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the temple grounds, whither they had been sent by Mrs. 
Jewett. Jn a short time the friends were seated.and ex route. 

After crossing the Obashi, they found themselves in quite a 
rural district, where the farmers were busily occupied pre- 
paring the grain for market. 

Large mats were spread upon the ground, and piles of rice 
were heaped on them to sun and dry for the mills. The 
hiyaku-sho (farmers), who wore artistically-patched clothes, 
had wide, scoop-like baskets which they filled with the grain, 
then raised high above their heads and emptied upon the mats. 
As the rice descended, the wind blew away the chaff and thus 
prepared the cereal for the huller. 

The young people rode some distance, then turned into a 
private road, and presently stopped before a shed where two 
men and a boy were grinding rice. The farmer, who was 
superintending the operation, bowed to Oto and said, * Honor- 
able doctor, excuse me from rising, my rheumatism is still so 
bad that I feared I should again have to come to you for advice. 
You did me so much good last time, I have no longer faith 
in our quacks.” 

Oto introduced his companions to the man, who, when they 
were seated, said to his employees, “Now, show these honora- 
ble foreigners how you make rice-flour.” 

The head laborer took some of the hulled grain in a wicker- 
scoop and filled the funnel-shaped hole in the top of the mill, 
then with his companions grasped the bar and walked round 
and round with it, thus moving the upper section. Ina few 
seconds, the coarsely ground flour began to drop from between 
the surfaces, and soon it poured out in little streams. The 
men sang as they worked, and made more noise than a hun- 
dred American laborers. 

When they paused to rest, Sallie asked, “ What is that 
apparatus on our right?”


