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PRIEST     (Singing.)

I consider myself to be a Buddha true, 

I consider myself to be a Buddha true, 

Paying not the least heed to what others may think. 

(Speaking.)  I am a priest who resides in the capital.  As I have never before visited the Eastern Lands, I have made up my mind to make a pilgrimage there now.

(Singing.)

The landmark shrine gate on the hill

Comes into view as I press onward,

The old shrine gate on the hill 

Comes into clear view,

Paying respect to its deity, I go on, 

Sprightly through the clear fresh waters of the barrier,

Then right straight on across the Plain of Awazu, 

Also I traverse the Long Bridge of Seita, 

Then I bow and worship the lovely Saint Jizo

At the barrier gate of Ada Minakuchi, 

Then I cross the ever-flowing River of Springs, 

And after so many endless days of travel, 

At last I enter the fabled Land of Ise, 

Arriving safely now at the Kuwana Beach,

Arriving safely now at the Kuwana Beach,

(Speaking.)  As I have made my way with haste, I have now arrived at the Kuwana Beach in the Land of Ise.  I will stop here and rest a bit. 

CLAM     I say, I say!  I wish to speak with you, Sir Priest.

PRIEST     Is it I with whom you wish to speak? What do you wish of me?

CLAM     What is the name of the shellfish upon which you have just now tread? 

PRIEST     Since you ask this of me, I will look and see. . . Oh, it is a lovely clam. 

CLAM     It is written that Buddhahood is found even in the insects in the ground. It is also said that when one steps carelessly, one's cane causes a clamor.  Thus since your foot bound itself to me, in memory of me,

(Singing.)

Forget not, oh, I beg of you

To comfort me with your prayers.

CHORUS     (Singing.)

Repeatedly making this request

To offer condolences and pray for sweet repose

For her soul, she turned and walked away,

Into the waves of the sea, sinking out of sight,

Into the rough waves of the sea, sinking out of sight.

PRIEST     Oh, what a strange sight I have seen here.  First, I will seek out a person of this place and ask for lodging.  There I will calm my heart and hold a Buddhist mass for the soul of the clam.  Is there a person of this place about? 

PERSON     Who is it who calls out for a person of this place? 

PRIEST     It is I, a traveling priest.  I have just come to see this beach for the very first time.  Just now I saw a being that had the shape of a human woman, who claimed that she was once alive in this clam shell.  Then she begged me to offer prayers for the repose of her soul, and immediately seemed to enter the waves of the sea and disappeared completely.  All this I find most strange.  Does such a thing as this happen often on this beach?  It is to question you concerning the details of this matter that I have called you here. 

PERSON     This is a most laudable thing you ask.  I have never before heard of such a thing taking place upon this beach.  While I realize what an impertinent thing it is to suggest, I feel that it might perhaps have been the spirit of a clam.  I humbly request that you remain in this place for a time to offer prayers for her soul before you proceed upon your way.

PRIEST     So it must indeed be the ghost of a clam who has just appeared and spoken with me here.  I must indeed offer prayers for the repose of her soul.  The World of the Buddha consists of the Three Worlds where there are equal parts of compassion for even plants and trees.  And I have heard that those of all worlds can attain Buddhahood.  Thus as the clam has life, dependence upon the wondrous scriptures will bring her salvation. 

(Singing.)

What possibility is there of any doubt

Of the countless precious pearls of memory? 

What possibility is there of any doubt

Of the countless precious pearls of memory? 

The body finds no rest amidst the raucous waves,

The heart yearns to find repose in the Buddhist law. 

Stopping here this night in the midst of my journey,

I pray for the repose of the soul of the clam,

I pray for the repose of the soul of the clam.

CLAM     (Singing.)

My fate shackles me,

For while I slip through the net of vows and pledges, 

My very shape prevents my sins from sinking down. 

PRIEST     (Speaking.) Oh, how strange!  The being that I see floating up to the crest of the waves appears to have the form of a woman, but from her dress and the look of her face, I am certain she must be the one of which I have just heard. Are you the spirit of the clam? 

CLAM     I am the ghost of the clam.  In gratitude for your thoughtful prayers, I appear to you here once more.

PRIEST     If you are indeed the ghost of the clam, relate to me the tale of your final hours, and I will offer further prayers for your soul's repose.

CLAM     In that case, I will now relate to you the tale of my final hours, so I beg you to offer further prayers for the repose of my soul.  Now, know that I was a princess clam, and I made my home in this same bay.  Once during the year just past, I was left by the tide on a clean place on top of a boulder in the offing that breaks the surface at low tide.  I was so happy that I could be seen by the people that I was contentedly blowing bubbles when a fisherman approached the boulder where I lay.  Ignorant of my feelings, he simply rejoiced at finding such a large clam, 

(Singing.)

Refusing to release me, he caught and killed me.

PRIEST     (Singing.)

The taking of life is one of the five great evils.

CLAM     (Singing.)

All admit this to be true.

PRIEST     (Singing.)

But there were heartless men. . . 

CLAM     (Singing.)

Who cried out one to the other

To crush me to death. 

CHORUS     (Singing.)

No sooner had they said this than they broke her shell, 

And her naked body was shamelessly revealed, 

The fisherman opened his mouth and popped her in, 

Throwing her now useless shell into the sea,

CLAM     (Singing.)

Under such rough treatment the Princess Clam

Could no longer rise to the surface, and lost her life, 

Receiving neither the honor of serving high class persons 

As a pair of shells in their game of shell matching,

Nor even as a rattle for their children.

Sinking to oblivion.

And furthermore, when many clams are caught,

They are roasted and braised in bonfires where summer bugs

Hover and sometimes get burned, 

And on smoldering charcoal,

In such excruciatingly intense heat,

It is a veritable firepan Hades.

Even the pillar of ice under the eaves

Of the great crimson lotus melted completely away,

And even though I slipped 

Through the net of vows and pledges 

In the end I had to suffer all these great heat tortures. 

As it seems we had some relationship in a former life,

I am certain that your prayers, Oh Priest, 

Will prove most effective

In bringing me the Buddhahood I so desire.

With this hope in my heart, I come forth from my shell, 

And ascend into the land of peace and comfort.

If some time I look back at the shore where I died, 

All that will be left of me there is an empty shell,

All that will be left of me there is an empty shell.

(Source: Kyogen Sanbyaku Ban Shu, Vol. 2, 671-673, Toyamabo, Tokyo, 1942)




