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IN TOKIO, THE EASTERN CAPITAL.

Twas a stranger in a wilderness of a million souls. In half an hour
T had left the yard of the huge caravansary, which the Japanese who
+ had built it fondly believed to be a comfortable hotel, and was on my
way to the distant quarter of the city in which was situated the Tm-
perial College. T walked by preference, as I had studied the map of
Tokid, and some rude native pictures of certain landmarks while in
America, and I now determined to test the soundness of my knowl-
edge. T had that proficiency in speaking the language which five
words badly pronounced could give. Every foreigner who sojourns
in Japan for a week learns “ Stikoshi matté” (wait a little), “ Tkura 2’
(how much?), “Doko?” (where?), “ Yoroshiu™ (all right), and “ Ha-
yakit” (hurry). With these on my tongue, and my map in my hand,
I started. 1 passed through the foreign quarter, which is part of the
old district called Tsiikiji (filled-up land). It faces the river, and is
moated in on all sides by canals. It is well paved, cleaned, and light-
ed, contrasting favorably with the streets of the native city. The
opening of Yedo as a foreign port cost a great outlay of money, but
as a settlement was a failure, partly on account of high ground-rent,
but mainly because the harbor is too shallow. Almost the only per-
sons who live in Tsikiji are the foreign officials at the consulates, mis-
sionaries, and a few merchants. T walked on, interested at seeing novel
sights at every step, and at the limits passed a guard-house full of sol-
diers of Maéda, the daimio of Kaga. These kept watch and ward at
a black gate, flanked by a high black paling fence. For years it was
absolutely necessary to guard all the approaches to the foreign quar-
ter, and keep out all suspicious two-sworded men. Incendiarism and
the murder of the hated foreigners were favorite amusements of the
young blades of Japan, who wished both to get the shogun in trouble
and to rid their beautiful land of the devilish foreigners. Every ap-
proach to Yokohama was thus guarded at this time. From the for-
eign quarter into the Yoshiwara is but a step. Handsome two-storied
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wooden buildings, open to the street, were filled with pretty young
girls, playing upon the samisen (banjo), having their hair dressed, sit-
ting idle, or engaged at their toilet mirrors. Japanese male cynics say
that a looking-glass is the mind of a woman. Handsome streets of
neat houses extended to a distance of half a mile on each side, from
which the same sounds proceeded. Why were these houses so fine?
Why so many young girls gathered? “Here were beauty, tender years,
soft smiles, and luxurious houses. Here were little girls trained to do,
when grown, as the older girls. For what purpose?

In every port open to foreigners in Japan, in a few of the other
larae cities, but not in daimios’ capitals, there is the same institution.
It is Japan’s own. Before they opened any port to foreign trade, the
Japanese built two places for the forcigners—a custom -house and a
brothel. - The Yoshiwara is such a place. For the foreigners they
supposed it to be a necessary good; for themselves, a protection to
their people against ships’ crews suddenly.set free on land: they count-
ed it a necessary evil. They believed the foreigners to be far worse
than themselves. How far were they wrong ?

We proceed through the quarter into streets lined with open shops.
Privacy is not at a premium in Japan. One might live at home for
years without understanding the mysteries of a lady’s toilet. In Japan
one learns it in a few days. Here is the human form divine bare to
the waist, while its possessor laves her long black hair in warm water.
She is about eighteen years old, evidently. Her mirror, powder-box,
etc., lie about her. There is a mother shaving her baby’s head. The
chief occupation of the shop-keepers seems to be that of toasting their
digits. T halt at a shop full of ivory carvings. Some of them are
elegant works of art. Some are puns in ivory. Some are historical
tableaux, which I recognize at once. These trophies of the geological
cemeteries, or refrigerators, of Siberia are metamorphosed into what-
ever form of beauty and grotesque humor the lively fancy of the
caryer has elected. The ivory in Japan was anciently brought from
India, but in later times, through Corea, from the shores of the Arctic
Qcean, where it is said modern dogs feed on the prehistoric meat of
mammoths and mastodons frozen hard ages ago. Nearly all the ivory
thus imported is put to a single use. It is carved into nétsukés, or large
buttons perforated with two holes, in which a silken cord is riven, and

Flint, tinder, and steel in one bag; tobacco in another; tiny-bowled,
brass-tipped bamboo pipe, in a case, are all suspended by the nétsi®’,
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thrust up through the girdle. The one represented in the accompa-
nying cut shows how a Japanese rider, evidently somebody, from his
hempen toque, mounts a horse,
i. e, on the right (or wrong)
side, while his bettd holds the
steed.

I pass through one street de-
voted to bureaus and cabinets,
through another full of folding
sereens, through another full of
dyers’ shops, with their odors
and vats. In one small but
neat shop sits an old man, with
horn - rimmed spectacles, with

the mordant liquid beside hinl, Nétsiiké, or lvPr)‘ Button, rorAholdingAu Gentle-
man’s Pipe and Pouch in his Girdle.

preparing a roll of material for
its next bath. Tn another street there is nothing on sale but bamboo-
poles, but enough of these to make a forest. A man is sawing one,
and I notice he pulls the saw with his two hands toward him. Tts
teeth are set contrary to ours. Another man is planing. He pulls
the plane toward him. I notice a
blacksmith at work: he pulls the
bellows with his foot, while he is
holding and hammering with both
hands. He has several irons in
the fire, and keeps his dinner-pot
boiling with the waste flame. His
whole family, like the generations
P before him, seem to “all get their
Pattern Designer preparing a Roll of Silk  living in the hardware line.” The

Bxulie Drg s cooper holds his tub with his toes.
All of them sit down while they work. How strange! Perhaps that

is an important difference between a European and an Asiatic. One

sits down to his work, the other stands up to it.

‘Why is it that we do things contrariwise to the Japanese? Are we
upside down, or they? The Japanese say that we are reversed. They
call our penmanship * crab-writing,” because, say they, “it goes back-
ward.” The lines in our books cross the page like a craw-fish, instead
of going downward “properly.” In a Japanese stable we find the
horse’s flank where we look for his head. Japanese screws screw the

24
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other way. Their locks thrust to the left, ours to the right. The
baby-toys of the Aryan race squeak when squeezed ; the Turanian gim-
cracks emit noise when pulled apart. A Caucasian, to injure his ene-
my, kills him ; a Japanese kills himself to spite his foe. Which race
is left-handed? Which has the negative, which the positive of truth?
‘What is truth? What is down, what is up?

I emerge from the bamboo street to the Tori, the main street, the
Broadway of the Japanese capital. T recognize it. The shops are
gayer and richer; the street is wider; it is crowded with people.
Now, for the first time, comes the intense and vivid realization that
this is Japan. Here is a kagd, with a woman and baby inside. Two
half-naked coolies bear the pole on their shoulders, and hurry along,
grunting in Japanese. They bear sticks in their hands, and stop at
every few yards, rest the beam on their sticks, and change shoulders.
Here comes an officer on horseback, with a lacquered helmet on his
head, and bound with white pads over his chin. His two swords pro-
trude from his girdle, his feet rest flat in wide iron stirrups, curved up
like a skate-runner, and have room to spare. His saddle has enormous
ﬂaps of gilt leather. He grasps the reins, one in each hand, at about
six inches from the bit, holding his horse’s head so that his lower lip
is higher than the space betwecn his ears. This is torture and grace
combined. It is the stylish thing in Japan. The horse’s mane is tied
up in a row of stiff pompoons; his tail is incased in a long bag of
silk.  Enormous tassels hang from the horse’s shoulders. “There is
a method in riding,” is a Japanese saying. I believe it.

Here are soldiers, so I judge. They are dressed in every style of
hybrid costume. One, in a broadeloth suit, finishes with bare head
and clogs on the feet. Another has a foreign cap, but a Japanese suit.
This man has on a pair of cowhide boots, against which his kilt flaps
ungracefully, reminding one of an American tycoon going to the well
to draw water. This one has a zouave jacket and native kilt. The
soldiers look as if they had just sacked New York, and begun on
Chatham Street. The brayes have a brace of stabbing tools stuck in
their belt. They are the two-sworded men, and mso]ent swaggering
bullies many of them are. As they pass the foreigner, they give him
black scowls for a welcome. They are chiefly the retainers of the dai-
mios of Tosa, Satsuma, Choshiu, and Hizen, and are pride-swollen with
victory over the rebels at Wakamatsu and Hakodaté. Tt is ticklish to
walk among so many armed fellows who seem to be spoiling for for-
eign blood. Japa.uese swords are quickly drawn, and are sharp. No
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Nihon Bashi in Tokio.
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true man is really afraid when his enemy attacks in front; but to be
cut down by a coward from behind! The thought makes my marrow
curdle. With these foolish thoughts, I pass along for about a mile
unsecathed, for I have not yet learned the Japanese, and have read Al-
cock. T arrive at the place renowned in all Japan. The Romans had
their golden mile-stone, whence all distances throughout the empire
were measured. Here, in the heart of Tokio, is Nihon Bashi (Bridge
of Japan), whence, so it is said, all the great roads of the empire are
measured. I had heard of it in America. All rural Japanese know
of it. All expect, without warrant, to see a splendid bridge, and all
are disappointed. It is a hump-backed wooden structure, a crazy mass
of old fire-wood. It is lined on either side with loathsome beggars,
asleep, gambling, playing, or begging. Mendicant priests in rags chant
doleful prayers, pound stiff drums shaped like battledores. The vend-
ers of all kinds of trash cluster around it. On the left, as we ap-
proach from the south, stands the great Kosatsi* On the bridge, -
glorious Fuji is seen in the distance, and near by the towers, moats,

* Three of these edicts, and a repetition of the fourth, are given, with dates:
Board No. I—Law.

“The evil sect called Christian is strictly prohibited. Suspicious persons
should be reported to the proper officers, and rewards will be given.

“Dar Jo Kuax.

“Fourth year Kei-5, Third month (March 24th-April 22d, 1868).

“Board No. IIL—Law.

“Persons uniting together in numbers for any object soever are called leag-
uers; persons leaguing together for the purpose of petitioning in a forcible man-
ner are called insurrectionists; persons who conspire to leaye the ward or vil-
lage in which they live are called runaways. All these acts are strictly prohib-
ited. *

“Should any persons commit these offenses, information must at once be giv-
en to the proper officers, and suitable rewards will be given.  DAr Jo KuAN.

“Fourth year Kei-5, Third month (March 24th-April 22d, 1868).

¢ Board No. IIL—Law.

“Human beings must carefully practice the principles of the five social rela-
tions. Charity must be shown to widowers, widows, orphans, the childless, and
sick. There must be no such crimes as murder, arson, or robbery.

“Dar Jo KuAx.

“ Fourth year Kei-d, Third month (March 24th-April 22d, 1865).

¢ Law.

With respect to the Christian sect, the existing prohibition must be strictly
observed.

s+ Evil sects are strictly prohibited.

«Fourth month of the First year of Meiji (November, 186S).”
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boats, and a mno'e of fire-proof store-houses line the banks. To the
“east is seen ledo Bashi, or Bridge of Yedo. Turning up Suruga Cha,
with Fuji's glorious form before me, I pass the great silk shop and
fire-proof ware-houses of Mitsui, the millionaire; I reach the castle
moat and wall, and pass by the former mansion of Kéiki, the last sho-
gun. At noon, precisely, Larrive at the house of the American Superin-
tendent of the Imperial College, to whom I bear letters and credentials.

Behind black fences, high and hideous, I found the bungalows of
the dozen foreign teachers of the college. At the table of the su-
perintendent I sat down to take “tiffin,” as the noon meal in the East
k., is called. Congratulations and the news were exchanged. At one
o'clock the superintendent returned promptly to his work, and the new-

his genial host. "When school is over, we are to walk out to Uyéno,
to see the ruins of the battle of July 4th, 1868. Two hours of wait-
ing pass quickly, and at a little after three o’clock, hearing a strange,
noisy clatter, I run out by the gate to see what is going on. The
school is being dismissed. What a sight for a school-master! Hun-
dreds of boys, young men, and men of older growth, all on high wood-
en clogs, are shuffling and scraping homeward. The noise of their
clogs on the rough pebbles of the street makes a strange clatter.
They are all dressed in the native costume of loose eoats, with long
and baglike sleeves; Kkilts, like petticoats, open at the upper side:
with shaven mid-scalps, and top-knots like gun-hammers. Men and
boys carry slates and copy-books in their hands, and common che
glass ink-bottles slung by pieces of twine to their girdles. 1I
and faces are smeared with the black fluid; but, strangest of all, es
* “has two of the murderous-looking swords, one long and the other
short, stuck in his belt.- Symbols of the soldier rather than the schol-
ar are these; but the samurai are both. They compose the “ milita-
ry-literary ” class of Japan. A “scholar and a gentleman ” is our pet
. compliment; but in Japan, to be “a scholar, a soldier, and a gentle-
man,” is the aspiration of every samurai. A wildlooking
seem, but the heart kindles to think of the young life of []l
empire being fed at the streams of the science and languages of Ch
tian nations. In spite of the smeared clothes and faces, the tops)
vy top-knots, and average slovenliness, quite natural after six h
sthool-boy’s work, and quite different from the morning’s spruceness.
there were so many earnest faces that the school-master abroad was
. . :

and walls of the castle. Tp and down the canal cluster hundreds of

comer remained to revel among the books, curiosities, and pictures of
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delighted, and felt eager to join in the work of helping on the rising
generation and grand purpose of New Japan. i =

* Education is the basis of all progress.” The Japanese found it
out. The Home Department of the new imperial government in
1870 reorganized the school, originally founded by the bakufu, and
engaged an English and a French teacher to give instruction. Years
before, at Nagasaki, an American missionary, whose name I omit only
in deference to his sensitive modesty, had taught Japanese young
men, sending forth scores who afterward held high place in govern-
ment counsels. They called him to take charge of their chief school
in Tokio. _In January, 1869, there were three French, three German,
and five English teachers, and about eight or nine hundred scholars.
It was called a “university;” its proper name was a school of lan-
guages. :

The Japanese had very primitive ideas concerning the fitness of
men to teach. The seclusion of Japan for nearly three hundred years
had its effect in producing generations of male adults who, compared
to men trained in the life of modern civilization, were children. Any
one who could speak English could evidently teach it. The idea of a

* trained professional foreign teacher was never entertained by them.

They picked up men from Tokid and Yokohama. The “professors™
at first obtained were often ex-bar-tenders, soldiers, sailors, clerks, ete.
When teaching, with pipe in mouth, and punctuating their instruc-
tions with oaths, or appearing in the class-room top-heavy, the Japa-
nese concluded that such eccentricities were merely national peculiar-
ities. As for “Japanese wives,” they were in many houses, and this
the native authorities never suspected was wrong, or different from
the foreign custom. In America there was read to me a paper on the
subject, and I innocently marveled at the high tone of Japanese mo-
rality. I found out afterward that the clause meant that the foreign
tefichers must not change mistresses too often. One American in To-
ki enjoyed a harem of ten mative beauties. Yet there were some
faithful found among the faithless, and real, earnest teachers. Yet
even these were not altogether comprehensible to their employers.
One man, a Christian gentleman, but not painfully neat, especially in
his foot-gear, having the habit peculiar to a certain great man of never
lacing up his shoes, the Japanese director of the school solemnly in-
quired whether the gentleman was angry at the officers. They sup-
posed that he had some cause of complaint against them, and was
showing it professionally by not lacing up his shoes. They were
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+quite relieved on being informed that the unlaced boots neither fore-
boded nor expressed dissatisfaction.

It was a Herculean, nay, rather a seemingly impracticable, task to
reduce that wild chaos of humanity to order and system. Here were
gathered together a thousand male J; apanese, of every age, and from
every quarter of the empire. The middle-aged and old men, who
wished to learn merely to read and translate, and not to speak, a for-
eign language, were mostly in the “meaning-school.” The younger,
though some were over thirty, learned the alphabet, spelling, conversa-
tions, writing, and, in the higher classes, geography, arithmetic, and
simple history. The buildings were rows of sheds with. glass win-
doyrs, deal desks and seats, and unpainted wood partitions.

A thousand top-knots, two thousand swords; as many clogs, as
many suits of cotton dress; a thousand pairs of oblique eyes that saw
not as the eyes of the Teuton, the Frank, the Briton, or the American
saw; a thousand riceilled stomachs; a thousand brains filled with
the ideas instilled by the old education of Japan; a thousand pairs of
arms trained to the sword, spear, and bow ; a thousand restless bodies
that chafed under foreign school- discipline—all these together made
what seemed chaos to the teacher fresh from the order and neatness
of an American school. In the rickety rooms were fire-pots and bam-
boo tubes doing duty as ash-boxes; for at each recess, even during
recitation, native scholar and teacher were wont to pull out their pipes
and fill the tiny bowls to smoke.

An old daimio’s yashiki had been transformed by rows of sheds
into the « University.” According to Japanese etiquette, the officers
entered at one door, the teachers at another, the scholars at a third.
As the school began somewhere about 9 a.r., the scholars thronged
along the stone walk. The scraping clatter of their wooden clogs and
pattens was deafening. Each came to school wearing his two swords.
Entering a large square room, each delivered his clogs to one of the
half-dozen attendant servants, who, hanging them up, gave the owner
a wooden check branded with a number. In another room, which
looked like an arsenal, he took out his long sword, which was laid on
one of the hundred or more racks, and checked as before, Hats they
never wore, and so were never troubled to hang them up. . There was
1ot a hat in Japan a decade ago, at least in the cylindrical sense of
the term. When the Westernized*native does begin to wear one, he
never knows at first where to put it when off his head, or remembers
it when he goes away from where he laid it.
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In rainy weather, their paper umbrellas were stowed away; and
ticketed in the same manner as their clogs.  Thus despoiled, in bare
_feet, or in mitten -stockings, with short sword in belt, from which
den checks depended, the scholars entered their rooms. The
teacher, not always early, began with his top-knots, and right grandly
did the young eyes snap and the young ideas shoot. With such ma-
terial the superintendent went on. With officers utterly unacquainted
with their duties; teachers of all sorts, and no sort at all; undisciplined
pupils, having to bat suspicion, ig , and, worse than all,
Japanese vanity and conceit, he toiled on for years, the final result be-
ing morally magnificent. In this school the scholars attended but one
session, being divided into morning and afternoon scholars. Half of
them messed or boarded in barracks built by the school; but where

they went at night, or how they spent their spare time, was no one’s .

business.

The mikado’s government had been in operation in Tokio two years,
but it was on any thing but a stable foundation. Conspiracies and
rumors we had for breakfast, dinner, and supper. To-day, Satsuma
was going to carry off the mikado. To-morrow, the “tycoon” was to
be restored. The next day, the foreigners were to be driven out of
Tokio, and then out of Japan. The city was not only full of the
turbulent troops of the jealous daimids, but of hundreds of the Jo-i
(or foreigner-haters), the patriot assassins, who thought they were do-
ing the gods service, and their country a good, in cleaving a foreigner
in the street.

Before. I left America, my students had told me by all means to
take a revolver with me, as T might very likely meet ronins. I had
one of Smith & Wesson's best. Few foreign residents ever went far
from their houses without one, and many wisely kept indoors at night,
except upon urgent duty. About fifty foreigners had been killed in
Japan since 1859. For the safety of the teachers, about fifty armed
men, called betté, were kept in pay. These knights were dubbed
* Brown Betties"—a vile pun, evidently by an American, through whose
sad memory visions of that appetizing pudding flittered, as he mourn-
ed its absence, with that of buckwheat-cakes, pumpkin-pies, turkeys,
and other home delicacies, Horses were kept ready saddled, and the
betté were always ready to accompany man or horse. It was impossi-
ble to slip out without them. By a curious system of Japafiese arith-
metical progression, one betté accompanied one foreigner, four of them
went with two, and eight with three. One would suppose that a sin-
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gle foreigner was in greater danger than when with a companion.
The first afternoon I walked to see the ruins of Uyéno, once the glory
of the city, with my host. I noticed one guard kept always with us.
Not being counted a protégé, T often went on my rambles alone. 1
was neyer harmed, though I got an occasional scowl, and was often
obliged to pass along narrow and lonely streets, in which villainous-
looking men, with two murderous-looking swords in their belts, were
numerous.

Among the many sites in the city from which one can get a view
of Fuji from base to summit, are Atago yama, the top of Kudan zaka,
and Suruga Dai, or elevation, so named from the fact that you behold
the lordly mountain as though you were in Suruga itself.

View of Fuji, from Surnga Dai, in

One afternoon I had been out walking to Asakusa and Uyéno with
the only American teacher in the school at that time, and, after a long
tramp, returned to recount what I had seen, and to consult my host.
We agreed, the morrow being a holiday, to make an excursion to the
lovely suburban retreat Oji, just outside, to the north of Tokio. After
an evening among maps, note-books, and letters, as usual, T retired to
rest. I was a sound sleeper, and noticed nothing during the night.
About 4 At my host appeared at my door, and, in a rather sepulchral
tone, informed me that we could not 2o to Oji that day. There had
been great changes during the night, and two teachers of the school
had been cut down in the streets.

I dressed hurriedly, and at our hasty breakfast by the lamp T learn-
ed the story of the night. It was a simple one, but bloody cnoug
The two men had gone to Tsikiji, and there dismissed their quards.
Presuming upon their supposed safety, and being - wholly unarmed,
theys starfed to another part of the city, not far from the school.
From their own story, they were quietly walking along one of the
streets. The tallest of them suddenly received suc].\ a blow from be-




IN TOKIO, THE EASTERN CAPITAL. 375

hind that he fell, supposing that some one had knocked him down
with a bamboo or club. Almost before he fell, his companion re-
ceived a frightful cut on the opposite shoulder. - Both then knew they
had received sword-wounds, and they both started to run. The first
one attacked ran up the street into an open paper-shop, begging the
people to bind up his wounds, and send word to the college. The
second, being the last on his feet, was overtaken by his pursuer, who
dealt him a second sweeping two-handed blow, which cut a canal
across his back from right shoulder to left hip, nearly eleven inches
long. He gained the paper-shop, however, and begged the people to
stanch his wdunds with the thick, soft Japanese paper. After giving
their address, and bidding the people send for a doctor and a school g
officer, they fainted away from loss of blood. They were, when I saw
them, lying asleep at the paper-shop, native doctors having reached
them and skillfully bound up their wounds.

‘We left the college at half-past four, well armed, and accompanied
by a servant carrying a lantern. We passed down the street skirting
the castle moat to the Tori. It was very dark, and the city was in
unbroken slumber. The only sight was the night roundsman pacing
his beat, lantern in his left hand, and jingling an iron staff, surmount-
ed by bunches of rings on the top, which he thumped on the ground
at every few steps, erying out, “Hi no yojin™ (look out for fire). Here
and there, in nooks and corners, we saw a beggar eurled up under his:
mats. “We finally reached the house in Nabé Cho (Rice-pot Street).

" We entered by a side door, and found in the back-room, sitting and

smoking round the hibachi, six or eight interpreters and Japanese

teachers from the college. Sliding aside the paper partitions, we look-

ed into the front room, and, by the light of our lanterns, saw the two

wounded men, one with head bandaged and face upward, the other

lying prone, with back tightly swathed, asleep, and breathing heavily.

We waited till daylight, when they woke up and told us their story.

The “skillful surgeon of the English legation arrived shortly after,

commending highly the skill displayed by the native surgeons in bind-.
ing up the wounds. : -

I spent several days and nights in the house, attending the patients.
The wounds of one were of a frightful character; that of the other was
upon the head and shoulder-blade. The blow had grazed the skull,
and cut deeply into the fleshy part of the back. It was not dangerous :
in a few days he sat up, and the wound rapidly healed. For several
days the weakness arising from the loss of blood and the wound-fever
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threatened to end the life of his companion. One of his ribs was
nearly severed, and both gashes were long and deep. He had to be
handled very tenderly. After seven days, however, they were able to
be removed to their own house, and, as they had provided other nurses,
my services were no longer required.

I took the early stage on the morning of the attack, and carried
the news to Yokohama. The mikado’s Government, with astonishing
energy, immediately took steps to discover the assassins, using the
most strenuous exertions. Every one leaving the city or passing the
gates was searched. Every samurai in Tokio was obliged to give an
account of his whereabouts from sunset to sunrise of that evening.

" Every sword worn in Tokio was examined to discover blood-stains,

which can not be removed except by grinding. Every sword-maker
and grinder was questioned. I know of several small boys who felt
highly elated at the great and rare honor of having a posse of pomp-
ous government officials. gravely examine their swords, according to or-
ders. Nothing gave one so real an idea of the sincerity and ability of
the Government, and its determination to reform barbarous customs,
as their energy on this occasion. The stage which carried me to
Yokohama was stopped at the Shinagawa guard-house by a man armed
with a barbed hook, to examine any Japanese that might be within.
The excitement among the foreigners in Tokio next morning was
intense.  Prophetss went round prophesying that in a week Tokio
would be deserted of foreigners. A certain consul posted up a notice
in a public place—in a bar-room, I believe—authorizing any citizen of
his nationality, should any. Japanese be seen laying his hand on his
sword, “to shoot him on the spot.” The most violent and inflamma-
tory language appeared in the newspapers. Some hot-headed folks at
Yokohama held a meeting, and resolved that the Japanese Government
should disarm the samurai, by ordering the immediate abolition of
the custom of wearing swords. Yokohama residents whose business
brought them to Tokio, though belted and with two revolvers, saw in

_every Japanese boy or coolie an assassin, A nightmare of samurai,

swords, blood, bleeding heads and arms, grave-stones, and grim death
brooded over the foreigners. “The beaten soldier fears the tops of
the tall grass.”

Amidst this panic of fear, two mild and gentle countrymen of mine—
one & missionary who had lived in Japan and among the people seven
years, and another who for months had gone among them day and
night unarmed—opened my eyes. Even the sworded samurai became
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in my vision as harmless as trees %valking. I saw that the affair, which
had frightened some men out of their wits, concerned a gentleman
about as much as a murder in Water Street, or the Five Points, con-
cerns a law-loving citizen of New York, who attends quietly to his
business. I soon put away my revolyer, and began the study of facts
relating to the many cases of ““assassination” of foreigners in Japan.
In every instance, since the restoration of peace after the troubles of
the civil war, it was a story of overbearing insolence, cruelty, insult,
the jealousy of paramours, native women, or avarice, or the effect of
causes which neither fair play nor honor could justify.

During my stay of nearly four years in Japan, several Europeans
were attacked or killed ; but in no case was there a genuine assassina-
tion, or unprovoked assault. T was led to see the horrible injustice of
the so-called indemnities, the bombardments of cities, the slaughter of
Japanese people, and the savage vengeance wreaked for fancied in-
juries against foreigners. There is no blacker page in history than
the exactions and cruelties practiced against Japan by the diplomatic
representatives of the nations called Christian—in the sense of having
the heaviest artillery. In their financial and warlike operations in
Japan, the foreign ministers seem to have acted as though there was
no day of judgment. Of the Japanese servants kicked and beaten,
or frightened to death, by foreign masters ; of peaceable citizens knock-
ed down by foreign fists, or ridden over by horses; of Japanese homes
desolated, and innocent men and women, as well as soldiers, torn by
shells, and murdered by unjust bombardments, what reparation has
been made? What indemnity paid? What measures of amelioration
taken for terrible excess of bloody revenge at Kagoshima and Shimo-
noséki? What apology rendered? For a land impoverished and torn,
for the miseries of a people compelled by foreigners, for the sake of
their cursed dollars, to open their country, what sympathy? For their
cholera and vile diseases, their defiling immorality, their brutal violence,
their rum, what benefits in return? Of real encouragement, of cheer
to Japan in her mighty struggle to regenerate her national life, what
word? Only the answer of the horse-leech—for blood, blood ; and at
all times, gold, gold, gold. They ask all, and give next to nothing.
For their murders and oppressions they make no reparation. Is
Heaven always on the side of the heaviest artillery ?
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