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      I am a cat. I have no name as yet.

      I have not the faintest notion where I was born. All I remember is that I was mewing in a dim, damp place. It was there that I first laid eyes on what is called a human being. I later learned that this particular specimen was a student-lodger, reputedly the most savage breed in all humanity. Such students, I am told, sometimes catch creatures of our kind, boil them, and eat them. At the time, however, I knew nothing of this, so I was not especially frightened. I merely felt a curious lightness when he set me on his palm and lifted me smoothly into the air. Once I had steadied myself there, I looked at the student's face. That must have been my first true sight of a human. The impression of strangeness I received then remains with me even now. To begin with, a face that ought by rights to be adorned with hair was smooth and bare, exactly like a kettle. I have since met a great many cats, but never once another creature so deformed. Worse still, the middle of his face projected an extraordinary distance, and from the holes in that projection he would now and then puff out smoke. It made me choke most distressingly. Only recently did I discover that this is the substance called tobacco, which humans consume as smoke.

      For a while I sat quite comfortably on the student's palm. Then, without warning, I began travelling at tremendous speed. Whether the student was moving or I alone was in motion, I could not tell; my eyes spun wildly and nausea rose in my chest. Just as I had concluded that I could not possibly survive, there came a heavy thud and sparks flew before my eyes. I remember everything up to that point. What followed remains a blank, however hard I try to call it back.

      When I suddenly came to myself, the student was gone. Of the many brothers and sisters who had been with me, not one remained in sight. Even my all-important mother had vanished. Moreover, the place was unlike our former shelter: it was absurdly bright, so bright that I could scarcely keep my eyes open. Something was plainly amiss. I began to crawl forward, and every movement hurt. I had been taken without warning from a bed of straw and thrown into a thicket of bamboo grass.

      With immense difficulty I crawled out of the thicket and found a large pond before me. I sat at its edge and considered what I ought to do, but no useful idea presented itself. After a while it occurred to me that, if I cried, the student might return for me. I tried calling, "Mew, mew," but no one came. Presently a soft wind ran across the pond, and the daylight began to fade. I grew desperately hungry. I wanted to cry, yet no sound would come. There was no help for it: I resolved to walk until I reached some place where food might be found, and began, very slowly, to make my way around the left side of the pond. The effort was excruciating. Still, I endured it and forced myself onward until at last I emerged somewhere that carried a distinct scent of human beings. Thinking that matters might somehow improve if I got inside, I slipped through a hole in a broken bamboo fence and entered the grounds of a house. Fate is a curious thing. Had that fence not been broken, I might well have starved to death beside the road. The old saying about strangers sharing the shade of a single tree is true indeed. To this day, that hole in the fence serves as my passage when I visit the tortoiseshell cat next door. Having crept into the property, however, I had no idea what to do next. Darkness gathered, my stomach was empty, the cold sharpened, and rain began to fall. I could not delay another moment. I therefore headed as best I could toward whatever looked brightest and warmest. Looking back, I realize that by then I had already entered the house itself. Here I was granted a second opportunity to observe a human being other than the student. The first I encountered was O-san, the maid. She proved even rougher than the student. The instant she saw me, she seized me by the scruff and hurled me outside. Concluding that all was lost, I shut my eyes and entrusted myself to heaven. But hunger and cold were more than I could bear. Watching for a lapse in O-san's vigilance, I climbed back into the kitchen. Before long I was thrown out again. Each time she threw me out I climbed back in, and each time I climbed in she threw me out; I believe the performance was repeated four or five times. From that day forward I thoroughly detested O-san. Only the other day, after stealing her saury in repayment, did I finally feel that the weight had lifted from my chest. Just as she was about to remove me for the last time, the master of the house appeared, asking what all the commotion was about. Holding me dangling in the air and turning me toward him, the maid complained, "This homeless kitten keeps coming into the kitchen, no matter how often I put it out." Twisting the black hair beneath his nose, the master studied my face for a little while. Then he merely said, "In that case, let it stay," and withdrew into the inner rooms. He appeared to be a man of few words. Bitterly disappointed, the maid flung me down in the kitchen. Thus did I finally determine to make this house my home.

      My master and I seldom meet face to face. I am told that he is a teacher. When he returns from school, he shuts himself in his study for the rest of the day and hardly ever comes out. The household considers him a great scholar and a prodigious worker. He, too, takes pains to look like one. In truth, however, he is nowhere near so industrious as they imagine. Now and then I steal quietly to the study and peer inside, only to find him asleep. Sometimes he is drooling over a book he has begun to read. His stomach is weak; his skin has a pale yellow cast and shows every sign of being slack and lifeless. Yet he eats enormous meals. After one of these meals he takes Taka-Diastase. After the medicine he opens a book. Within two or three pages he grows drowsy, and then he lets saliva fall upon the volume. This is the ritual he repeats every evening. Though I am only a cat, I occasionally reflect upon such matters. Teaching must be an exceedingly easy profession. If one has the misfortune to be born human, the best course is surely to become a teacher. If a person can sleep so much and still keep his post, there is no reason even a cat could not do the work. Nevertheless, my master insists that no occupation is harder, and whenever a friend visits he finds one grievance or another to complain of.

      When I first settled in this house, everyone except the master regarded me with marked disfavour. Wherever I went I was driven away, and no one would take any notice of me. One may judge how little I was valued from the fact that, even now, no one has troubled to give me a name. There was nothing for it but to remain, as far as possible, near the master who had allowed me indoors. In the morning, while he reads the newspaper, I invariably sit on his knees. When he takes an afternoon nap, I invariably sit on his back. This is not because I am particularly fond of him; I simply had no one else willing to concern himself with me. Later, after conducting various experiments, I established the following arrangement: in the morning I sleep on the rice tub, in the evening on the quilted foot-warmer, and on fine afternoons along the veranda. Most agreeable of all, however, is to creep at night into the children's bedding and sleep with them. The children are five and three years old. At night they lie together in one bed in their room. I can always discover enough space between them to insert myself somehow. Unfortunately, if either child awakens, disaster follows. The children—and the younger in particular has an ugly disposition—begin shouting, "The cat's here! The cat's here!" and bawling at the tops of their voices, even in the middle of the night. At once the neurotic dyspeptic in the next room wakes and comes rushing in. Only recently he struck my hindquarters so violently with a ruler that I shall not soon forget it.

      The longer I live among human beings and observe them, the more firmly I am compelled to declare that they are selfish creatures. This is especially true of the children with whom I sometimes share a bed; their conduct is beyond words. Whenever it suits them, they turn me upside down, put a bag over my head, fling me away, or thrust me into the kitchen stove. Yet should I make the slightest move in my own defence, the whole household joins forces to chase and persecute me. The other day I merely sharpened my claws on the tatami. The mistress flew into such a rage that ever since she has scarcely allowed me into a matted room. She remains perfectly unconcerned while I shiver on the kitchen boards. Miss White, the cat across the way whom I greatly respect, tells me whenever we meet that nothing in creation is so heartless as a human being. Not long ago Miss White gave birth to four kittens as lovely as jewels. On the third day, however, the student-lodger of her household carried all four to the pond behind the house and abandoned them there. With tears in her eyes, Miss White related every detail and then maintained that, if we cats are ever to preserve the love between parent and child and enjoy a beautiful family life, we must make war upon humanity and exterminate it. Every point in her argument struck me as entirely reasonable. The tortoiseshell next door, for his part, is outraged that humans fail to understand the principle of ownership. Among our own kind, whoever first discovers a delicacy—whether the head of a dried sardine or the belly-button of a mullet—acquires the right to eat it. If another refuses to respect this rule, one is justified in resorting to force. Human beings, by contrast, seem to possess no such conception. Whatever feast we discover is invariably seized by them. Trusting in brute strength, they rob us without a qualm of food that by every right belongs to us. Miss White lives in a military man's house, and the tortoiseshell has a lawyer for a master. Since I live with a teacher, I am more easy-going about such matters than either of them. It is enough for me if I can somehow get through each day. Humanity cannot prosper forever. We cats need only be patient and await our hour.

      The subject of selfishness reminds me of an occasion on which my master's own selfishness made a fool of him. I shall tell the story. The man has no talent in which he noticeably surpasses others, yet he is forever eager to try his hand at everything. He writes haiku and sends them to Hototogisu; he submits poems in the new style to Myōjō; he composes English prose crowded with mistakes; at one time he takes up archery, at another he studies Noh chanting, and at still another he makes a violin groan and wheeze. Regrettably, none of these pursuits ever amounts to anything. Once begun, however, he pursues each with astonishing fervour, dyspeptic though he is. He chants Noh passages in the privy so persistently that the neighbours have nicknamed him the Privy Master. Entirely untroubled by this distinction, he continues to repeat, "I am Taira no Munemori," until everyone laughs and says, "There goes Munemori again." For some reason, about a month after I came to live here, the master hurried home on payday carrying a large parcel. I wondered what he had bought. It proved to contain watercolours, brushes, and paper of a kind called Whatman. Evidently he had resolved to abandon chanting and haiku and begin painting that very day. Sure enough, for some time afterward he spent every day in his study painting, even forgoing his afternoon sleep. Yet when one looked at the finished works, no one could determine what they represented. Perhaps he himself suspected that they were not especially successful, for one day, when a friend who concerns himself with aesthetics came to visit, I overheard the following exchange.

      "I simply cannot paint well," my master confessed. "Other people's work looks easy enough, but the moment one takes up a brush oneself, the difficulty becomes painfully clear." This was an honest admission. Looking at him through gold-rimmed spectacles, his friend replied, "Naturally you cannot be skilful from the outset. In the first place, no one can paint merely by imagining things indoors. Andrea del Sarto, the great Italian master, once said: If you would paint, copy nature herself in all things. In heaven are the stars; upon the earth, glistening dew. Birds fly, beasts run, goldfish swim in ponds, and winter crows perch on withered trees. Nature is one vast living picture. So, if you wish to paint something that actually resembles a picture, why not try sketching from life?"

      "Indeed? Andrea del Sarto said that? I had no idea. Well, it certainly makes sense. It is exactly right," said my master, impressed beyond measure. Behind the gold-rimmed spectacles I could see a mocking smile.

      The following day I was enjoying my usual nap on the veranda when the master, most unusually, came out of his study and began busily doing something behind me. I happened to wake. Wondering what he was about, I narrowed my eyes to slits and watched for a minute. There he was, absorbed in playing Andrea del Sarto. The sight forced an involuntary laugh from me. Having been teased by his friend, he had chosen me as his first subject for a sketch from life. I had already slept my fill and was longing to yawn. But it seemed unkind to move while the master was applying himself so earnestly, and therefore I endured the discomfort without stirring. He completed my outline and began adding colour around the face. I freely confess that, as cats go, I am no masterpiece. In build, coat, and arrangement of features, I do not claim superiority over my fellows. Yet however plain I may be, I cannot possibly resemble the strange form now emerging from my master's brush. To begin with, the colour is wrong. Like a Persian, I possess a pale grey coat tinged with yellow and marked by glossy, lacquer-black patches. That is an indisputable fact apparent to anyone. Yet the colour my master is applying is neither yellow nor black, neither grey nor brown, nor any mixture of the four. It can only be described as a colour of some kind. Stranger still, the creature has no eyes. Admittedly he is drawing me asleep, but there is not even a suggestion of where the eyes ought to be, so one cannot tell whether it is a sleeping cat or a blind one. Secretly I reflected that even Andrea del Sarto could do nothing with work of this description. Still, I could not help admiring the master's persistence. I wished, if possible, to remain motionless for his sake, but for some time nature had been calling. Every muscle in me began to twitch. At last I could not wait another minute. Begging his pardon in silence, I thrust both forelegs far ahead, lowered and extended my neck, and gave a magnificent yawn. Once I had gone so far, there was no use in behaving quietly. The master's plan was ruined in any case, so I decided that I might as well go round the back and relieve myself. I had begun to crawl away when, from the sitting room, he roared in a voice compounded of anger and disappointment, "You idiot!" Whenever my master abuses anyone, he invariably calls him an idiot. He cannot help it, for he knows no other insult. Even so, after all the patience I had shown, it was grossly discourteous to call me an idiot without a thought for my feelings. Had he ever looked pleased when I climbed upon his back, I might have accepted the abuse with resignation. But he has never willingly done a single thing for my convenience, and to call me an idiot merely because I rose to urinate is intolerable. Human beings, relying upon their own strength, have all grown insufferably conceited. Unless some creature stronger than humanity appears to chastise them, there is no telling how far their arrogance will go.

      Selfishness of that degree can still be endured. But I have heard reports of human wickedness several times more grievous.

      Behind our house lies a tea plot of some ten tsubo. It is not large, but it is a pleasant, tasteful little place and catches the sun. Whenever the children make such a racket that I cannot enjoy a proper nap, or whenever I am overcome by boredom and my stomach feels out of sorts, it is my custom to come out here and cultivate a noble breadth of spirit. At about two o'clock on one mild Indian-summer afternoon, having slept comfortably after luncheon, I proceeded to the tea plot for a little exercise. I was sniffing the roots of the tea bushes one by one when, near the cedar hedge on the western side, I discovered a great cat stretched upon a bed of flattened, withered chrysanthemums, sleeping in complete oblivion. Whether he truly failed to notice my approach or noticed and simply did not care, he lay at full length, snoring magnificently. That an intruder in another creature's garden could sleep with such unconcern secretly amazed me; I could not but admire his audacity. He was a black cat, pure and entire. The sun, only a little past noon, cast its transparent rays over his hide, and among the glittering hairs it seemed as though invisible flames were burning. His physique was so imposing that he might properly have been called the sovereign of all cats. He was certainly twice my size. Lost in admiration and curiosity, I stood before him and stared. A quiet late-autumn breeze lightly stirred a paulownia branch that projected above the cedar hedge, and two or three leaves fluttered down among the dead chrysanthemums. At once the sovereign opened his perfectly round eyes. I remember them still. They shone far more beautifully than the substance human beings prize under the name of amber. Without moving so much as a whisker, he concentrated the piercing light of those two eyes upon my insignificant brow and said, "What the devil are you?" The language seemed a little vulgar for a sovereign, but his voice contained a force that might have crushed a dog, and I felt no small alarm. Yet it would have been dangerous not to answer, so I assumed as calm a manner as I could and replied coldly, "I am a cat. I have no name as yet." At that moment, however, my heart was certainly beating more violently than usual. In a tone of profound contempt he said, "What? A cat? You make cats ashamed to hear it. Where d'you live, anyway?" His insolence was extraordinary. "I live here, in the teacher's house." "Thought as much. You're a miserable skinny-looking thing," said the sovereign, breathing fire in a manner worthy of his rank. Judging from his speech, he did not appear to be a cat of good family. Yet his oily coat and corpulent body suggested rich food and prosperous living. I could not help asking, "And who, then, are you?" "Me? I'm Kuro, from the cartman's place." He announced it with magnificent pride. Kuro the cartman's cat was a notorious bully known throughout the neighbourhood. But although he was strong, as befitted a cartman's cat, he had not the least education, and therefore scarcely anyone associated with him. He was the object of a general policy of collective avoidance. On hearing his name, I felt a slight creeping sensation in my hindquarters; at the same time, a certain contempt arose within me. I decided first to test the extent of his ignorance and began the following exchange.

      "Which do you suppose is the greater person, a cartman or a teacher?"

      "The cartman's stronger, ain't he? Just look at your master. Nothing but skin and bones."

      "You certainly look strong, as one would expect of a cartman's cat. It seems you get good things to eat there."

      "Me? I reckon I could go anywhere in the country and never want for grub. Instead of circling round this tea patch all day, why don't you follow me for a bit? Before a month's out, you'd be so fat nobody'd know you."

      "I shall ask you to arrange that on some future occasion. Still, it seems to me that a teacher lives in a larger house than a cartman."

      "You blockhead! What good does a big house do your belly?"

      Plainly offended, he twitched ears as sharp as strips of winter bamboo and stalked roughly away. Thus began my acquaintance with Kuro of the cartman's.

      After that I encountered Kuro frequently. At every meeting he blustered in a manner entirely suited to a cartman's cat. It was in fact from Kuro that I heard the report of human depravity mentioned above.

      One day, as Kuro and I lay in the warm tea patch conversing on various subjects, he repeated his customary boasts as though they were entirely new and then asked me, "How many mice have you caught in your life?" I believed my intellectual development far superior to Kuro's, but I had long accepted that in strength and courage I could not begin to compare with him. Even so, the question was embarrassing. Facts are facts, however, and cannot honourably be falsified, so I answered, "To tell the truth, I have often intended to catch one, but have not yet done so." Kuro shook the long whiskers projecting stiffly from his muzzle and laughed prodigiously. For all his boasting, there is something wanting in Kuro, and if one merely purrs admiringly while listening respectfully to his swagger, he is an exceedingly manageable cat. I had understood this principle almost as soon as we became acquainted. I therefore decided that it would be foolish to offer a clumsy defence and worsen my position; far better to induce him to talk of his own exploits and thus obscure the issue. Meekly I said, "A cat of your years must have caught a great many." As expected, he charged eagerly through the breach. "Not all that many. Thirty or forty, I reckon," he replied with great satisfaction. Then he continued: "A hundred mice, two hundred—I'll take 'em all on by myself any day. But a weasel's another matter. Once I went for a weasel and got the worst of it."

      "Indeed," I said encouragingly.

      Kuro blinked his enormous eyes. "It was at last year's house-cleaning. My master crawled under the veranda with a sack of lime, and what d'you think happened? A great brute of a weasel took fright and shot out."

      "Ah," I said, displaying admiration.

      "They call it a weasel, but it's only a mouse grown a bit bigger. I went after the bastard and finally drove him into the gutter."

      "Splendidly done," I applauded.

      "But when the moment came, d'you know what the brute did? Let off his last stink right in my face. You never smelled anything like it. Ever since, the sight of a weasel turns my stomach."

      At this point he raised a forepaw and rubbed his nose two or three times, as though last year's odour still lingered there. I felt rather sorry for him and thought I would restore his spirits. "But a mouse that attracts your notice must know its last hour has come. You are such a master at catching mice—and eat so many of them—that no doubt they account for your fine plumpness and glossy coat."

      Strangely enough, this remark, intended to flatter Kuro, produced precisely the opposite effect. He heaved a deep and melancholy sigh. "When you think about it, the whole business is rotten. Catch as many mice as you like, work your paws off—there ain't a more shameless creature in the world than a human. My master takes every mouse I catch and carries it to the police box. The police don't know who caught it, so they pay him five sen every time. Thanks to me, the fellow's made about a yen and a half already, and he's never once given me anything decent to eat. Listen: a human's nothing but a respectable-looking thief."

      Even an uneducated cat like Kuro could evidently follow an argument of this sort. He was extremely angry and the hair stood up along his back. I began to feel uneasy, made some suitable evasion, and returned home. From that day I resolved never to catch a mouse. Nor, however, did I become Kuro's follower and go hunting for delicacies of other kinds. Sleeping is easier than eating delicacies. A cat who lives in a teacher's house apparently takes on the disposition of a teacher. Unless I am careful, I may presently develop a weak stomach as well.

      Speaking of teachers, my master appears lately to have realized that he can expect no success whatever in watercolour. In his diary for the first of December he wrote as follows.

      At today's gathering I met for the first time a certain Mr. So-and-so. He is said to have led a rather dissolute life, and indeed his appearance is that of a polished man of the world. Men of his type are attractive to women; it would therefore be more accurate to say not that he chose dissipation, but that dissipation was forced upon him. I am told that his wife was once a geisha. An enviable circumstance. Most of those who speak ill of libertines lack the qualifications necessary for libertinism. Among those who proclaim themselves libertines, moreover, many are equally unqualified. These fellows, though under no compulsion, force themselves into dissipation of their own accord. My own position in watercolour is much the same: there is not the least possibility that I shall ever graduate from it, yet I complacently imagine myself a connoisseur. If drinking in restaurants and frequenting geisha houses is enough to make a man of the world, then by the same reasoning I might become a watercolourist of some distinction. Just as my watercolours would be better left unpainted, an honest rustic of the most hopelessly provincial kind is far superior to an ignorant pretender to sophistication.

      I cannot altogether endorse this theory of the man of the world. And for a teacher to envy a man because his wife is a geisha is a foolish notion that ought never to be uttered. Still, my master's critical judgement where his own watercolours are concerned is sound enough. Despite possessing such self-knowledge, however, he cannot rid himself of vanity. Two days later, in his diary for the fourth of December, he wrote this:

      Last night I dreamed that someone had taken one of my watercolours—which I had judged utterly worthless and tossed aside—and placed it in a splendid frame above the transom. Once framed, it suddenly looked, even to my own eyes, extremely skilful. I was delighted. Thinking it a magnificent work, I spent the whole time admiring it alone. Then dawn came, I awoke, and with the morning light it became perfectly clear that I was as bad a painter as ever.

      The master seems to carry his lingering attachment to watercolour even through his dreams. With such a disposition he is not likely to become either a painter or one of those men of the world of whom he writes.

      On the day after the master dreamed of watercolours, the aesthetician with the gold-rimmed spectacles paid him a visit for the first time in some while. The moment he had taken his seat he opened with, "And how is the painting?"

      With perfect composure my master replied, "I have followed your advice and applied myself to sketching from life. It is true that, when one sketches from life, one begins to perceive forms and delicate variations of colour that had escaped one's notice before. I suppose Western painting reached its present development because artists there have advocated the practice from ancient times. Andrea del Sarto was a remarkable man." He said not a word about his diary and once again expressed his admiration for Andrea del Sarto.

      Scratching his head, the aesthetician laughed. "The truth is, old man, I made all that up."

      "Made what up?" My master had not yet realized that he had been deceived.

      "Why, the story about Andrea del Sarto that you admire so much. It was a little invention of mine. I never thought you would believe it so solemnly. Ha, ha, ha!" He was overjoyed.

      Listening from the veranda, I could not help wondering what entry would appear in my master's diary that evening. This aesthetician's one delight in life is to scatter plausible nonsense and make fools of people. Apparently indifferent to the vibrations the Andrea del Sarto affair might have produced upon my master's emotional strings, he continued, with immense satisfaction:

      "It is delightful to make a joke now and then and see people take it for truth. It provokes a powerful sense of comic beauty. The other day I told a student that Nicholas Nickleby had advised Gibbon not to write his monumental History of the French Revolution in French, but to publish it in English. The student had an absurdly good memory. At a meeting of the Japanese Literary Society he solemnly repeated the story exactly as I had told it. There were about a hundred people in the audience, and every one of them listened with intense attention. I have another good story. Recently, in the company of a certain literary gentleman, the conversation turned to Harrison's historical novel Theophano. I declared that it was the masterpiece of all historical fiction, and that the death of the heroine in particular was written with such spectral force that it chilled the blood. Opposite me sat a professor who has never in his life admitted ignorance of anything. 'Yes, yes,' he said, 'that passage is indeed magnificent.' I knew at once that, like me, he had never read the novel."

      My neurotic, dyspeptic master opened his eyes wide. "What would you do if you talked such nonsense to someone who actually had read the book?" His expression suggested that deceiving people was unobjectionable in itself, and only the danger of being exposed caused difficulty.

      The aesthetician was not in the least disturbed. "Oh, in that case I should merely say I had confused it with another book, or something of the sort." He laughed merrily.

      Though he wears gold-rimmed spectacles, this aesthetician has something in his nature resembling Kuro of the cartman's. My master silently blew rings of Hinode tobacco, with an expression that seemed to say, I could never show such courage. The aesthetician looked at him as though this very deficiency explained why he could not paint.

      "Joking apart, however, painting truly is difficult. Leonardo da Vinci is said to have instructed his pupils to copy the stains upon the walls of temples. And certainly, if you go into a privy and contemplate with undivided attention a wall marked by rainwater, you will find that nature has formed some remarkably good designs. Observe them carefully and try sketching them. I am sure you will produce something interesting."

      "You are deceiving me again."

      "No, this much is true. It is a striking remark, is it not? Just the sort of thing da Vinci might have said."

      "It is certainly striking," said my master, half surrendering. Yet so far he does not appear to have undertaken any sketches in the privy.

      Kuro the cartman's cat later went lame. His once-glossy coat gradually faded and began to fall out. The eyes I had called more beautiful than amber became clogged with discharge. What most forcibly attracted my notice was his loss of spirit and the deterioration of his magnificent physique. On the last day I met him in the familiar tea plot, I asked how he was getting on. "I've had enough of weasels' last farts and fishmongers' carrying poles," he replied.

      The maple leaves that had embroidered two or three tiers of crimson among the red pines scattered like an old dream. The red and white camellias, which had taken turns dropping petals beside the stone washbasin, fell away entirely. Winter sunlight began to withdraw early from the south-facing veranda, three and a half bays in length, and days without a cold north wind became almost unknown. I felt that even the hours available for my afternoon naps had grown shorter.

      Every day the master goes to school. On returning, he barricades himself in the study. When anyone visits, he says that he hates teaching, hates it. He seldom paints watercolours now. Declaring Taka-Diastase useless, he has stopped taking that as well. The children, to their credit, never miss kindergarten. When they return, they sing school songs, bounce a ball, and from time to time suspend me by the tail.

      Since I eat no delicacies, I have not grown particularly fat. Still, I remain tolerably healthy, have not gone lame, and pass each day as it comes. I never catch mice. I still dislike O-san. No one has yet given me a name, but desire has no limit; I intend to spend my whole life in this teacher's house and end it as a nameless cat.
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      Since the New Year I have acquired a certain degree of fame, and I am grateful to feel, even though I am a cat, that I may hold my nose a little higher.

      Early on New Year's morning a picture postcard arrived for my master. It was a seasonal greeting from a painter of his acquaintance. The upper portion was coloured red, the lower a deep green, and in the centre a crouching animal had been drawn in pastel. In his usual study, my master examined the picture sideways and upright and said, "The colours are very good." Having once expressed his admiration, one might have expected him to stop. Instead he continued to look at it sideways and upright. He twisted his body, stretched out his arm and held it as an old fortune-teller studies a chart, then turned toward the window and brought it almost to the end of his nose. Unless he stopped soon, the constant movement of his knees would place me in serious danger. At last the agitation diminished; then I heard him mutter, "What on earth is it meant to be?" Evidently he admired the colours but had been labouring all this while to identify the animal. Thinking it a poor sort of postcard if one could not tell what it represented, I opened my sleeping eyes halfway with elegant composure and looked. There could be no mistake: it was my own portrait. The artist may not have been posing as Andrea del Sarto in my master's fashion, but, being a painter, he had properly managed both form and colour. Anyone could see that it was a cat; anyone with the least discrimination could see plainly that it was no other cat but me. When I considered that my master had struggled so hard over so obvious a matter, I felt rather sorry for humanity. Had it been possible, I should have liked to tell him that the picture was of me. Even if he could not understand that much, I wished at least to make him realize that it was a cat. But human beings are animals upon whom heaven has not bestowed sufficient grace to understand the language of our feline race. Regretfully, therefore, I left him unenlightened.

      I should like to warn the reader of one thing. Human beings have an unfortunate habit of saying "cat, cat" whenever the occasion arises, and of judging me in a tone of casual contempt. To imagine that cattle and horses were made from the dregs of humanity, and cats in turn manufactured from the dung of cattle and horses, may be natural enough in a conceited teacher too ignorant to perceive his own ignorance, but to an outside observer it is not an attractive spectacle. Cats, however humble, are not produced by such crude and summary methods. From a distance we may appear a single undifferentiated row of creatures, all equal and alike, with no individual character; but enter feline society and you will find it remarkably complex. The human saying that every person is different applies here without alteration. Eyes, noses, coats, gaits—all vary. From the spread of the whiskers and the angle of the ears to the precise droop of the tail, no two are identical. Handsome and ugly, agreeable and disagreeable, refined and vulgar: one may exhaust every category and still scarcely account for our infinite diversity. Despite these unmistakable distinctions, human eyes are forever turned toward the sky in pursuit of what they call progress. It is pitiable that they cannot distinguish even the smallest features of our faces, much less our characters. Like seeks like, they say, and rightly so: let the rice-cake maker judge rice cakes and the cat judge cats. No matter how far humanity develops, in this respect it will remain helpless. Indeed, since humans are not nearly so superior as they themselves believe, the task is harder still. As for a man so poor in sympathy as my master, there is no remedy at all. He does not even understand that the first principle of love is complete mutual comprehension. Like an ill-tempered oyster, he clings to his study and has never once opened himself toward the outer world. Yet he wears the expression of one who has risen above all things, which is rather comic. Proof that he has risen above nothing is directly before us: my portrait lies under his nose, but without the faintest glimmer of recognition he calmly remarks that, since this is the second year of the war with Russia, the animal is probably a bear.

      While I sat upon my master's knees with closed eyes and entertained these reflections, the maid presently brought a second picture postcard. It showed, in printed colours, four or five foreign cats arranged in a row, holding pens, opening books, and applying themselves to study. One of them had left its seat and was dancing a Western version of the cat-dance upon the corner of a desk. Across the top, in bold Japanese ink, someone had written, "I am a cat," and on the right appeared even a haiku:

      Reading or dancing⁠—

      A cat's whole spring day.

      The card had come from one of my master's former pupils, and its meaning ought to have been apparent at a glance. Yet my heedless master still failed to understand. Tilting his head in perplexity, he murmured, "I wonder whether this is the Year of the Cat." Evidently he had not yet noticed how famous I had become.

      The maid then brought a third card. This one bore no picture. It said, "Respectful congratulations upon the New Year," and beside this, "Though it is an impertinence, I beg you to convey my regards to that cat." Even a man as obtuse as my master could understand when the matter was stated so plainly. At last he seemed to grasp it. Saying "Hmph," he looked at my face. His gaze differed from its usual expression and appeared to contain a certain degree of respect. Considering that my master, whose existence the world had never previously acknowledged, had suddenly gained distinction entirely through my influence, such a look was no more than proper.

      Just then the lattice at the gate rang, ching, ching, ching-ching-ching. It was probably a visitor, in which case the maid would answer. Except when Umekō from the fishmonger's comes, I make a rule of never going out to receive callers, so I remained calmly seated upon the master's knees. The master, however, looked toward the entrance with the anxiety of a man whose usurer has burst in upon him. Apparently he detests receiving New Year's callers and being obliged to drink with them. Human perversity could hardly go further. He might have gone out early and avoided them, but he lacks the courage even for that. His oyster nature shows itself more clearly every day. After a while the maid appeared and announced that Mr. Kangetsu had arrived. This Kangetsu, I am told, was also once my master's pupil, but has now graduated and become in some way more distinguished than his former teacher. For reasons I cannot understand, he often comes to visit. Whenever he does, he strings together phrases suggesting that some woman may or may not be in love with him, that the world may be delightful or tedious, dangerous or seductive, and then goes home. Why he should deliberately seek out a shrivelled specimen like my master in order to offer such conversation is puzzling enough; more amusing still is the sight of my oyster-like master listening and occasionally grunting assent.

      "I have neglected you for some time," said Kangetsu, twisting the cord of his haori. "The truth is, I have been extraordinarily active since the end of last year. However often I meant to come, my feet simply would not turn in this direction." He spoke as though proposing a riddle.

      "In what direction did they turn?" asked my master with a serious face, tugging at the cuff of his black cotton crested haori. The garment was made of cotton and its sleeves were too short, so that half an inch of the flimsy robe beneath protruded on either side.

      "Heh, heh, heh. In a somewhat different direction," Kangetsu laughed. I saw that one of his front teeth was missing that day.

      "What happened to your tooth?" asked the master, changing the subject.

      "Well, I happened to eat a shiitake mushroom somewhere."

      "You ate what?"

      "A little shiitake, you see. I tried to bite through the cap with my front teeth, and the tooth broke clean off."

      "Losing a front tooth to a shiitake sounds remarkably senile. It might make a haiku, but it hardly seems promising material for romance." With the flat of his hand he tapped my head lightly.

      "Ah, is that the celebrated cat? He looks quite well fed. I should say he could hold his own even against Kuro from the cartman's. A splendid animal," Kangetsu declared, praising me highly.

      "He has grown considerably of late," said the master proudly, and thumped my head several times. I was gratified by the compliment, but my head began to ache.

      "The night before last we held a little concert," Kangetsu resumed, returning to his former subject.

      "Where?"

      "Where it was need not concern you. We had three violins with piano accompaniment, and it was very enjoyable. When there are three violins together, even poor playing becomes tolerable. Two of the players were women and I joined them. I thought I played rather well myself."

      "Hm. And who were these women?" the master asked enviously. Although in daily life his face resembles a withered tree upon a wintry cliff, he is by no means indifferent to women. He once read a Western novel containing a character who fell a little in love with almost every woman he saw. On calculation, the man was romantically attached to just under seventy percent of the women who passed in the street. My master was so impressed by this satirical observation that he declared it a profound truth. Why a man so susceptible should nevertheless lead the life of an oyster is beyond the comprehension of a cat. Some attribute it to a disappointed love; others to dyspepsia; still others say that he is poor and cowardly. The question does not matter, since he is hardly a figure whose motives will affect the history of the Meiji era. It is a fact, however, that he asked the identity of Kangetsu's female companions with an envious air.

      Kangetsu picked up a slice of fish cake from the New Year's hors d'oeuvres, held it between his chopsticks, and bit it in two with his front teeth. I feared that another tooth might break, but this time all went well.

      "They are both young ladies from a certain household," he replied with studied reserve. "You would not know them."

      "Naaru—" the master drawled, leaving the hodo of naruhodo unspoken while he considered the matter.

      Perhaps Kangetsu judged that it was time to move on. "What fine weather. If you are free, shall we take a walk together? Port Arthur has fallen, and the city is in tremendous spirits."

      The master looked as though he cared less for the fall of Port Arthur than for the identity of the women. After thinking for some time, however, he appeared to reach a decision. "Very well, let us go out," he said, and rose resolutely. He was still wearing the same black cotton crested haori and the same padded Yūki-silk robe, supposedly a keepsake from his elder brother, that he had worn for twenty years. However durable Yūki silk may be, no fabric can endure such continuous service. In places it had grown so thin that, when held to the sun, one could see the stitches of the patches applied from behind. In my master's dress there is no distinction between the end of the year and New Year's Day, between indoor clothes and clothes for visiting. When he goes out, he simply tucks his hands into his sleeves and strolls away. Whether he owns nothing else or merely finds changing too troublesome, I cannot tell. This at least cannot be blamed upon disappointed love.

      After the two men had gone, I took the liberty of consuming the portion of fish cake Kangetsu had left behind. By now I am no ordinary cat. I consider that I possess at least the standing of a cat in a tale by Momokawa Joen, or of the cat that stole Gray's goldfish. Kuro of the cartman's is naturally beneath my notice. Surely no one could object if I accepted a single slice of fish cake. Besides, the habit of eating snacks in secret is by no means confined to the feline race. O-san, for example, often helps herself to rice cakes and sweetmeats whenever the mistress is absent, and helps herself again after she has finished helping herself. Nor is O-san alone. Even the children, whom their mother boasts are receiving an elegant upbringing, display the same tendency. Four or five days ago the two girls awoke absurdly early and sat facing one another at the breakfast table while the master and mistress were still asleep. Every morning they are given a portion of the bread the master eats, with sugar sprinkled upon it. On this occasion the sugar jar happened to be on the table, complete with spoon. Since no one was present to distribute the usual allowance, the elder girl presently took a spoonful from the jar and emptied it onto her plate. The younger immediately copied her sister, taking the same quantity by the same method. For a little while the two glared at one another. Then the elder picked up the spoon and added another spoonful to her plate. The younger at once made her own portion equal. The elder took a third; the younger, refusing to be defeated, added a third. The elder reached for the jar again; the younger seized the spoon. Spoonful upon spoonful mounted before my eyes until both plates held great hills of sugar and not a spoonful remained in the jar. At that moment the master came from the bedroom rubbing his sleepy eyes and returned every grain they had so laboriously removed to its original container. From such incidents one may conclude that humans possess a notion of fairness, derived from selfishness, that may exceed a cat's; in wisdom, however, they are decidedly our inferiors. I thought they ought to have licked up the sugar before piling it so high. But as usual no one could understand my advice, and I was obliged to watch in pitying silence from the top of the rice tub.

      Where and how the master walked with Kangetsu I do not know. He returned late that night and did not appear at the breakfast table until about nine the following morning. Observing from my customary position on the rice tub, I saw him silently eating New Year's soup. He emptied one bowl and began another, then emptied that and began again. The pieces of rice cake were small, but he ate six or seven of them. Finally he left one piece at the bottom of his bowl, laid down his chopsticks, and said he had had enough. He would never tolerate such self-indulgence in anyone else; but, proudly exercising the authority of master of the house, he contemplated the scorched corpse of the rice cake in the cloudy broth without the least concern.

      His wife took the Taka-Diastase from a cupboard and set it on the table.

      "That stuff does no good. I will not take it," he said.

      "But they say it is especially effective with starchy food. You ought to take some," she urged.

      "Starch or no starch, it is useless," he replied stubbornly.

      "You really tire of everything so quickly," his wife murmured, almost to herself.

      "I have not tired of it. The medicine does not work."

      "But only the other day you kept saying how wonderfully it worked, and you took it every single day."

      "It worked then. It does not work now," he replied in a neat antithesis.

      "No medicine, however effective, can possibly help if you take it one day and stop the next. A weak stomach is not like other illnesses. Unless you learn a little patience, it will never be cured. Isn't that so?" She turned toward O-san, who stood by holding a tray.

      "Indeed it is, ma'am. Unless he takes it a little longer, there is no possible way of knowing whether it is good medicine or bad," said O-san, unhesitatingly taking the mistress's side.

      "Whatever you say, I will not take it, and if I say I will not, I will not. What can women know about such things? Be quiet."

      "A woman is all I am, naturally," said his wife, pushing the Taka-Diastase before him as though determined to make him disembowel himself upon it.

      Without another word, the master rose and entered his study. His wife and O-san looked at one another and grinned. At such moments, if I follow him and climb onto his knees, I suffer terribly. I therefore slipped around through the garden, climbed onto the veranda outside the study, and peered through a gap in the shōji. The master was reading a book by someone called Epictetus. If he understood it as well as he normally understands such things, his conduct was impressive indeed. After five or six minutes he flung the book onto the desk as though striking it. This was more or less what I had expected. Continuing to observe him, I saw him take out his diary and write as follows.

      Walked with Kangetsu through Nezu, Ueno, Ikenohata, and the neighbourhood of Kanda. In front of a geisha house at Ikenohata, a geisha in a New Year's kimono with a patterned hem was playing battledore. Her clothes were beautiful, but her face exceedingly ugly. For some reason she resembled our cat.

      There was no need to select me in particular as the standard example of an ugly face. If I went to Kitadoko and had my face shaved, I should not look so very different from a human being. The trouble with humans is precisely this conceit.

      On turning the corner by Hōtan, we met another geisha. She was tall and slender, with gently sloping shoulders and an admirably proportioned figure. The pale-violet garment she wore fell naturally and gave her an air of refinement. Smiling so that her white teeth showed, she said, "Gen dear, about last night—I was simply so busy." Her voice, however, was hoarse as that of a wandering crow, and this so diminished the excellence of her appearance that I could not be bothered to turn and discover what sort of creature the so-called Gen might be. With my hands tucked into my sleeves, I continued toward Onarimichi. Kangetsu seemed somehow restless.

      Nothing is harder to understand than human psychology. Whether my master at this moment is angry or exhilarated, or whether he is seeking a path of consolation in the testament of a philosopher, I cannot tell in the least. Is he sneering at the world, or longing to join it? Is he flying into a temper over trifles, or standing serenely aloof from all material things? I have not the faintest idea. Cats, by contrast, are simple. When we wish to eat, we eat; when we wish to sleep, we sleep. When angry, we devote ourselves entirely to anger; when we cry, we cry as though life itself depended upon it. Above all, we never keep so useless a thing as a diary. There is no need. A double-faced human such as my master may have to write a diary in order to display, in the darkness of a private room, that aspect of himself which cannot safely be exhibited to society. But among us cats, walking, standing, sitting, lying down, defecating and urinating—all are the genuine diary itself. We need not go to elaborate trouble in order to preserve a record of our true selves. If one has time to keep a diary, one may as well spend it asleep on the veranda.

      Dined at a certain establishment in Kanda. Drank two or three cups of Masamune sake for the first time in some while, and my stomach feels exceedingly well this morning. I believe an evening drink is the finest remedy for dyspepsia. Taka-Diastase is, of course, useless. Whatever anyone may say, it is no good. A medicine that does not work simply does not work.

      He attacks Taka-Diastase without restraint, like a man quarrelling by himself. This morning's irritation has thrust its tail into the entry. Perhaps passages of this kind reveal the true character of a human diary.

      The other day So-and-so said that abandoning breakfast would improve my stomach. I went without it for two or three days, but the only result was a continual rumbling in my belly. Mr. Such-and-such urged me to give up pickles without fail. According to his theory, every stomach disorder originates in pickled vegetables. Stop eating them and one dries up the source of the disease; complete recovery must follow. I therefore refrained from touching a pickle for about a week. Since no particular benefit appeared, I have lately begun eating them again. Mr. Blank declared that nothing could equal abdominal massage. Ordinary massage, however, would not do. There is an ancient technique called the Minagawa school, and one or two treatments by that method will cure nearly every stomach complaint at the root. Yasui Sokken was extremely fond of this art of massage, and even a hero like Sakamoto Ryōma is said to have received treatment from time to time. I accordingly went at once to Upper Negishi and had myself kneaded. The practitioner declared that no cure was possible unless he massaged the bones, and that complete recovery would be difficult unless the positions of my internal organs were first turned upside down. His treatment was extraordinarily brutal. Afterwards my body felt like cotton and I had the sensation of having contracted sleeping sickness. One experience was enough; I abandoned the method. Mr. A insisted that I must eat nothing solid. I therefore spent a whole day drinking milk alone. My intestines made such sloshing noises that I imagined a flood was passing through them, and I could not sleep all night. Mr. B said that, if I breathed with the diaphragm and thereby exercised the internal organs, the stomach would naturally regain healthy function, and suggested I try. I practised this to some extent, but it produced an indefinable uneasiness in my abdomen. Moreover, though at intervals I would remember and set to work with single-minded devotion, within five or six minutes I forgot all about it. When I tried not to forget, I became so conscious of my diaphragm that I could neither read a book nor write a sentence. Meitei the aesthetician saw me in this condition and remarked that, since I was not a man in labour, I had better stop. Recently I have done so. Professor C advised me to eat buckwheat noodles. I immediately alternated between noodles in broth and cold noodles on a tray, but the only effect was diarrhoea. I have tried every possible means of curing the weak stomach that has afflicted me for years, and all have failed. Only the three cups of Masamune I drank with Kangetsu last night produced a definite result. From now on I shall drink two or three cups every evening.

      This resolution will certainly not last long. My master's mind, like the pupil of my eye, changes without interruption. Nothing he undertakes endures. It is also amusing that, while he worries so intensely about his stomach in his diary, he affects great stoicism before other people. Recently a scholarly friend visited him and argued, from a certain point of view, that all illness is nothing but the consequence of sins committed by one's ancestors and oneself. He had evidently studied the matter deeply; his reasoning was clear, his arrangement orderly, and the theory imposing. Regrettably, my master lacks both the intelligence and learning required to refute it. Yet because he himself was suffering from his stomach, he apparently felt obliged to offer some defence and preserve his dignity. "Your theory is interesting," he said, "but Carlyle had dyspepsia, you know"—a thoroughly irrelevant reply, as though Carlyle's weak stomach made his own an honourable distinction. His friend brought the matter to a close: "Carlyle may have been dyspeptic, but it does not follow that every dyspeptic is Carlyle." The master fell silent. Vain though he is, he would evidently prefer not to suffer from indigestion, and his decision to begin drinking every evening is therefore rather comic. Come to think of it, the remarkable quantity of New Year's soup he ate this morning may itself have been an effect of the Masamune he consumed with Kangetsu last night. I, too, began to feel that I should like to taste some of the soup.

      Though I am a cat, I eat most things. I lack Kuro's energy for conducting expeditions to the fishmonger's in the side street, and I am in no position to demand luxuries like Mikeko, the tortoiseshell belonging to the teacher of the two-stringed koto in the new road. Consequently I have surprisingly few dislikes. I eat bread dropped by the children and lick the bean paste from rice cakes. Pickles are exceedingly unpleasant, but in the interests of experience I once ate two slices of takuan. Once one begins, it is curious how nearly everything proves edible. To say, "I dislike this" and "I refuse that" is luxurious self-indulgence, entirely unsuitable in a cat who lives in a teacher's house.

      According to my master, there once lived in France a novelist named Balzac. He was a man of extravagant tastes—not, however, in food; being a novelist, he practised extravagance in prose. One day Balzac was attempting to name a character in a novel. He tried one name after another, but none pleased him. Just then a friend called, and the two went out walking. The friend naturally had no idea why he was being taken. Balzac, however, intended all along to discover the name over which he had been labouring, and once in the street he did nothing but inspect the signs above the shops. Still no name satisfied him. He dragged his friend onward without aim; the friend, unable to understand the purpose of the expedition, followed. In this fashion they explored Paris from morning until night. On their way home, Balzac suddenly noticed the sign of a tailor. The name Marcus appeared upon it. Balzac clapped his hands. "That is it! That and nothing else. Marcus is a fine name, is it not? Put the initial Z before it and one obtains a name beyond improvement. It must be Z, no other letter. Z. Marcus is superb. However skilfully one invents a name oneself, there is always something artificial about it, and that spoils the effect. At last I have found one that satisfies me." Forgetting his friend's inconvenience altogether, he rejoiced alone. If a novelist must explore Paris for an entire day merely to name a character, literature is certainly a laborious business. Such refinement of taste is admirable when one can afford it. But a creature in my position, with an oyster-like master, cannot entertain such ideas. Circumstances naturally reduce one to the principle that anything will do, provided it can be eaten. Thus my sudden desire for New Year's soup was not the product of luxury. I merely reflected that one should eat whatever is available whenever it is available, and remembered that the portion my master had left might still remain in the kitchen. I went round to investigate.

      The rice cake I had seen that morning was still glued to the bottom of the bowl in precisely the colour I remembered. I confess that I had never before placed rice cake in my mouth. It looked appetizing, yet also a little uncanny. With one forepaw I scraped aside the greens lying over it. When I inspected my claws, the skin of the cake had caught upon them and stretched in sticky threads. I sniffed. It smelled like the rice at the bottom of a pot when it is transferred to the tub.

      Should I eat it or leave it? I looked around. Fortunately or unfortunately, no one was there. O-san, whose face looks the same at year's end and New Year alike, was outside playing battledore. The children were in the inner room singing "What Did the Rabbit Say?" If I meant to eat, the moment had come. Should I lose this opportunity, I might have to wait until next year before learning the taste of rice cake. At that instant, though a cat, I apprehended a truth:

      Every rare opportunity compels every animal to dare even what it does not desire.

      To tell the truth, I did not particularly want the soup. Indeed, the longer I scrutinized the bottom of the bowl, the more sinister it appeared and the less I wished to eat it. Had O-san opened the kitchen door at that moment, or had I heard the children's footsteps approaching from the inner room, I should have abandoned the bowl without regret and never thought of the soup again until the following year. But no one came. However long I hesitated, no one came. I began to feel as though some invisible presence were urging, "Eat it quickly. Why do you not eat?" Peering into the bowl, I prayed that someone would hurry in. Still no one appeared. At last I was forced to eat the soup.

      I lowered the whole weight of my body toward the bottom of the bowl and bit deeply, taking about an inch of one corner of the rice cake into my mouth. With such force behind the bite, any ordinary substance should have broken. But what a shock! When I judged that I had bitten far enough and tried to withdraw my teeth, they would not come. When I attempted to bite again and improve my hold, nothing moved. By the time I realized that rice cake was a demon, it was too late. Like a man fallen into a swamp who sinks deeper the more frantically he tries to pull out his legs, the more I chewed, the heavier my mouth became and the more completely my teeth ceased to move. There was resistance enough, but resistance alone; I could make no progress toward finishing the matter.

      Meitei the aesthetician once described my master as "a man who cannot be divided out." The phrase was admirably chosen. Like my master, this rice cake could not be divided by any means whatever. I might chew for all eternity, but, as when ten is divided by three, no final conclusion would ever be reached. In the midst of this anguish I unexpectedly encountered a second truth:

      Every animal intuitively foreknows what is and is not suited to it.

      I had now discovered two truths, but the rice cake remained attached, so I felt not the slightest pleasure in my achievement. My teeth seemed to be absorbed into its flesh and hurt as though they were being pulled from my jaws. Unless I finished quickly and escaped, O-san would return. The children's song had stopped; they would surely come running into the kitchen.

      At the height of my distress I whirled my tail round and round, but without effect. I raised and lowered my ears; that too was useless. On reflection, ears and tail had no relation whatever to rice cake. Having realized that all this wagging, raising, and lowering was wasted, I stopped. At last it occurred to me that I must employ my forepaws to dislodge the demon. First I raised the right paw and rubbed around my mouth. Mere rubbing could hardly divide the indivisible. Next I stretched out the left and traced violent circles with my mouth at the centre. No demon could be exorcised by so feeble a charm. Deciding that perseverance was essential, I worked right and left alternately. My teeth remained suspended in the rice cake exactly as before.

      "This is too much trouble," I thought, and used both paws at once. Miraculously, at that moment I found that I could stand upon my two hind legs. I felt somehow no longer a cat. But cat or not, in such circumstances it scarcely mattered. Determined to continue until the rice-cake demon was cast out, I clawed madly over my whole face. The motion of my forelegs was so violent that I repeatedly lost balance and began to fall. Each time I had to recover myself with my hind legs. It was impossible to remain in one place, and I went leaping from side to side throughout the kitchen. I marvelled at my own skill in remaining upright. A third truth rushed suddenly into view:

      In the face of danger, one can accomplish what is ordinarily impossible. This is called divine assistance.

      Thus favoured by heaven, I struggled desperately with the demon. Then I heard what seemed to be footsteps; someone was coming from the inner rooms. Discovery at this point would be disastrous. I redoubled my frenzy and raced about the kitchen. The footsteps drew nearer. Alas, my divine assistance proved slightly insufficient. At last one of the children found me.

      "Oh! The cat's eating New Year's soup and dancing!" she shouted.

      O-san was the first to hear. Throwing aside battledore and shuttlecock, she burst in through the kitchen entrance crying, "Well, I never!" The mistress appeared in her formal crepe kimono and pronounced, "What a horrid cat!" Even the master emerged from his study and said, "You idiot!" Only the children declared it entertaining. Then, as though by prior agreement, everyone burst into loud laughter.

      I was furious; I was in agony; and I could not stop dancing. My position was wretched. Just as the laughter seemed likely to subside, the five-year-old girl said, "Mother, the cat really is extraordinary, isn't he?" With the force of a man turning back an already fallen wave, the remark

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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