AUTHOR'S PREFACE.

During the long winter evenings of my
childhood, when the lamp burned dimly in
the paper lantern and but partly revealed
the pictures on the screens, I often sat by
the fire-bowl and listened with awed face
to my honored mother, who, to compensate
me for the gloom of the apartment, would
relate stories of the Forty-seven Ronins;
and thus illuminate my soul with the light
of loyalty.

It was from her honored lips I received
the histories embodied in this work ;
therefore, if the book pleases, I beg the
reader not to think of the old man of Yedo
whose brush traces these characters, but
to pay grateful respect to the spirit of my
whose eloquent

honored parent,

descriptions I have so imperfectly
reproduced, and whose body is now resting

beneath the tall grass.
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