Grandfather in Love

(Makura Monogurui)

Grandfather

Grandson One

Grandson Two

Oto, Daughter of Saburo Gyobu

Chorus

GRANDSON ONE  I am a resident of this neighborhood. I have a grandfather who is more than one hundred years old, and I have been told that he has recently fallen in love. Another who is a grandson of his like myself is here. I have decided to call him and discuss this matter with him. I say, are you there?

GRANDSON TWO  Here I am.

GRANDSON ONE  Have you heard the news about our grandfather?

GRANDSON TWO  Indeed I have heard the news. What a pitiful thing it is.

GRANDSON ONE  Left in that state, people will begin to talk. Also as it is a chance for us to demonstrate our filial piety, today I have decided to go question him about the matter, and if there is some way it can be accomplished, to help him requite his love. What do you think?

GRANDSON TWO  That is indeed a fine idea.

GRANDSON ONE  If that is the case, come, come, let us be on our way. 

GRANDSON TWO  With all my heart.

GRANDSON ONE  At the age he is now, I would never have expected that grandfather of ours to fall in love.

GRANDSON TWO   It is as you have observed. But it could be a comfort for him in his old age if his love is requited, so I hope we can accomplish it for him.

GRANDSON ONE  Well, here we are already. First we must announce ourselves. Hello in there. Is Grandfather home? We, your grandsons, have come to pay you a visit.

GRANDFATHER  (He enters, carrying a willow branch from which is suspended a small pillow, and singing.) 

By a pillow, driven to distraction,

CHORUS  (Singing.)

Sleeping I cannot sleep,

Waking I cannot rise,

If only I could deny the pillow,

Love still torments my soul,

Giving no respite,

My flesh is tortured with a madness,

That serves only as the roughest pillow.

GRANDFATHER

Oh, sharp needles of bamboo grass,

Make a prickly pillow,

CHORUS

Sharp needle of bamboo grass,

Make a prickly pillow

Whose owner is the beloved,

Lady Oto is her lovely name.

GRANDFATHER

On the night we meet,

Your arm is my pillow,

CHORUS

On nights you come not,

My own sleeve is my only pillow,

An insufficient pillow,

In such a vast and lonely bed.

GRANDFATHER

Come, my pillow,

CHORUS

Come to me, my pillow,

Or do you also reject me?

GRANDSON ONE  We, your grandsons, have come to pay you a visit.

      (The GRANDFATHER straightens up his clothes, takes the pillow off the willow branch, and puts it into the breast of his kimono.)

GRANDSON ONE  Is he not a foolish sight?

GRANDSON TWO  That he truly is.

GRANDFATHER  You say my grandsons have come to visit me? Well, I say, how unusual. It is good you have come. These days, my grandchildren have entirely abandoned me, so as I have heard that the lord is taking on many new retainers, I have been considering offering my services as a rifleman.

      (GRANDSON TWO brings a stool and helps his GRANDFATHER sit down on it.)

GRANDSON ONE  It is only natural that you are unhappy with us. We have been so very busy making a living that we have not had a moment free, so we have neglected you.

GRANDFATHER  Unaware of your situation, I have thought you had abandoned me entirely, for which I was angry with you. So what is it you have come to see me about today? 

GRANDSON ONE  The matter we have come here about today is of no great import. We have been told that you have fallen in love (koi). Is this true?

GRANDFATHER  You say you have brought me a carp (koi)? Well, I must say, what good grandsons you are to me. I am old and my teeth are bad. Since you have brought me a carp, I will let you eat the head and the bony parts, so let me have the soft fleshy parts.

GRANDSON ONE  Indeed we will also present you with a carp, but what we have been told is that you have fallen in love. Is this true?

GRANDFATHER  What's that? Me in love?! Well, I must say, what strange things you say. Falling in love is a thing for those of nineteen or twenty to do. As for this old grandfather, my eyes are weak, my hips are sore, and I cannot tell one type of carp (koi) from another.

GRANDSON ONE  Why do you hide it from us? If it can comfort you in your old age, there is no reason why it should not be. Do not keep it to yourself, just tell us everything exactly as it is.

GRANDFATHER  No matter what you say, I do not recall anything of that sort, but I do know a horrifying love story. I will tell it to you.

GRANDSONS ONE & TWO  And we will listen to it.

GRANDFATHER  Long ago, at the time of Lady Kyogoku's pilgrimage to Kitano, the Saintly Priest of Shiga Temple happened to get a glimpse of the tips of her fingers protruding from between the blinds on her palanquin. The sight so moved his heart that his heart became sorely troubled with a tempestuous love for that lady. Those who resided with him exclaimed in wonder, assuring him that according to the traditions of the mundane world, the lover should write a letter to the beloved. So the Saintly Priest set his hand to work writing the lady a poem that went,

On this first rat day

Of early spring,

I take in my hands the jeweled broom,

and its jeweled straws set themselves aquiver.

      And in answer the lady set her hand to work writing a reply that went,

In paradise, on a jeweled pedestal,

The lotus leaves 

Set themselves aquiver,

Beckoning to me.

      And when the Saintly Priest read her answer, he was cured of his passion for the lady and became an even exalted person as a result. Also, the story is told that Kishojo Kakinomoto fell in love with Empress Somedono. As his love was unrequited, he committed suicide by throwing himself into the Kamo Mitarai River, after which he was transformed into a blue demon. (Singing.)

This grandfather as well,

If his love goes unrequited, 

Will throw himself into the nearest well,

And become a blue demon, 

Taking care not to be changed

Into a blue frog. 

Thus have I firmly made up my mind.

People think of love as the enemy,

That invades the breast

Before the slightest smoke rises.

Love, most cruel Love,

Oh, leave me not suspended, Hanging in mid-aid.

When the wind of love comes toward me.

Filling my sleeves, tangling itself in their folds,

How heavy, they weigh me down,

When the wind of love comes, 

Oh, what a heavy burden.

      (Chanting.) Praises be to the Great Amida Buddha, praises be to the Great Amida Buddha.

GRANDSON ONE  Already the hue of your cheeks reveal your passion. If there is any way it can be accomplished, we will help you requite your love, so please tell us the straightforward truth.

GRANDFATHER  I am so embarrassed. You say my passion is already revealed in the hue of my cheeks?

GRANDSON ONE  It is indeed.

GRANDFATHER  There is no way I can conceal the truth further. I will relate to your the way it is. Was the meeting of the Saint Jizo Study Group not held last month at Saburo Gyobu's place? 

GRANDSON ONE  Indeed it was held at Saburo Gyobu's place.

GRANDFATHER  And Saburo has a daughter named Icha, does he not?

GRANDSON ONE  Is it that Icha who you love?

GRANDFATHER  No, but I will tell you all. That Icha has a younger sister named Oto.

GRANDSON ONE  It is that Oto who you love?

GRANDFATHER  That Oto, when she saw me arrive a little late, exclaimed, "Oh, Grandfather, you have come quite late! Come on in quickly and join the others in chanting the teachings of Jizo." And when I saw her face all wreathed in smiles as she spoke, it was covered with seventy or eighty dimples the size of tea cups for gargling. And I thought to myself, how beautiful she is. Then as we passed by each other in the hall, I pinched her in a certain place, and she spoke to me once more.

GRANDSON ONE  And what were her words?
GRANDFATHER  (Singing.)

You rascally rude old grandfather!

CHORUS  (Singing.)

You rascally rude old grandfather!

Your skin is black as black can be,

Your mouth is twisted and your eyes are rheumy,

What a doddering old grandfather you are!

Is what she said.

Then it was neither a mirror,

Nor a rouge dish,

But this pillow that she grabbed up,

And threw it right into this grandfather's face, 

Making his eye swell up as though it was a pillow,

But all he could think of was

How much he loved the Lady Oto,

As he stubbled along his way weeping.

GRANDFATHER 

Unable to throw it away,

CHORUS

Though keeping it brings memories of her lovely face,

Asleep or awake, 

He cares for nothing but her pillow,

And each time he is overcome with love anew,

All he can do is lie down dejectedly 

With her pillow.

Oh, how sad!

      (During the above song, GRANDSONS ONE & TWO exit, and when the song ends, they come back on leading OTO.)

GRANDSONS ONE & TWO  (Singing.)

Listen, oh, listen to us, dear Grandfather!

This is the very Lady Oto after whom you seek.

Come close and take a careful look.

GRANDFATHER  (Speaking.) Where is she? Oh, let me see her. You have done well, how well have you done! (Singing.)

Even though you despise me, now you have come,

To save an old man from shame,

Even though I should not want to see you face,

CHORUS  (Singing.)

When she appears he cannot help but jump for joy,

With a hey and a ho, 

And a hey heigh ho!

GRANDFATHER  (Speaking.) Oh, darling, come along with me.

OTO  With all my heart. (They go off together hand in hand.)

(Source: Kyogen Shusei, 464-466, Nogaku Shorin, Tokyo, 1974)




