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The Meadow Bunting Repays Its Debt

Long ago in a certain part of Agi, there lived a good-natured old man and a
stubborn, mean old man. The good natured old man went out one day to work
diligently in the fields, and there he saw a meadow bunting being chased by a
cat. The bird said to the nice old man, "Grandpa, please let me hide in your belly!.

TES

w -
&

If you do, I'm sure you'll get rewarded
somehow!"

The old man had no other choice. The
medow bunting flew into the old man's
mouth and was swallowed whole. But
strangely, after a while, the bird's tail
feathers started to pop out of the man's
bellybutton. And when the old man gave the feathers just a little tug, he heard
medow bunting singing in a joyful voice, "Cheen cheen, kara kara, vivivi gold and
grain, overflowing!"

At that time, the lord of lwamura put out a call with a reward for people who could
demonstrate some kind of unusual talent for entertainment. So the old man
figured out a way to get the lord's attention. The next day, he cut a single
bamboo stalk from a thicket behind the castle, and a voice from the wall cried out,
"Who is cutting our lord's bamboo in that thicket?!"

The old man, seeing his chance, called back, "Why it's just your average,
everyday old fart!"

"If that's the case, then you'll face our lord and do your old fart!" the guard said.
With that, the old man was brought before the lord, and after he bowed as low as

he could, he timidly bared his belly, reached into his belly button, pulled the bird's
tail feathers, and the bird burst out into song, " Cheen cheen, kara kara, vivivi



gold and grain, overflowing!" It sang the same song each time the old man pulled
the feather.

The castle's lord was overjoyed with it, and he
said, "Indeed. This is a rare thing!" So he gave
the old man a koban gold coin and coral and
many other rewards.

Hearing the rumors of the event, the stubborn,
mean old man thought, "Well if a fart can gain a
man a reward, then | can do it too!" So he had his
wife cook up a whole load of tubers and roasted

barley flour, ate it all until it filled his stomach to
overflowing, then he went to that same thicket and cut a bamboo stalk.

The lord of the castle wanted to hear the birdsong from the old man again, so he
invited this old man to see what he can do.

And so the mean old man figured this was his moment, he turned to face away
from the lord, dropped his pants, pointed his rear end at the lord, and uncorked
an enormous "Braaaaap!" Unfortunately it wasn't just the sound. Along with the
wind came the foul remnants of that dinner of tubers and roasted barley flour
catapulting to his lordship's face.

Of course the lord was enraged and cried, "How dare you!" Then he took a
katana sword and sliced off the mean old man's rear end.

Meanwhile the mean old man's wife couldn't wait for the reward, so she climbed
up on her house's roof, and peered off into the distance toward far-off Iwamura.
And she saw the old man on all fours with what looked to her like red, white, and
black horses following after. She figured that her husband was so loaded down
with rewards that he couldn't carry it alone, and he needed pack horses to bear it
all.



But as he got closer and finally reached home, she realized that he was gravely
wounded, and what she thought were horses were actually dogs, following him
to lick his wounded rear end. The shock sent the mean old man's wife tumbling
from the rooftop and crashing to the rocks below. Both the mean old man and his

wife soon died from their wounds.

As told by Kazuo Akiyama
Art by Tomoko Sekiyama
Translated by William Flanagan



Sainokami

Long, long ago, some four hundred and fifty years ago in the Tenbun era
(15632-1555), the power of the Muromachi Shogunate was growing weaker, so
people in the hinterlands looked for help from the great clans, and the lands
were dissolving into chaos. Still deep in the Mino region the area around Agi was

still spending its days in peace.

One day on a sloping road that stretched between Agi and Iwamura, there was
one young girl resting by the roadside, looking as if collapsed. She was of a clan
from Annaka in the Joushuu region, and since the Kanto plain had dissolved into
chaos, the clan of Annaka had not only lost all its land in the wars, but most of
the clan itself had perished. Still she had escaped, the last survivor of her clan in
the region.

He had one brother who had gone to the capital of Kyoto for training, but she had
not heard from him in a very long time. She had come all this way, hoping to
obtain help from him, but she was not a strong girl, and the long, unfamiliar
efforts of a journey had taken its toll. So she wound up exhausted and unable to
walk anymore. This girl saw the quiet, peaceful, mountain village of Agi that so
reminded her of her home in Annaka, but she asked her self, "Well, what do | do

now?"

It was then that an elderly couple, returning from work in the fields, walked the

road, and seeing her, stopped and asked, "Excuse me, but what is the matter?"
The young lady picked herself up and told them of her plight.
"You poor thing," they said, "We know your heart longs to go on, but you must

care for your body! Why don't you rest here a while before heading on?" And
with that, they allowed her to stay in a small cabin of theirs.



Saved by the kindness of the elderly couple, she stayed with them for a while,
but even so, she was in an unknown land living alone, and such is not an easy
life. Cold winds blew at night; she recalled memories of the happy days she
spent her father and mother on land in Annaka, all of them taken from her by the
wars; and she was faced with the realization that her brother in the capital could
never return there again. All of this led to the feeling that she must soon heal
from her illness, make her way to the capital, and meet the brother who she
missed so much.

One night, there came the sound of a knocking on her door. She had no idea
who might it be so late at night, but she heard the sound of, "Please! | beg of you,
please!"

She opened the door slightly and saw a traveler on the other side of the door.
“I'm on a journey, and | came to beg shelter from you for the night," he said.

It was so sudden, and the young lady's cabin was so run-down that she was
unsure.

"l realize this is a grave imposition," he said, "but please! I'm from the capital on
an urgent journey, but I've pretty much worn myself out! | beg of you, just one
night!"

When she heard that he was from the capital, she thought to herself that
perhaps he may have news from the capital. "This place is a run-down hovel, but

if you are all right with that, then please..." she said and allowed him to stay.

The next morning, she resolved to ask him the questions that had been welling
up within her all night. She started to ask, "You said you were from the capital,
but..."

"It is as you say," he replied quickly. "However | am in reality from Annaka lands
in Joushuu, and I've been training in the capital for a very long time. But now I've



heard that the Kanto plain has erupted into chaos, and the Annaka lands are

caught up in the wars there. | must hurry, but | thank you for taking me in."

"Could it be that you are my brother...?" The words slipped out of her mouth
before she even realized it.

And so, after long discussion, they learned that they were brother and sister who
were separated at a very young age. The young lady told of the battles fought in
Annaka, how she made her way toward the capital hoping to rely on her brother,
but fell ill on the road and had to stay in the cabin until she recovered. She filled
him in on all the details.

It was like a dream. The brother and sister felt great joy at their reunion, and they

resolved to return to Annaka and rebuild their house and clan.

However, although she must have felt great relief at the unexpected reunion with
her brother, her illness unfortunately took a turn for the worse, and the young
lady passed away.

And the brother's exhaustion from the journey combined with the boundless
sorrow of losing his sister caused his health to deteriorate, and he soon followed
her.

The people of the village, sorrowful that they weren't able to return to their
homeland, nor were they able to rebuild their clan. Instead they died at too
young an age, so the people buried the two in the same plot of land and erected
a shrine there at which to worship. That shrine is now the Sainokami Shrine.

If you cross the Sainokami bridge that stretches over the Kurodagawa river and
climb the slope a little way, you'll see the Sainokami Shrine on your right side.
Worshipers who make a wish at the shrine are said to be able to witness

miracles, and even now, the shrine has quite a lot of visitors.



As told by Torao Ooshima
Art by Miyuki Shibata
Translated by William Flanagan




Oyama-saso Korika

At the time, Yamanotahara was a very wide
plain. And as a certain Buddhist monk passed
through, he saw a fox sleeping near a large
rock. Half in jest, the monk thought to surprise
it a little, so he took a conch shell that he had

in his possession and blew a trumpet sound

near its ears. The foxes were extremely
shocked by the sound, and it fled scurrying into the mountains.

Before long, the sun set, and having no place to stay, the monk spied the light of
a house far off in the distance. The monk resolved to visit the house and ask for
lodgings for the night, and when the owner came to the door, the house seemed
noisy and crowded.

"I'm sorry, but my child has died, and tonight is the night of the funeral. | can't put
you up," the owner said and turned the monk away.

Realizing he couldn't ask any further, he turned and plodded on with no real
direction. But soon he saw the funeral preparations were done, and the casket
was being carried. And strangely, the funeral procession was going in the same
direction as the monk. No matter where he turned, the procession turned with
him.

Getting a creeping feeling, he spied a tree with many low branches, and so he
climbed the tree to watch. With that, the procession stopped right at the roots of
the tree, buried the casket there, and returned home.

After a short time, the ground above the casket began to buckle and a hand
sprouted on the surface, reaching up to grasp at the monk. With no other place
to go, the monk climbed one branch higher, and with that the corpse, with a



triangular sheet of white paper at its forehead,
climbed fully out of the grave and cried,
"Oyama-saso korika?" (meaning "Is the monk
here...?"), and it started to climb the tree.

The monk climbed another branch, but in doing
so, the corpse also climbed a branch crying,
"Oyama-saso korika?" and climbed up too. In
deadly fear the monk climbed and climbed, until
the branches and trunk were too thin to climb
any more. With nowhere left to run, he turned
toward the ground, closed his eyes, and jumped
from the tree.

With that, he awoke, and he was leaning against the same rock where he had
played the trick on the fox, and he found he had been sleeping there all this time.

The rock is still there in Yamanotahara plain, and if you are unlucky enough to sit

upon it, the legend has it that you will be struck with painful hemorrhoids.

As told by Kazuo Akiyama
Art by Tomoko Sekiyama
Translated by William Flanagan



The Monkey's Tail

Long ago there was a place where a monkey was friends with a fox. One day,
the monkey went to the fox's home, and the fox served up an enormous feast for
him. The monkey ate it all with relish. The fish the fox served was exceedingly
delicious, and the monkey asked how the fox caught it. But the fox, realizing that
if he told the monkey the truth, the fish might all go to the monkey, so instead he
told the monkey the first random thing that came into his mind.

And the unsuspecting monkey did as the fox said. He searched the roadside for
old horseshoes (this was before the iron horseshoes, and they were more like
clogs strapped to the horse's legs), and he gathered up many of them. On a cold
winter evening, he tied the horseshoes to his tail, and sunk them deep into a
nearby pool. After a little while, he'd lift his tail and find it was a bit heavier than
before, and the monkey assumed he had already caught a few fish. But he
waited, thinking that he'd get more and more fish out of it. The night got later and
later until he began to see glimmers of light in the east.

Finally he felt that he had caught enough, so he pulled on his tail, but he had
caught so many fish that he couldn't lift his tail anymore no matter what he did.
Soon he sensed humans nearby, and he knew that he'd be in trouble if they
caught him. Red faced, he put all his strength into lifting it, but instead his tail
suddenly ripped off at its roots. Not only that, but the horseshoes were not filled
with fish like he thought, but rather it had been coated over with heavy layers of
ice instead.

Ever after that, monkeys' faces were red and their tails became very short. And
the deep pool doesn't exist any more because of dams and other river
improvements, but they say was in the vicinity of Sakurabuchi.

As told by Kazuo Akiyama
Art by Katsue Miyake
Translated by William Flanagan
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Vanishing Waterfall

Long, long ago, during the Yoshinochou period, so it was some six hundred
years ago, there was a priest by the name of Houou Soichi. He was a famous
priest in Kyoto, and he founded the Daienji Temple in Iwamura. In fact, he was
so famous in Kyoto, that he could be listed among the most famous priests the
capital city can boast of. He also opened a temple named the Daizeniji in Agi at
the foot of Gyoujidake.

Because he was such a high-ranking priest, the people of the village would
always fill up the temple hall in order to hear his sermons. But there was one
thing that was a problem for the temple. There was a stream that seemed to
wind about the temple. When it flooded, it caused a waterfall near the main hall
to let out a loud roar that reverberated all through the temple grounds causing
the faithful to be unable to hear the great priest's words.

"What a magnificent sermon today! I'm grateful to have heard it," one
temple-goer would say, but his neighbor might reply, "Really? | was at the back,
and really couldn't hear much at all." And an old man might add, "Me too. The
sound of that river drowned out everything!" Such conversation was normal for
the people of the village.

When the priest heard the rumors, he would say, "It's absolutely true. | am the
one speaking, and even | have trouble making out the words sometimes." There
were many times when he would stand on the bank near the waterfall staring at
the spray from the torrents plunging down the waterfall and think, "I wonder if it's
possible to do anything about it...?"

One day an elderly man of the village came to the temple to hear one of Houou
Soichi's sermons. After the sermon, he said to the priest, "I really enjoyed your
sermon, Houou-san, but | must say, the roar from the waterfall truly made it
difficult to hear!"

11



And the priest had a troubled look on his face, saying, "Exactly, sir! | keep trying
to think up a solution, but this waterfall has me baffled..."

"Well, then," said the old man, "as thanks for the wonderful sermon, why don't |
make the sound of the river vanish?"

The priest was surprised by the old man's words, but his facial expressions
conveyed the thought, "Impossible, I'm afraid. To be honest, | don't think anyone
could do that."

After a little while, the skies began to cloud up,
and as it threw the entire area into a gloom,
the sound of roaring thunder began to be
heard in the region. The old man changed his
form into a dragon, and illuminated by flashes
of lightning, he rose into the skies. With that
massive amounts of rain fell that lasted for
three days and three nights.

Both the priest and the people of the village were terribly worried and wondered
what they could do about it.

By the fourth day, the rain had let up, and then a beautiful new day had dawned.
And the sky was so clear, it would remind you of the finest Autumn day. As he did
every day, the priest entered the temple garden and, like he always did, headed
toward the waterfall. But the sound of the waterfall had vanished. It was so quiet,
that the priest thought it very odd, so he went to the riverside, but the massive
amounts of falling water that made the waterfall roar had completely vanished.
And the smoothly flowing stream that remained reflected the brilliance of the

morning sun.

"What could this be?" thought the priest, and as he ran along the banks of the
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river. And there, he finally found where the waterfall had moved, about a

kilometer downstream.

During the three days and nights of rain, the waterfall had moved, almost intact,

about a kilometer downriver from where it had been.

The priest thoughts were confused. "l know that there are mysterious things that
happen in the world, but now | truly wonder who that old man could have been!"
And even though he did not pretend to understand it, still he rejoiced in the idea
that from now on, the people could have silence around him to listen to the
speech of others. He accepted that with gratitude.

All the gathered villagers were so shocked at the change that they were sure it
had to be the work of the Gods. "Our priest is such a fine and upstanding priest
that the Gods of the Earth listened to his wish and granted it!" they said.

"That has to be it!" and "l agree!" chimed in other voices.

Even now, at the foot of Gyoujidake in a wooded area, there is a place the
villagers call Ryuusenji-ashiyubi (Toes of the Dragon Spring Temple). That is
where the Daizenji used to be.

As told by Torao Ooshima
Art by Miyuki Shibata
Translated by William Flanagan
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Kaminari Ishi (Thunder Stone)

Once upon a time...there's no telling exactly when, but at the very least, a long
time ago, there was tiny village in a valley between mountains that is today
called Agi, but then called Aono Village. But it was pretty much the same village
it is now. In the surrounding mountains there were huge, wonderful trees that
blanketed the mountains and seemed to scrap the sky. To see these enormous

tree trunks covering the mountainside was a breathtaking sight indeed.

But it had a drawback too. With each Summer evening came Yudachi, the spirit
of summer squalls, and he would tear up the area between the trees, cause
torrential rain that washed the fruit away, crumble the mountainsides, and make
a mess of everything.

The people of the village wanted to catch Yudachi at unawares, hoping to finally
teach him a lesson, but they could not think of any method they could use. They
put their heads together and thought of this idea and that idea, but no actual
useful method ever came up. And while deliberating their troubles, a very
muscular man, nicknamed Burly, said, "The next time Yudachi goes on his
rampage, I'll catch 'im." And with great determination, Burly found a spot to lay in
wait for Yudachi.

It was the summer of that year, and one day, just as the villagers were noticing
how dark it was getting, they saw black clouds suddenly blanketing the sky, and
they burst out with a torrential downpour. The rain came down at a slant, and
moved to flying sideways, and those drops that hit the ground did it with such
force they would send splashes back up to the sky again. And amidst the
torrential rains, lighting also pierced the sky.

"See, there he is," said Burly with towering bravery. He was waiting for Yudachi,
and Yudachi had appeared. With rippling muscles, flashing bright eyes, and a
mouth flattened to a straight, determined line, he chased after Yudachi, but

14



Yudachi was quicker than Burly
had counted on. Yudachi
seemed to be having fun being
chased as he caused flashing
lighting and roaring thunder. He
laughed heartily as he craned
his head again and again to see

if his pursuer still followed.

There was a loud boom nearby,

and Burly saw a huge tree pierced giving off a great cracking sound. It had been
struck directly through the middle by lightning.

"You may be a honored spirit, Yudachi, but | won't let you keep doing this any
longer! | will catch you!" said Burly in a violent rage. As he waved his arms in
circles and drew deep, ragged breaths, he made one great leap at the
rampaging Yudachi.

Yudachi was shocked, never thinking that anyone in the mortal world would have
the strength to jump and catch a being who could race across the sky at will.
"Who is this upstart who thinks he can restrain me?" Yudachi said.

"You want to know who? | am Burly, the man everyone talks about! You've been
ravaging Aono village every single year, and we're sick of it! So it's my job to
repay the pain you've inflicted so you never come back to our skies again!" And
with that, Burly flexed his muscular arms squeezing Yudachi around the middle.

Yudachi let out a yell. "I'm sorry! So sorry! Really, really sorry! Il never do
anything bad ever again! Just send me back to the sky, please?!" And he bowed
over and over.

"Nope. Can't." said Burly.

"Please? Please, isn't there some way?" Yudachi's face looked so grim with

15



tears overflowing from his eyes, sliding down his cheeks.

Burly couldn't help be feel a little bit sorry for Yudachi. "Look, I'd like to let you off,
but | just can't have you running on a rampage again. Is there some proof you

can leave me that you won't go running amok anymore?"

When Yudachi heard that, his tears instantly dried. "Proof? Look at me? I'm
always naked. There's nothing | can leave behind as proof,” Yudachi said as he
tiited his head over and over in thought, but suddenly his hands came together
with a thunderous clap! "Hey, I've got a great idea! | can give you a stamp of my
hand, and that can serve as proof of my agreement!"

With that, Yudachi found a huge rock near where he was standing, and with
enormous force, he left a deep, deep impression of his hand. "See? Now you
can send me back to the sky," Yudachi said.

With a single deep bow to Burly, Yudachi went high, high up into the sky again.

And ever after, even when Yudachi went on his rampages, naught but the sound

would ever reach Aono Village. They were never bothered by the lightning again.

And in a rice field in Aono Village, there was a huge rock called Kaminari Ishi,
"The Thunder Stone," and even given the ravages of rain and wind, the stamp of
the hand of Yudachi has only worn down but little.

With the building of Agi Dam, the stone has been sunk deep under water, but
since it is still the proof of Yudachi's promise, it was placed where the Agi river

can not budge it. It likely still remains deep under the dam's waters.
As told by Ritsuko Santo

Art by Katsue Miyake

Translated by William Flanagan
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The Pestle-Hiding Dumpling

Once upon a time, there was a place called Agi in the foothills of Ena-san
Mountain, and there lived a little girl named Kayo and her grandfather. They lived
all alone. When the grandfather was very young, he was unexpectedly struck by
an illness that wasted his left foot away from the ankle down until he lost the foot
completely. Since his leg looked like a wooden pestle, many of the people of the
village called him, Pestle-leg Grandpa. And because the people were afraid that
the disease was contagious, the grandfather and Kayo finally went into the

mountains far from where the people were, and lived quietly like hermits.

Even though the grandfather's leg was lame, he still tended the vegetable
garden from morning to evening, trying to grow leafy vegetables and beans for
the two of them to eat. And since that place was on a mountainside, they didn't
receive much sunlight during the day, and the cold winds coming down from
Ena-san Mountain blew on them all year.

With an "Oomph!" and a "Hyah!" the grandfather would till the soil with only a
hoe. Then with a huff and a puff, he would trudge, weighed down by large bags
of fertilizer or break out in sweats pulling out the persistent weeds.

But even when the vegetables and beans he took so much trouble raising would
finally sprout their leaves, they'd be startled by the roaring and chill of the
constant wind coming down from Ena-san Mountain, and pull their leaves back
in. They could not see enough of the sun's rays during the day, their leaves
wilted, and their roots didn't have the strength to drink the water out of the
ground, so before the grandfather knew it, they would dry up and die.

"Aww... | wish the sun would come, even just a little, and warm the farm land

that | work," he cried. And stretching his weary back, and looking at the mountain,
he let out a long sigh.
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Little Kayo would hear her grandfather's sighs, and they seemed so painful that it
would make her want to cry. She was still too little to help carry the fertilizer, but
she thought that at least she could help pull out the weeds. But when she tried,
she found she couldn't pull even half as many weeds as her father. "I'm so
useless," she whispered to herself, "If only | could grow as big as that mountain!
Then | could actually be of some help to Pestle-leg Grandpa!"

Kayo looked up at the mountain. It hid most of the sky, and was so big as to
make it seem like it could just crush little Kayo and their farm with its size alone.
Down in the foothills, the sun fell on the fields warming them, but up on the

mountainside, it seemed to be suspended in a year-long shadow.

Kayo sang out to the sky with a loud voice, "Mr. Sun! Mr. Sun! Don't just shine
way down there! Share your light and warm our air! Our fields weep their
morning dew! Pestle-leg Granpa cries out for you! And even | shed a tear or two.

Shine your light! Shine your light!"

But it seems that her voice never managed to be heard by Mr. Sun. She'd sing
that song in a loud voice everyday, but as if proving how stubborn it was, day in

and day out, the sun refused to shine on her grandfather's fields.

In a worried voice, Kayo said, "Grandpa, will New Years even come this year?"
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And he'd reassure her with, "New Years comes no matter what. We'll see it. We'll

see it." He would say that over and over.

It was on the twenty-first, just before New Years, when Kayo lifted her voice up to
the sky again and sang, "Mr. Sun! Mr. Sun!" But not only did the sky refuse to
brighten, instead it darkened and like tiny bits of ash, snow started to waft down
from the sky. Even so, Kayo kept on singing.

Who knows why, but soon her voice became hoarse and gravelly and dry like
something had burned the back of her throat. Her body seemed ready to burst
into flame, but before she knew it, she felt a terrible chill. Kayo's legs could no
longer support even her tiny body.

"Gra...nd...pa..." Kayo strained to speak, but voice was almost inaudible.

Her grandfather was picking the little remaining greenery he could find to
prepare for New Years. "Hm?" he said as he turned around. "Kayo, what's
wrong?!" But he was struck speechless at the sight of her. He asked as he lifted
her up to his back. Kayo was very little, but an old man with a pestle-like leg
found it very difficult to carry her.

Finally Kayo's grandfather was able to get her into their straw-roofed hut, and he
laid her to sleep under her futon covers. And as Kayo was just closing her eyes
to go to sleep, her grandfather said to himself, "So she caught a cold at a time
like this..." But he suddenly shouted out with a start. He saw red spots appear on
the skin of Kayo's face. Then he noticed the spots on the arms and legs that
weren't covered by the futon comforter. They all were the size of the tip of his
little finger, and he saw many of them.

The old man remembered when he was young, decades ago. It was a time so
long in the past that he had forgotten it, but now seeing his pestle-like leg, he
remembered it all...and regretted the memory. Back then, he was covered in red
spots, just like Kayo, and the disease led to his leg withering and eventually
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being taken from him.

"Will Kayo be forced to suffer a pestle leg as | have," he thought. But instead he
asked her, "Kayo, how did you catch the disease?"

But Kayo looked as puzzled as he was, then she shut her eyes, and soon she
was mouthing something that he couldn't hear. He put his ear close to her
mouth.

"Don't just shine way down there!" she whispered quietly. "Share your light and
warm our air! Shine your light! Shine your light!"

"To tarnation with Mr. Sun! There's no time for songs!" The grandfather felt anger
growing inside him, but he knew well that the anger was not over Kayo's slow
song. So he stood and started cutting the spinach and daikon radish that he had
just harvested from his field. He put it in the pot, but even though his kitchen was
small, he could find no trace of anything else he could add to the pot.

"If only | had even one small handful of rice! | could make her up some nice rice
porridge!" he thought. He decided that even ten grains of rice would do. He just
wanted a bit of rice...

He checked to be sure that Kayo was sleeping peacefully, then he made his way
down the moonlit mountain. When he reached the door of the first house he saw
in the village, he said in a humble voice, "My little granddaughter Kayo has a
fever, and | thought that a bit of rice porridge would help. | beg of you, can you
spare a handful of rice?"

"I'm very sorry to hear that, but..." said the woman of the house who opened the
door a crack. And she truly did have pity in her eyes, as she looked at the old
man. But soon her gaze fell to his pestle-like leg. "We had an especially poor
harvest this year, and this is all | can spare." The woman of the house put a few
grains of rice into a bag, opened the door a crack, and set the bag on the ground

20



before slamming the door after her.

The old man went to the next house, but in answer to his queries only came a
voice shouting, "You want rice?! So do I!" The next house and the house after
that both turned him down too. The old man despaired. He only needed a little

more rice to be able to make Kayo the porridge she needed to get better.

"If only Kayo was able to eat some rice porridge, she might be able to get over
the disease without having her leg turned into a pestle..." The old man walked
amid the lightly falling snow toward the house of the village headman, but then
he was hit by an idea. "The headman's rice fields are vast, so there should be
some grains of rice just left behind from the harvest. And given the time of year
and the hour, even the Buddha wouldn't begrudge me a few fallen grains! But if
the Buddha has any pity in his heart, | beg that the snow stop falling for a while."
And just as the old man whispered this, as if in answer to his wish, the snowfall
lightened and then stopped.

The old man entered the headman's fields, got on all fours, and picked up what
fallen grains he could find. There were even more grains there than the old man
expected, and with joy welling up in his heart, he picked up all the grains and
hurried home, cooked up the porridge and fed it to Kayo.

"It's sooo good, Grandpa!" she said, "you have some too!"

"Oh, but I'm completely full, Kayo! Eat it all up, now," he said with a smile.

The next morning the old man awoke to the sound of a banging on his door.

"You're the one who made a mess of the headman's fields, aren't you?! We
found marks in the field that looks like someone dragged a large pestle over it!
Well, now you're coming with us to confess your crime at the Headman's home!"
said the rough voice of one of two big men who worked for the village headman.
They had long poles, and they used them to poke and prod the old man down
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toward the village.

"Grandpa! Grandpa!" cried Kayo, and she tried to run after them, but she could
only see her grandfather twist and turn to get a last look at her before he
vanished from her sight. After that, no one in the village ever found out what

became of the old man. And they also never saw little Kayo again either.

As the days passed, the people of the village slowly realized that it was their fault.
Even if they were poor, they should never have treated the old man so coldly.

And they greatly regretted their actions.

Eventually, no one seems to know when the tradition started, but they started to
make a rice-paste dumpling that was called a Pestle-hiding dumpling. They
thought, "If only the snow had fallen fast and deep, it would have hidden his
pestle-leg, and they might have treated him better." And so they made thick,
round, white, rice-paste dumplings, and with their index fingers, they push a hole

into the dumpling to hide the pestle.

As told by Ritsuko Santo
Art by Tomiko Katagiri
Translated by William Flanagan
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