
282 THE WONDERFUL CITY OF TOKIO. 

Kioto FHon-ke (original house of Kioto). The sides of the 
box bore the inscription Bzwa-yoto (loquat-leaf tea). 

On seeing the foreigners, the man placed his boxes on the 
ground and bowing, said, —“ Honorable strangers, will you try 
some of my delicious beverage? ue 

“Yes, go ahead and serve us,” said Fitz. 
The fellow quickly produced some little cups and fanning 

the charcoal fire that warmed the liquid, suavely remarked, — 
“It is getting late for my business. I come up from Kioto 
with the butterflies. Now that the weather is growing cool, 
people do not want medicine to correct the hot principle. 
Still, Biwa tea is a very good thing at any time.” 

As he spoke, he ladled out some of the beverage, and 
bowing, said, — “ Everything is now ready for your honorable 
approval.” 

His customers sipped the tea and Sallie said, —“ It tastes 
like orange-flower water.” 

“There is a fly in mine, so T cannot tell what it might taste 
like without it,” said Fitz, pointing to something black among 
the dregs in his cup. “Oto, I do not think your hot drinks 
amount to much.” 

“You do not come from Kioto,” said the young doctor to 
the man. 

The fellow grinned, bowed and replied, —* Honorable Sir, 
Iam afraid you recognize me; my name is Goro.. You were 
very kind to me when I was in the hospital. I have an honor- 
able mother and a wife and family to keep, so I am sometimes 
obliged to pretend to be what Iam not. In the spring I sell 
an infusion of ginger, to warm people; in summer, biwa-tea to 
cool them; and in winter I do anything. As to Kioto, my 
honorable mother left that place when she was first married, 
so I consider that I came from there.”


