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WIFE  (Chasing ANTARO on, wielding a stick with a sickle attached to the end.) Oh, how angry, how angry I am! I'll beat you to death with this stick! 
ANTARO  (Stuttering violently each time he speaks.) Oh, forgive me, please forgive me!
ARBITER  Oh, wait! Wait a moment! 
WIFE  I'll beat you to death with this stick! 
ANTARO  Oh, forgive me, please forgive me!
ARBITER  Oh, wait! Wait a moment! 
WIFE  I'll beat you to death with this stick!
ANTARO  Stop her, oh, please stop her!
ARBITER  Oh, wait! Wait a moment! First, tell me what the argument is about.
WIFE  Please listen to me. Everyone in the neighborhood gets up early in the morning and goes to the mountains to cut firewood. But though I tell this rascal to go too and bring him this stick and sickle of his, he makes up one excuse after another to get out of going. Just stop and think! If he does not go to the mountain, how can he possibly make a proper living? I am going to beat him to death.
ANTARO  Stop her, oh, please stop her!

ARBITER  Oh, wait! Wait a moment! I will give him a good scolding.

WIFE  Please do give him a good scolding. 

ARBITER  With all my heart. Hey, Antaro! What a sight you are!

ANTARO  You came out just in time.

ARBITER  What do you mean 'just in time'?! People will talk if you keep letting your wife chase you about like this. Why will you not go to the mountains?

ANTARO  It is not that I simply refuse to go to the mountains. It is just that she is such a scold, acting as though she owns everything in the house and being self-willed in everything. And on top of that she will not even so much as give me anything to eat, and that is why there is no way that I can go to the mountains.

WIFE  Hey, you rascal!

ANTARO  What? 

WIFE  Have you already forgotten what you ate this morning? 

ANTARO  When did you give me anything to eat? Is it not true that all you ever do is sleep in the morning until well after dawn, and then spend all your time visiting the neighbors to drink tea and gossip?

WIFE  Hey, you are the one who sleeps until well after dawn and then goes over to the neighbors where you stay so long that their pots and pans get scorched, and then refuse to leave them until they give you something to eat! So who is the one who should be ashamed if not you, who should be ashamed if not you! 

ANTARO  There, you see, just listen to her. If I say one thing, she never stops talking until she has said ten or twelve things. I am completely fed up with her. I will divorce her. Tell he to leave me and be gone!

ARBITER  With all my heart. (To WIFE.) He says he will divorce you, so you should leave him and be gone. 

WIFE  What a mature thing to say! Whenever I say anything at all, he is always threatening me with divorce and telling me to get out. Why, five or ten men of his ilk can be kicked forth from any roadside thicket. I will go immediately to my parents' village on these two legs of mine. So, tell him to return to me the twelve layered set of robes that I brought along with me when I came here as his bride.

ARBITER  With all my heart. Here, here! She says she will go if you return her twelve layered set of robes. 

ANTARO  What's that? Her twelve layered set of robes? 

ARBITER  Most certainly.

ANTARO  It's funny that she even knows the term "twelve-layered set of robes."

ARBITER  Then there is no such thing? 

ANTARO  There is no such thing. I would like to say it to her face to shame her, but whatever I say she scolds me, and as I can do nothing but stammer and stutter, it is most vexing. (He weeps.)

ARBITER  Oh, here, here. Well, I must say, how short tempered you are. You must not act like this. You must calm yourself and speak your mind to her. 

ANTARO  If that is the case, I will put what I have to say to music and sing it to her. Please tell her to listen to me.

ARBITER  With all my heart. (To WIFE.) Here, here. He says he wants to speak his mind to you, so you must listen to him.

WIFE  Tell him if he has something to say to say it quickly.

ARBITER  (To ANTARO.) Here, here. Speak your mind to her. 

ANTARO  With all my heart. (Singing.) 

Here you see before you one strange man,

And his name is Antaro, 

In other words, that guy is me. 

Now, this man has a wife, 

Who is such a nagging scold that he gives her a divorce.

And in leaving she demands clothing 

Such as she never wore when she came to him.

And since I have always been a stutterer, 

I cannot speak the words I must,

So I have set them to music 

And sing them with a beat,

In Ko-uta-bushi style,

To get everything across in detail. 

Is this not an unusual way of doing things? 

In any case, I say now, 

Her words are all lies and prevarications,

Her words are all lies and prevarications,

For concerning the number of robes

She brought with her as a bride, 

What she calls her glossed silk and that,

Her autumn leaf fabrics, and her blue thread weaves,

As well as her soft raw silks,

Are just a lot of scraps of twelve colors all together, 

That she patched together and lined with cotton, 

To make one single little robe. 

WIFE  Oh, how angry, how angry I am! (Lunging toward ANTARO to strike him)

ANTARO  Oh, please stop her.

ARBITER  Oh, wait! Wait a moment! (Stopping the WIFE.)

WIFE  It looks as though he has given my robes away to someone or other. In that case, tell him to give me back the loom that I have slaved over night and day. 

ARBITER  With all my heart. (To ANTARO.) Here, here. She says to give her back her loom that she has slaved over night and day. 

ANTARO  There is no such thing as that either. Since I have started, I will tell you about this too and shame her even further. 

ARBITER  That is a fine idea. 

ANTARO  (Singing.)

There you go lying again, you worthless woman,

There you go lying again, you worthless woman!

All you are capable of accomplishing, 

Is sleeping late in the morning,

Napping at noon, and dozing in the evening, 

And when you do occasionally make it out of bed,

You are sluggish and dull-witted. 

You do manage to spin 

A few strands of grasscloth from time to time,

But then you gather up all your spools of grassthread,

And take them off to the liquor shop to exchange for wine.

You never sell so much as a single foot of cloth

At the single annual market at Omi Temple,

That is known throughout the Land of Kochi, 

Nor do you even make enough 

To wear or use in any way for yourself. 

You are such a worthless woman

As no one has hardly ever heard of. 

WIFE  Oh, how angry, how angry I am! It looks as though he has given my loom away to someone or other as well. Tell him, at least, to give me back my set of twelve toilet items.

ARBITER  With all my heart. (To ANTARO.) Here, I say. She says to give her back her set of twelve toilet items. 

ANTARO  Once she gets carried away, she says all manner of things. There is no such thing as that either. 

ARBITER  Then there is no such thing as that either?

ANTARO  I would like tell you about this too and shame her even further, but before long, she will beat me to death with the stick. Please take that stick away from her. 

ARBITER  With all my heart. (To WIFE.) Here, here. He says he will speak his mind on this matter as well. So you must entrust that stick to me. 

WIFE  No, no. I will not let this stick go. 

ARBITER  Come, now, come. Now you must entrust that stick to me. (He takes the stick away from WIFE. To ANTARO.) There now, I took the stick from her, so calm yourself and speak your mind to her. 

ANTARO  With all my heart. (Singing.) 

Her words are all lies and prevarications,

Her words are all lies and prevarications,

For concerning the number of vine baskets

This worthless woman brought with her as a bride, 

What she calls her purple twill weave,

Her barking fox furs and her pale yellow silks, 

As well as her hazel and persimmon dyed cloths, 

Are just a lot of scraps of twelve colors,

That she patched together,

To make one single wrapping cloth.

And as for the things that were inside, 

An old fan, a bit of white makeup 

Wadded inside a scrap of dirty paper,

A badly chipped earthenware dish 

With just a bit of lip rouge inside, 

And one copper mirror,

All stuffed in together in a jumble,

Looking for all the world like a bundle of market purchases,

Or a handful of grassthread spools, 

And this she carried tightly under her arm, 

Wearing a single unlined robe 

Torn all the way across the shoulders,

But pulled up closely to cover her breast,

Holding up a torn paper umbrella, 

and with a straw hat on her head, 

Blown along by the chilling blasts 

That come sweeping across the paddies,

In the coldest of winter coldness,

Staggering first one way and then the other,

Then this way and that as though frozen to the bone,

You are such a worthless woman

As no one has hardly ever heard of. 

WIFE  Oh, how angry, how angry I am! (Lunging toward ANTARO to strike him)

ANTARO  Stop her, oh, please stop her!

WIFE  How shall I punish you? Shall I wring your neck, or shall I bite your head off?!

ARBITER  Run away quickly.

ANTARO  Stop her, oh, please stop her!

WIFE  Oh, how angry, how angry I am!
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