


Along long time ago
there was a man
who had only one son
They lived together
alone, and were very
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happy and needed no

other company.

Father and son
were very much alike

in face and figure,
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and so devoted were
they to each other that they
were seldom seen apart. The son
was already beginning to get on in years,
but he was so contented and happy with
his old father that he had never thought
of seeking a wife,
One day, however the father said to him
“I have been thinking my son that it is
time you were getting married: indeed it is
more than time, but we two are so happy
and get on so well together that I have been

in no hurry to bring a stranger into our

peacgfyl heme,”
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“]1 am quite contented as I am, Father,”
replied the son, “I shall never love anyone

half so much as I love you, so let us go on

just as we are.”

But the father pointed out that he was
becoming an old man, and could not expect
to live for ever, and that it was high time for
his son to take upon himself the responsibili-
ties of head of the family, marry and bring

up children, lest he should, in a short time,

find himself desolate and alone in the world.

The counsels of the father prevailed. A
suitable wife was found, and the marriage
took place. The wedding ceremonies had

not long been concluded however when

the old man began to fail

His dutiful and devoted son waited upon
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him tenderly, but in spite of all that he and
his wife could do, the old father gradually
became worse. At length, to the bitter grief
of his son, who had never been for a day,

scarcely for an hour, separated from him, the

old man died.

Sad indeed was the affectionate son, and
lonely the days spent at work in the fields;
nor did the pretty face of the little wife at
home blot out the memory of the dear old
father, who had been his friend and com-
panion so long.

After a time the young man, hoping to
throw off his melancholy, resolved to pay a
visit to the city of Kyoto where he had

never been, and to which was indeed a long

journey from his home.
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After seeing the temples and various
other sights he was strolling through the
streets of the great city, when he was at-
tracted by a mirror shop and stopped to

look and admire, for such things as mirrors

he had never seen or heard of before,
The people of the shop received him
politely, and seeing that he was a stranger
from the country brought out a variety of
mirrors for him to choose from, and pressed
him to buy. What was the astonishment
of the young man to see, in the very first

one he took up, the face of his father
looking at him!

The father appeared strong and healthy
and young, just as his son could remember

him years ago. Overjoyed at this discovery,
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but afraid to say a word, lest the mirror-
seller should try to prevent him from
taking his father with him, he timidly
asked the price.

“Only two bz, and a great bargain it is,’
answered the mirror seller,

The young man, trembling with excite-
ment, pulled out his bag of copper cash
and joyfully counted out the money.
Then, with his prize carefully wrapped up
and placed in its wooden casé, he at once
set out on his homeward journey.

When he reached home he felt shy of
speaking to his wife about what he had
brought home with him.. So, without say-
ing a word to her, he carefully shut up

the box which contained his father in the

&

todana, or press.
Every morning, before going to his work,
he would steal

secretly to the t

press, take Qut
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the mirror, and -

‘nave a —Tang

good talk




with the image he saw reflected there.

Father ! Beautiful

“Good morinng,

“' ‘ | weather to-day! I hope you have had a
good night. I am just off to the rice field
now, but I will see you again shortly.”

kind of thing

At night the

same
would go on. And

80 it was every day.

The young wife would hear her husbsnd’s
voice talk, talk, talking to somebody, and

She

yet nobody. seemed to be there.

.

became first curious, and then suspicious.

At length she said one day. “Who is

that I hear you talking to for such a long
time every night and rﬁorning?”

And when the husband became con-
fused and. hung his head, she insisted, say-
Ing, “Who is it? I must, and will know.”

Then the husband told her, saying,
“That time, when I went to Kyoto I found
my father in a shop there. I was so glad
to see him again, looking so strong and
young too, that I bought him at once for
two bu and brought him home. I did not

like to speak to you about it, so I just hid




him in the iodana, there, and of course I go
to pay my respects to him night and mor-
ning, and tell him how things are getting

on.” The wife was astonished at these

words, and only half believed them;
but she saw that there was some
mystery, and was determined to get to the
bottom of it. She only waited until she
was alone in the house. Then she went
straight to the press, opened its sliding
doors, hunted high and low, but found

nothing strange, except a little flat wooden

box.

“T'll soon see what’s inside you, anyhow,”

she exclaimed.
When she took off the lid, what was

her astonishment to find herself confronted
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th an excited and angry, but withal

fPPetty woman’s face!
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“Ahl Ah! That’s what you keep hidden

in the press, is *? Old father indeed!
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So, no sooner did the husband come
in from his work than he was met by 2

torrent of reproaches and abuse from his

angry wife.

“«Why did you deceirve me in this wricked

way?” she said, “old father, indeed!»

i

“Well, I have told you now at any rate,

.

So don’t be angry about it any more.”

t
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i
%father-. and try to deceive me?”

z “But why did you say it was your

“Because it is my father,” cried he,

astonished.

“1 swear it 18'nt,” cried she.
“ And I swear it is,” cried he.
“It is a bold, pert.
horrid looking
girl,” said she.
“What do you
mean?” said he.
“] mean just what
I say, and why did you
marry me if you did

not like me? 1 wont
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stay here to be treated so, I won’t! I won’t!

I won't! I won’t!”

And so a very pretty little quarrel arose,
and they made sueh a noise over it that

the neighbours came flocking round to see

} what was the matter.
The husband tried to tell his wversion
of the story, but was constantly inter-

rupted by his wife.

“He is trying to cheat you as he
cheated me. Don’t believe
him. I tell you 1 saw

the woman, se

I must be in the right, and I won’t
bear it, no, I won’t.”

“] am afraid my wife must be out of
her senses, for 1 do assure you, good neigh-
bours, it's only my old father.”

“0Old father, indeed!”—And so the

quarrel went on,

At last one of the neighbours obtained

a hearing, and spoke thus,

“You will never come to an under-
standing in this way; I will tell you what
you had better do. Go to the Cloister and
consult tﬁe Lady Abbess; we all know
how pious and good she is, how wise also;
she will be certain to give you just the

advice which you need, and find a way

for you out of this trouble.”
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The Abbess received them graciously,
and asked in what way she could help
them. The husband then told his story;
how he had found his father in Kyoto,
bought him for two b#, and brought him
home; but that now, to his horror and
dismay, his wife accused him of keeping a
young woman shut up in the cupboard.

“I have seen her, so I think I ought to
know,” said the wife, * however, I am will-
ing to abide by whatever the honourable
Lady Abbess may in her wisdom decide.”

The husband then handed the box to
the abbess, she took out the mirror, and
looked in it long, with the greatest interest

and amazement. Then, after due consider-
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ation and reflection, she gave her decision

in these words,
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“It s evident that whis poor young
woman has been so much distressed by
the bitterness of the quarrel which has
taken place between you on her account
that she has already become a nun! This

place being a nunnery is surely the most
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fitting abode for her. | will therefore take

her to live here with me, where she will
be peaceful and happy, and can be the
cause of no further trouble between you.
Go home now, and let bygones be bygones,
and try to live harmoniously together for
the future”

This the young couple did; the wife
triumphant, and the husband only too glad
to do anything for a quiet life,

But he was convinced in his own mind
that there was a mistake somewhere, for
be would have staked his life upon it that
it was his old father whom he had bought

for two i» at Kyoto?
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T. HASEGAWA,

PRINTER AND PUBLISHER OF
JAPANESE ARTISTIC BOOKS, PAMPHLETS ETG.

17, SHITAYA KAMINEGISHI, TOKIO, JAPAR.

Japanese Jingles Crépe Paper.
Oyuchasan Crépe Paper.
Kohanasan Crépe Paper.

The Rat’s Plaint Crépe Paper.
The Children’s Japan Crépe Paper.
Princess Splendor Crépe Paper.

Circulars, Catalogues, Price Lists, ete,
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JAPANESE FAIRY TALE SERIES.

ORDINARY PAPER & CREPE PAPER.
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Momotaro er Little Peachling.

The Tongue Cut Sparrow.

The Battle of the Monkey ar.d the Crab.
The Old Man who made the Dead Trees Blossom.
Kachi-kachi Mountain.

The Mouse’s Wedding.

The Old man and the Devils,

Urashima, the Fisher-Boy.

The Eight-Headed Serpent.

The Matsuyama Mirror.

The Hare of Inaba.

The Cub’s Triumph,

The Silly Jelly-Fish.

The Princes Fire-Flash and Fire-Fade,
My Lord Bag-o'-Rice.

The Wooden Bowl,

Schippeitaro.

The Ogre’s Arm.

The Ogres of Oyeyama.

The Enchanted Waterfall.

AINO FAIRY TALE SERIES.

The Hunter in Fairy Land.
2. The Birds’ Party.
3. The Maa wheo lost his wife,







