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II

The train did not run along tracks, but along a single terrifying blade 
edge, so that the balanced order of the city traffic with its omi-

nous frenzy and trembling inner panic that announced the arrival of 
the Keihan train was the beginning —  to get out at Shichijō Street, on 
the side where the Rashōmon, now vanished without a trace, had once 
stood in the Fukuine district, and suddenly the buildings were differ-
ent, the streets were different, as if at once the colors and forms had 
been lost, he sensed he was already outside the city limits, altogether 
with a single stop he was outside of Kyoto, although of course the city’s 
deepest secrets were not lost here, and especially so quickly; and so 
there he was, to the south, the southeast of Kyoto, and he started off 
from there along the narrow and labyrinthine streets, turning to the 
left or continuing straight ahead, then turning to the left again, and in 
the end he should have been beset by the greatest of doubts, and as a 
matter of fact he was, and yet he didn’t stop, he made no inquiries and 
asked no directions, precisely the opposite: he went on asking nothing, 
he did not reflect, he did not hesitate at this or that corner, wondering: 
which way now, because something suggested to him that he would 
still find what he was looking for; the streets were empty, the shops 
were closed, now it seemed as if there weren’t even anyone to ask for 
directions because somehow everything was deserted as if there were 
a holiday somewhere, or some kind of problem  —   but somewhere else 
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far away from here, and from the viewpoint of that faraway place this 
tiny district was of no interest, whoever had been here had left, ev-
eryone, to the last man, gone, not even a stray child or a noodle seller 
remained, no head suddenly pulled back from motionless watching 
behind a window grating, as one might have expected around here 
on a sunny, peaceful late afternoon, he established that he was alone; 
and he turned to the left, then he went straight on again, then he sud-
denly noticed that for a while the ground had been rising, the streets 
on which he walked, whether heading to the left or straight, had, for 
a while, been unequivocally leading upward, he could not establish 
anything more certain than that, could not say whether the incline 
had begun in this or that specific spot, instead there was a kind of real-
ization, a determined overall sense: the entirety, along with him, had 
been ascending for a while —  he reached a long enclosure wall running 
to the left of him, unornamented and constructed from mud bricks as-
sembled into bamboo framework, it was painted white, its upper edge 
laid with crosswise, slightly battered turquoise-blue roof tiles; the foot-
path ran along it for some length, and nothing happened, he couldn’t 
see anything above the wall as it had been built too high for someone 
to glimpse what was on the other side, there was no window, tiny door, 
or even a crack-sized opening; when he reached the corner, he turned 
to the left and from there, for a bit longer, the path followed the wall 
closely until finally it came to an end, its direction cumulating in a re-
fined bridge of light wooden construction that appeared to be floating, 
precisely because of its refined and light character; it was covered by a 
roof constructed of cypress bark, its columns made of cypress wood, 
burnished to perfection and supporting the soft, rain-battered flooring 
that swayed gently when stepped upon, and on either side: there were 
depths, and everything was green. Down below, the small valley was 
overgrown with vegetation, and on all of its inclines there were luxuri-
antly foliaged trees, fresh maple and oak, and dense wild bushes, before 
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him and below him and after the exit of the wooden bridge: tumultu-
ous green, and green everywhere.

Arching across the valley, the wooden bridge came to an end, and 
yet nothing else began, the wall simply continued, unornamented, 
painted white, constructed from thick, dense mud bricks, and above, 
at its top, two rows of turquoise roof tiles laid against each other; he 
went on, persevering, looking for an entrance, and all the while he 
had the sense that the unyielding insularity and immutability of this 
wall running along to his left not only served to signal the presence of 
an enormous plot of land, but to inform him: this was no mere wall, 
but the inner dimension of something, which merely intended, with 
this evocation, to alert the one arriving that very soon other units of 
measurement would be required than the ones to which he’d been ac-
customed; other ratios than the ones hitherto enclosing his life would 
now be determinative.
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III

He did not find the gate where he thought he would, by the time 
he noticed that he was about to step inside he was already inside, 

he couldn’t perceive how he’d stepped across, suddenly he was just 
there, and facing him —  he was on the other side of the wall —  was the 
enormous gate construction known as Nandaimon: in the middle of 
the courtyard there suddenly rose four pairs of wide, colossal smooth-
burnished hinoki columns upon raised stone plinths, and atop them a 
gently arching doubled roof construction; two roofs placed one above 
the other as if there had been a moment in which, at its beginning and 
its end, two enormous autumn leaves, slightly singed at the edges, were 
descending, one after the other, and only one of them had arrived, but 
truly had arrived, and now it rested on the timberwork of the columns 
while the other was as if still descending through the perfect symmetry 
of the air, which, with the unspeakably great strength of a scarcely per-
ceptible attraction did not allow it to complete its movement, to rest 
upon its mate, and so it was held above, while the lower roof, already 
placed upon the columns, was below; two roofs, placed one above the 
other with hair’s-breadth accuracy in the flawless harmony of the com-
plicated brackets, and below were the four pairs of enormous columns, 
burnished to perfection, and the whole thing stood there with no ex-
planation, because at first: what kind of gate was this, surrounded in 
every direction by a wide and empty courtyard so that accordingly one 
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could walk around it as if it were a building, which, as it happened, was 
meant to be built in the middle of this wide and empty courtyard, and 
so it was built —  what kind of gate was this, standing as high as it pos-
sibly could in the middle of a clear, square, silent plot of land; to look 
at its form, it was most emphatically a gate, its placement, however, 
remained a mystery: this gate did not betray its purpose, as if some-
thing had gotten lost, either within the gate or in the pair of eyes that 
looked at it, although the thought that formerly operated in the design 
of this gate was evidently so disciplined that only a few moments were 
necessary for it to become clear: this monumental structure was a gate, 
but a different kind of gate, one which awaited the person who arrived 
from a different direction and led him in a different direction, from 
somewhere else to somewhere else  —   as it stood completely alone in 
the empty courtyard, four pairs of enormous columns, and between 
them three pairs of heavy gate wings —  originally it had been judged 
that they should be closed shut almost eternally —  below an enormous 
arched double roof construction, slightly curving upward at its cor-
ners, lowered onto the columns —  a gate in which there were, between 
the columns, three openings, three closed-off potential routes formerly 
ordered and hung there, three pairs of heavy gate wings of which the 
far-right leaf was smashed in: one of the wings of the gate, half broken-
off, hung down from the bronze hinges, it dangled, toppled over, sag-
ging, dead.
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IV

The grandson of Prince Genji began to feel poorly while he was trav-
eling, and he needed to throw up. He had arrived alone, with no 

retinue and no one to help him. He would have liked to avoid the main 
street that he had stepped onto from the station, but exiting from the 
Keihan line, he still had to walk for a bit along Honmachi-dori so as to 
turn onto the next street. There, he took a few steps, and as he couldn’t 
stand it any longer, supported himself with his left hand, leaned against 
a wall, bent forward, and, his entire body convulsing, he began to retch.
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V

There was, of course, something labyrinth-like in the way the nar-
row, short streets continually ran into each other, one would set 

off, but a few buildings later the street had already come to an end and 
there was a corner where one had to turn, and then, to the left or right, 
there was another small street just as narrow and short as the previous, 
altogether a few small houses facing each other, and then that street 
had already come to an end, running into another, it was something 
like a labyrinth, of course, but at the same time the chaos causing the 
oscillation of the layout of these streets wasn’t frightening and even less 
so futile, but playful, and just as there were finely wrought fences, the 
grated rolling gates protected by their small eaves, above, leaning out 
from both sides here and there, were the fresh green of bamboo or the 
ethereal, silver foliage of a Himalayan pine with its firework-like leaves 
unfolding; they bent closely over the passerby as if in a mirror, as if they 
were protecting him, guarding him and receiving him as a guest within 
these tightly closed fences and gates, these bamboo branches and the 
Himalayan pine foliage; namely, they quickly gave notice to the one 
arriving that he had been placed in safety: here he would come to no 
harm, here no trouble could reach him, here, he should just continue 
to walk peacefully among the small houses, enjoying the branches of 
the bamboo tree leaning out or the ethereal foliage of the Himalayan 
pines, he should just keep on strolling peacefully uphill, resting his gaze 
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on the breathtaking clusters of magnolia bloom which had just now 
opened, enormous chalices in a plenitude of luminous white beauty, 
on the bare branches of this or that magnolia tree, he should just al-
low his attention to be distracted from the reason he had come here 
so that his thoughts would be diverted by the buds nearly exploding 
on the plum tree branches reaching out here and there from the tiny 
front gardens.
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VI

In the distance, the Keihan line railcar in which the grandson of Prince 
Genji was traveling could not be seen, although there was less than a 

minute left until arrival. No one was waiting on the station platform, 
no railway employee came out from the building’s service room, the 
employee was huddled inside, monitoring the electronic display indi-
cating the routes of the scheduled trains, he noted down in his service 
notebook what had to be noted down, there was no one out there on 
the platform, only a mild breeze which at times swept along in front 
of the station building, clearing everything away in the last moment 
so that not even a tiny strand of hair or a fallen crumb of tobacco re-
mained, blowing along the platform pavement and clearing everything 
from the route of the person whose feet would be making contact with 
this platform pavement, altogether there was this occasional breeze, 
nothing else, the occasional breeze and the inviting, winking buttons 
of two dilapidated vending machines, placed closely together, or rather 
abandoned together by the corner of the building on the right-hand 
side, they blinked invitingly: drink hot or iced tea, drink hot or cold 
chocolate, drink hot seaweed soup or ice-cold miso, the red blinking 
meant, on one of the machines, hot, and the blue blinking meant, 
on the other one, cold, it was possible to choose, press a button, and 
drink, the blinking buttons on the vending machine signaled —  then 
the breeze, completely lukewarm, soft and velvety, so that everything 
would be as clean as possible when he got off the train.
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VII

Higher up, near the small wooden bridge that arched across the 
depths, but on the other side, in the middle of a small clearing, 

there stood a gigantic ginkgo tree. In the scheme of tiny streets, this 
was practically the one single unoccupied space, and of course this 
plot of land was only precisely as big as was necessary for the ancient 
tree to exist, for it to get both air and sunlight, for it to have enough 
strength to spread out its roots beneath the earth. Every other plant 
on the upward inclining streets of the quarter of Fukuine belonged 
to either something or someone: it was the property, ornament, and 
decoration, the carefully guarded and cared-for treasure of one or an-
other family building, reaching out from tiny, pristine courtyards with 
blooming or budding branches, the perennially green foliage emerging 
suddenly next to the eaves of the tiny, hidden gates, or the regularly 
repeating fence slats —  always vibrating, stupefying the passerby’s eye, 
the refreshing calm could be suspected through the slats —  but only it, 
the ginkgo tree that belonged to nothing and to no one, stood by itself 
in the clearing as if there weren’t even anything that it could be teth-
ered to, as if it couldn’t even belong to anything, a kind of unbridled, 
wild, dangerous being rising high above every building and roof and 
tree, already with its full fresh crown in the unaccustomedly gentle 
early spring and with its multitude of peculiar, fan-shaped leaves, or 
rather leaves that much more resembled a heart cracked down the 
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middle, sighing in the gentle wind; this was the ginkgo, bearing within 
itself the numbed depths of innumerable geochronological ages, its 
thick trunk only able to bear a Shinto rope with its paper streamers, 
and below, the wild proliferation of a holly bush grown out from one 
of its sides; the ginkgo, accordingly, was the only one that rose from 
this peaceful world, and it was well visible from below as well, like a 
kind of tower, because everything else ended up concealing the other 
things, one house hiding another, one street hidden by another, only 
it —  this colossal, and, among all the other plants, frighteningly alien 
and unknowable ginkgo tree —  ascended, and unmistakably, as if it had 
arrived here directly from a hundred million years ago, the dark Cre-
taceous era from which it had originated, so that someone would have 
to notice it, someone looking up from below, from the direction of the 
train station, who, having arrived, and searching for the correct direc-
tion, would take a look around.
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VIII

A long the Keihan line’s main route, at the first stop after Shichijō 
no one got off and no one got on, the train stopped, the doors 

mechanically opened, then, after a few seconds, hissing loudly, they 
closed, the stationmaster held up his signal sign, then, casting a glance 
toward both ends of the empty platform, he pushed the button on the 
dispatcher’s post, and finally he bowed, slowly, ceremoniously and 
deeply, to the empty train, as it quietly pulled out of the station to 
continue its journey onward: down, to the south, to Uji.
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IX

Above, on the crest of the hill, above the doubled roof of the mon-
astery gate, there suddenly appeared, in the clear blue, luminous 

sky, a few enormous, dark, angry clouds, as if a menacing troop had 
suddenly rushed onto a mute, motionless, indifferent stage; in one mo-
ment there was still the luminous sky, and in the next —  with a wind of 
dreadful strength at its back —  this mass, coming from the northeast: 
gloomy, weighty, encroaching, its amplitude impossible to gauge as it 
kept growing, swelling into unforetold dimensions, warped, swirling, 
flooding, completely covering the sky within a few minutes, because 
a hellish tempest had driven it here, chased it, pursued it before it-
self, beating, shoving, thrusting forward this black lethal mass which 
suddenly made everything grow dark; there was silence, the birds all 
around grew silent, the gentle breeze died down, and then there arose a 
moment, and everything simply stopped: a moment during which the 
entire world came to a stop, and for this one single moment the mur-
muring of the leaves stopped, and the flexible swaying of the branches 
stopped; and in the conduits of the trunks and the stalks and the roots, 
circulation stopped, a colony of ants, which had been carrying and 
carrying its supplies diagonally across a path, came to a dead halt, a 
pebble, which had begun to roll, rolled on no further, the woodworms 
left off their chewing in the columns and the wooden brackets, the 
small rat in the vegetable garden behind the enormous cabbage paused, 
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holding up its head, in brief every creature and plant and stone and all 
of the assembled secretive inner processes suddenly, for one moment, 
suspended all existence —  so that the next moment would also arrive, 
and everything would continue where it had left off, the rat once again 
bent its head into the cabbage stump, the woodworm began chewing 
along its pathway again, the pebble rolled forward a little bit, but truly, 
everything began again: the circulation in the trunks, in the stalks and 
the roots, the branches’ pendulums and the play of the leaves’ quiv-
ering, the entire world started up again, at first just cautiously, then 
the birds nearby began to chirp more shrilly, above, everything above 
became lighter, the somber sky now clearing up from the northeast, al-
though those weighty clouds, the dreadful tempest wind at their back, 
still stormed in a frenzy toward the southwest, and now nothing of that 
immeasurable mass even seemed credible, because only the end of it 
could be seen, its edge, then just a scrap, a matted, torn, ominous rag 
floating in the sky, which now —  as if nothing had happened a moment 
ago —  already was swimming in its former blue, the sun was shining, 
there was no longer any trace of that wild, tempest-like wind, more-
over, in between the leaves of the gates there once again appeared that 
previous gentle, mild, little breeze, which began trying immediately 
with the leaf on the right-hand side, but of course that leaf —  collapsed, 
broken off, its entire weight pressed against the upper bronze hinge 
that still supported it —  had frozen into the story of its previous ruin 
and so remained unmovable, well, of course this breeze smoothed it 
up and down, chafing it a bit to see how heavy it might be, then it ran 
on, dashing out into the unoccupied space of the courtyard, so that, 
running around in a circle there, it could once again commence its 
particular work.
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X

The grandson of Prince Genji stood in front of the Great Gate, and 
took out a white handkerchief from the secret pocket of his ki-

mono. He unfolded the white silk, as light as a feather, meticulously 
folded, and with small movements, wiped up the spit that had collected 
in the corner of his mouth.

He was still quite weak; it would be best for him to rest somewhere.
He looked up at the sky.
During the past thousand years, many kinds of winds had been 

blowing around up there.
There had been day winds and night winds, dawn winds and early 

evening winds, winds that brought snow and winds that brought 
warmth, winds that came with spring and winds that came with au-
tumn, there were gentle and playful winds, dangerous and even per-
ilous winds, billions and billions of winds in all twelve forces of the 
Beaufort scale, and one could even set about enumerating and sys-
tematizing them, because there were predominant winds, and there 
were suddenly arising winds, there were turbulent winds and gradient 
winds, there were geostrophic winds, there were cyclones and anti-
cyclones and so on, and that’s how things had gone during this past 
thousand years, these winds just came and went in all twelve forces of 
the Beaufort scale, one wind chasing, pursuing, driving the next, there 
were trade winds and antitrade winds, there came blowing ground 
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winds and high-altitude winds, there was the jet stream up there in 
its unattainable heights, down below was the long-awaited or dreaded 
ocean wind; the winds were on the mainland and they were in the 
caverns, they were in the axes of the river currents and they were in 
the autumn gardens, they were, truly in the most staggering variety 
possible, with their directions and dimensions, everywhere, but in re-
ality —  innumerably and unaccountably —  the sum total of what oc-
curred was that they were always here, even during lulls; and yet they 
were not here at all, because if they came, then nothing had come, if 
they left, then nothing remained of them, not even during the lulls: 
they were invisible when they arrived and invisible when they left, they 
were never able to break out of that disastrous invisibility, they existed, 
and yet they did not exist at all, one could know that they were here, 
and one could know where, it was visible as they caused the leaves on 
the trees to tremble, as they twisted the crown of a tree in a storm, you 
could see them as the dust swirled up and was chased around, in the 
windows slamming shut, in the litter snatched up in the street, you 
could hear them as they rustled and wailed and wept and whistled and 
howled and bellowed and grew quiet and turned into breezes, some-
one’s face felt a breeze caressing it, or a trembling goldfinch feather on 
a branch fluttered, in brief, they could be seen in the world, and heard, 
and they could be felt there, only they were nowhere, because although 
everything pointed at them —  movement, sound, and fragrance —  it 
was not possible to point at them and say they existed and there they 
were, because their existence always proceeded in the haunting do-
main of the most profound indirectness, because they were palpable, 
but unattainable, because they were present, but ungraspable, because 
they were existence themselves while they themselves were excluded 
from existence, namely they were so close to existence that they had 
become identical with it, and existence can never be seen, so that, well, 
if they were here even when they were not here, nothing ever remained 
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of them, only the yearning for them to come, only the fear that they 
would come, only the memory that they had been here, but the most 
painful thing of all —  the grandson of Prince Genji looked up at the 
sky —  was that the one who had once been here would never return.


