
CANADIAN COURIER.

T HF, tal monk in the red cassock slipped into
the roomn quite un-noticed and stepped
silently to the side of the dream man, who
was sitting motionless beside a smnall oaken

table.
-Why so dejected, friend ?" he soothed, ini a rich,

full voice. "Corne, be of good cheer. Some day
everything will turn out even better than we can
hope for."

The dream man shook his head sadly and sighed.
A moment Inter he arose and turned to the monk.

"Corne with me through the snow-covered country
lane that leads to the distant twin pine trees," he
urged. "There ail is peaceful."

Together they left the room and plodded away
through the glistening, spotless snow.

In reality there was no solemn-faced, stalwart
monk wearing a brilliant cassock adorned with.
golden lace, and no snow-kissed country Jane in
which two shaggy oxen sauntered lazily. They
were merely small framed pictures
hanging upon the walls of the dream
mnan's room.

ror almost a year-ever since he had
corne to live alone-the picture people
had been his only friends and had be-
corne constant companions. When he
returned to his room each evening with
a heavv heart he would seat hirnself
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They passed into the roomn and the monk slipped

away as silently as he had appeared.
Thedream man glanced at the beautiful woman

above the book-shelf. She was watching hima in-
tent1y-she wus for ever watching him-but she did,
flot move nor smîle in recognition of his nod. So
he sighed heavily and turned away, going in the
direction of a wide, black frame"in which squatted
pretty, little Ki-ku-san, who, dressed in a red
kimona, was pouring tea. She welcomed him with
a sweet smile. She, at any rate, was glad to see him.

"Has Mr* Edward come to drink'tea with Ki-ku-
san ?" she greeted, as he entered her framne, and
she extended to him a cup of steaming tea. She
spoke the English language really remarkahly well.

The dreain man made himself comfortable upon
the floor-there were no chairs in the picture-and
accepted the dainty, china cup.

"Then," exclaimed the dream man, triumphantly,
suppose some day when you have grown a littie

older Mr. Edward should ask you to give up being
a japanese girl and become his wife, what would
you say to that ?" He patted her hand tenderly
and turned to see the effect he had made on the
woman over the book-shelf.

"Oh, oh, oh 1" gurgled the littie, dark girl. "You
do flot understand. 1 could flot marry you,,because
I go back to japan soon, also because-2

"Because why?"
"Because you know you do flot care for me as

mucli as the American ladies." She withdrew her
hand, and, picking up a large fan, hid her face.

WHEN the dreamn man gained suff icient courage
Vto look at the beautiful woman she had

turned her head away, and, yes, he was.sure of it,
a big tear rolled down her cheek. Something
swelled inside.his throat.

"I believe you do flot care for me, Ki-
ku-san," he sighed, rising hastily. "You
prefer to sit here in japanese costume
and pour tea ail your life." He patted
her upon the head and stepped out of
the frame.

In the centre of the room stood a long,
thin man, dressed in evening clothes.
His cheeks were hollow and his face,

T wore a hard, stubborn expression. This
was the former self. His frame hung

d alongside that of the beautiful wmn
'-sHe was one of only two persons to
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