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“Our sin-riki-sha are waiting for us,” said Oto. “I have 

ordered you some good strong runners, who can make the jour- 

ney quickly.” 

They entered the vehicles and started at a rapid pace, only 

stopping for a short time at Kanazawa to give their men a 

rest. 

When they arrived at the boundary line between the prov- 

inces of Musashi and Sagami, Fitz pointed to a stone figure, 

carved in the rock by the wayside, and said, — “ What do you 

call that?” : 

“Hanakake Jizo” (the noseless Jizo), said Mrs. Nambo. 

“Would you like to make a little offering to him?” 

The boy shook his head, noticing which the good old lady 

sighed and did not volunteer any more information. 

The friends arrived in Kamakura as the sun was setting, so 

had no time to see the Dai-Butsu that night. 

The next day they were up bright and early, and visited the 

temple of Hachiman, where Fitz almost ruined himself by his 

lavish patronage of the mame-uwrt (bean-seller.) 

One old woman. who kept a stall near the main temple, 

was chatting with a nurse and two children who were watch- 

ing a fat rooster filling his crop with the grain intended for the 

opal-breasted doves. The boy on the servant’s back was in a 

high state of excitement, and his brother, who was mounted 

upon thick clogs, jumped backwards and forwards and yelled, 

“Oh, go away! go away, greedy bird! Let the pigeons 

come.” 

He had a red fringed purse suspended from his girdle, 
which was tied in a big knot behind his back. 

The mame-urt doled out her stock in trade in small saucers 

and kept her receipts, consisting of brass cash and tempo, on 

skewers inserted in a little slab of pine wood.


