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1 think I’ll make
a sick call on

the wet-nurse
Daini. Have the
cart sent to the
fifth district.

One summer day, on
i

returning from the
Imperial Palace.

Daini is the wet-nurse who cared for Genji
as a child, but she has become quite ill
and is now a nun. Her son, Koremitsuy,

is like a brother to Geniji, and Geniji relies
much upon him. He can open his heart

to him and expose his feelings.

The gate is shut,
I will go for
Koremitsu.

A rare white
flower is
blooming in the
next hedge.

Fm sure it’s called

| Ylugao, Moonflower,

or something liice
that.

Such flowers
blooming in

h the hedge of a
lowly house
such as this.

A

Such a pitiable
fate for these

heautiful flowers,

Go and cut off a
cluster.
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Deliver the flower
on this fan to Genji.
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On the fan was written a poem:
"“The figure of he who is like the
flower of the evening faces,

all the more beautiful in the light
of the white dew-—might

not that be the

Shining Prince?"'

%0

Koremitsu. ¢

What type of woman
lives next door?

Idon’t know... I've
been busy taking care
of my mother so I
haven't heard anything
about our neighbor.

Even during a
sick call you
expose your
passion.

Please investigate—
without giving
offense to anybody.




Koremitsu successfully
approached a maid
and found out about
the woman living
there.

Such a gentle- This is the first time
natured, fragile I have met a woman
womarn... who put me s¢ much
—.at ease.

L

But at about the same time Genji was also
visiting the quarters of the Lady Rokujo;*
the Consort of the former Crown Prince, who
had died years before.
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*Her residence was located at Rokujd, the sixth street,
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Lady Rokujo—
beautiful, refined,
thoughtful. There will
never be another
woman like her.

How often have I My lady, it is
visited her without time to see
offering even a word, him off.
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| Butitis a strain
to be with her,

perhaps because
of her hanghtiness
or her cleverness.

Day by day, -
his visits grew.
~-less frequent.




It's terribly wild,
as if a demon were
living here.
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One autumn night,

Genji desired to be alone with
Yigao.

He took her, along with

e maid, Ukon, to a villa on
orltio Street.

What are you saying!
I am the Shining Prince.
Even a demon

couldn’t touch us,

You still won’t tell me

your name and lineage?

I am too lowly
to have a2 name.

Yiugao—she just
may be the kind
of woman
Toénochujo spoke
of at the time of
the “rainy-night
commentary.”

Who are
you!?




Ah!
Shining
Prince.

AR! That you ignore
one such as me who
loves you heyond

compare, and love a
woman like that...

Her breathing
has

A dream?
No, it's
too real!

It’s so awful
I cannot bear
it!
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_?3:' Somebody
3 i brighten the
o '.i ; : lamps!

Night watchman!
Twang the

bow strings*!

Rid the rooms

f evil!
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+Twang the how strings: To avert evil by twanging the how strings instead of shooting
arrows,




