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12 MISS NUME OF JAPAN.

“Can't fool Takashima, my dear. Been in Amer-
ica eight years now—knows a thing or two, I guess.”

Takashima, the young Japanese, looked over at
them, with the unreadable, quiet gaze peculiar to
the better class Japanese. His eyes loitered on
the girl's beautiful face, and he moved a step nearer
to them, as a gentleman in passing stood in front,
and for a moment hid them from him.

‘*He is looking at us now, '’ said the girl, innocently.

Tom stared at her round-eyed for a moment.

““How on earth do you know that? Your head is
turned right from him.”’

Again the saucy little toss of the chin was all the
girl's answer.

‘‘He's right near us now. Tom, please, please—
now's your chance,’’ she added, after a minute,

The Japanese had come quite close to them. He
was still looking at the girl’s face, as though thor-
oughly fascinated with its beauty. A sudden wind
came up from the sea and caught the red cape she
wore, blowing it wildly about her. It shook the
rich gold of her hair in wondrous soft shiny waves
about her face, as she tried vainly to hold the little
cap on her head. It was a sudden wild wind, such
as one often encounters at sea, lasting only for a
moment, but in that moment almost lifting one
from the deck. The girl, who had been clinging
breathlessly to the railing, turned toward Taka-
shima, her cheeks aflame with excitement, and as
the violent gust subsided, they smiled in each
other’s faces.
Tom relented.




