by boat, in about an hour and a half. From a mere fishing hamlet the place has grown to a thriving town, on account of the naval dock-yards already mentioned. These cannot be visited, though, without a special introduction. Already they build torpedo boats and other warlike vessels of the smaller classes, and no doubt some day will turn out the largest; it is only a matter of time. On a hill near by those who have a turn for tombs may visit the grave of Will Adams, the English pilot, who lived here “like any great lord,” as he wrote home to his friends. This Adams came on a Dutch ship which put in for repairs at Bungo, in southern Japan, in 1600, or fifty years after the Portuguese came, and after the edict expelling foreigners and forbidding Christianity had been put forth, though not yet rigorously enforced. Adams, who seems to have been a man of parts, was sent up to Osaka to answer to “the King,” as he calls the Shogun Ieyasu. Perhaps his outspoken hatred of the Spanish and Portuguese won the Shogun; moreover, Tokugawa Ieyasu was a thoroughly practical statesman, and had the true Japanese thirst for useful ideas. Anyhow, he persuaded the pilot to stay in Japan, had him teach navigation and build ships, made him a knight, with estates and servants, and always contrived to keep him from going home to England. His letters lament for his English wife and children; but failing them, he consoled himself with a Japanese, who seems to have made him very comfortable, and who is buried on the hill not far away.

Just before reaching Yokosuka by rail there is a pretty little village on the sea, Dzushi by name, which is quite a haunt of Tokyo and Yokohama (foreign) residents; certain of the diplomatic corps have built villas there, nestling against cliffs half hidden in wild vines and flowering shrubs. There are two inns also —Japanese, of course—one charmingly quiet and the other apt to be full of noisy guests, especially “week-end” visitors from the port. But the favorite breathing-place of all is Kamakura, at the station just before Dzushi. To-day it is only a seaside resort of one “foreign” and two good Japanese hotels and sonic cottages; but for the sake of its great past, Kamakura deserves to be considered respectfully and apart.


[image: pla2_B.jpg]
Blind Shampooer





OEBPS/toc.xhtml


Japan and Her People





Table of Contents





		

Cover





		

Half Title





		

Title Page





		

Copyright Page





		

Original Title Page





		

Original Copyright Page





		

Dedication





		

Preface





		

Table of Contents





		

List of Illustrations





		

Chapter I. Introduction





		

Chapter II. Voyage and First Impressions





		

Chapter III. Yokohama





		

Chapter IV. History—The Dawn and the Middle Ages





		

Chapter V. The Tokugawa and the Restoration





		

Chapter VI. Kamakura—A Forsaken City





		

Chapter VII. Enoshima





		

Chapter VIII. A Japanese Inn





		

Chapter IX. From Yokohama to Tokyo





		

Chapter X. Tokyo—The Castle and the City





		

Chapter XI. Tokyo Streets





		

Chapter XII. A Japanese Household





		

Chapter XIII. Ikegami—A Typical Buddhist Temple





		

Chapter XIV. Oji Maples





		

Chapter XV. Karuizawa and the West Coast





		

Chapter XVI. Ikao





		

Chapter XVII. Nikko—The Shrines of the Shoguns





		

Chapter XVIII. Nikko and Lake Chuzenji





		

Chapter XIX. Sendai and Matsushima





		

Chapter XX. The Oshiu Kaido





		

Chapter XXI. The Hokkaido













Pagelist





		

FM_01





		

FM_03





		

FM_04





		

FM_05





		

i





		

ii





		

iii





		

v





		

vi





		

vii





		

viii





		

ix





		

x





		

1





		

2





		

3





		

4





		

5





		

6





		

7





		

8





		

9





		

10





		

11





		

12





		

13





		

14





		

15





		

16





		

17





		

18





		

19





		

21





		

22





		

23





		

24





		

25





		

26





		

27





		

28





		

29





		

30





		

31





		

32





		

33





		

34



























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/images/plate2_B.jpg
o - g






OEBPS/images/coverpage.jpg
ROUTLEDGE REVIVALS








OEBPS/images/logo.gif
{ ‘ Routledge

]
g
B
8

‘_’.“ Taylor & Francis Group
\%





OEBPS/images/plate4_B.jpg






OEBPS/images/plate6_B.jpg






