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In a Bamboo Grove

THE TESTIMONY OF A WOODCUTTER
UNDER QUESTIONING BY THE MAGISTRATE

That is true, Your Honor. I am the one who found the
body. I went out as usual this morning to cut cedar in the
hills behind my place. The body was in a bamboo grove
on the other side of the mountain. Its exact location? A
few hundred yards off the Yamashina post road. A des-
erted place where a few scrub cedar trees are mixed in
with the bamboo.

The man was lying on his back in his pale blue robe
with the sleeves tied up and one of those fancy Kyoto-style
black hats with the sharp creases. He had only one
stab wound, but it was right in the middle of his chest;
the bamboo leaves around the body were soaked with
dark red blood. No, the bleeding had stopped. The
wound looked dry, and I remember it had a big horsefly
sucking on it so hard the thing didn’t even notice my
footsteps.

Did I see a sword or anything? No, Sir, not a thing. Just
a length of rope by the cedar tree next to the body.
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And - oh yes, there was a comb there, too. Just the rope
and the comb is all. But the weeds and the bamboo leaves
on the ground were pretty trampled down: he must have
put up a tremendous fight before they killed him. How’s
that, Sir — a horse? No, a horse could never have gotten
into that place. It’s all bamboo thicket between there and
the road.

THE TESTIMONY OF A TRAVELING PRIEST
UNDER QUESTIONING BY THE MAGISTRATE

I’'m sure I passed the man yesterday, Your Honor. Yester-
day at — about noon, I'd say. Near Checkpoint Hill on
the way to Yamashina. He was walking toward the check-
point with a woman on horseback. She wore a stiff, round
straw hat with a long veil hanging down around the brim;
I couldn’t see her face, just her robe. I think it had a kind
of dark-red outer layer with a blue-green lining. The horse
was a dappled gray with a tinge of red, and I'm fairly sure
it had a clipped mane. Was it a big horse? I'd say it was
a few inches taller than most, but I'm a priest after all. I
don’t know much about horses. The man? No, Sir, he had
a good-sized sword, and he was equipped with a bow and
arrows. I can still see that black-lacquered quiver of his:
he must have had twenty arrows in it, maybe more. I
would never have dreamt that a thing like this could hap-
pen to such a man. Ah, what is the life of a human
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being — a drop of dew, a flash of lightning? This is so sad,
so sad. What can I say?

THE TESTIMONY OF A POLICEMAN UNDER
QUESTIONING BY THE MAGISTRATE

The man I captured, Your Honor? I am certain he is the
famous bandit, Tajomaru. True, when I caught him he
had fallen off his horse, and he was moaning and groan-
ing on the stone bridge at Awataguchi. The time, Sir? It
was last night at the first watch. He was wearing the same
dark blue robe and carrying the same long sword he used
the time I almost captured him before. You can see he
also has a bow and arrows now. Oh, is that so, Sir? The
dead man, too? That settles it, then: I’'m sure this Tajomaru
fellow is the murderer. A leather-wrapped bow, a quiver
in black lacquer, seventeen hawk-feather arrows — they
must have belonged to the victim. And yes, as you say,
Sir, the horse is a dappled gray with a touch of red, and
it has a clipped mane. It’s only a dumb animal, but it gave
that bandit just what he deserved, throwing him like that.
It was a short way beyond the bridge, trailing its reins on
the ground and eating plume grass by the road.

Of all the bandits prowling around Kyoto, this
Tajomaru is known as a fellow who likes the women. Last
fall, people at Toribe Temple found a pair of worshippers
murdered — a woman and a child - on the hill behind the
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statue of Binzuru. Everybody said Tajomaru must have
done it. If it turns out he killed the man, there’s no telling
what he might have done to the woman who was on the
horse. I don’t mean to meddle, Sir, but I do think you
ought to question him about that.

THE TESTIMONY OF AN OLD WOMAN UNDER
QUESTIONING BY THE MAGISTRATE

Yes, Your Honor, my daughter was married to the dead
man. He is not from the capital, though. He was a sam-
urai serving in the Wakasa provincial office. His name
was Kanazawa no Takehiro, and he was twenty-six years
old. No, Sir, he was a very kind man. I can’t believe any-
one would have hated him enough to do this.

My daughter, Sir? Her name is Masago, and she is nine-
teen years old. She’s as bold as any man, but the only
man she has ever known is Takehiro. Her complexion is
a little on the dark side, and she has a mole by the out-
side corner of her left eye, but her face is a tiny, perfect
oval. .

Takehiro left for Wakasa yesterday with my daughter,
but what turn of fate could have led to this? There’s noth-
ing I can do for my son-in-law anymore, but what could
have happened to my daughter? I'm worried sick about
her. Oh please, Sir, do everything you can to find her,
leave no stone unturned: I have lived a long time, but I
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have never wanted anything so badly in my life. Oh how
I hate that bandit — that, that Tajomaru! Not only my
son-in-law, but my daughter ... (Here the old woman
broke down and was unable to go on speaking.)

* * * * *

TAJOMARU’S CONFESSION

Sure, I killed the man. But I didn’t kill the woman. So,
where did she go? I don’t know any better than you do.
Now, wait just a minute — you can torture me all you want,
but I can’t tell you what I don’t know. And besides, now
that you’ve got me, I’'m not going to hide anything. I'm
no coward.

I met that couple yesterday, a little after noon. The
second I saw them, a puff of wind lifted her veil and I
caught a peek at her. Just a peek: that’s maybe why she
looked so perfect to me — an absolute bodhisattva of a
woman. I made up my mind right then to take her even
if I had to kill the man.

Oh come on, killing a man is not as big a thing as
people like you seem to think. If you're going to take
somebody’s woman, a man has to die. When I kill a man,
I do it with my sword, but people like you don’t use
swords. You gentlemen kill with your power, with your
money, and sometimes just with your words: you tell
people you're doing them a favor. True, no blood flows,
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