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CHAPTER XII—Continued

“Most certainly I have,” answered 
her father, who, though he had often 
alluded to the subject, had never told 
Evelyn precisely what had been hia 
own relations with that stormy 
petrel of Colonial New York. “Good 
cause have I to remember him, since 
I wap of those against whom he 
directed his machinations. He was 
no common disturber of the peace, 
though his words and acts were out
rageous. Yet I know there be repu
table men in this town who applaud 
hia deeds and believe him to have 
been a true patriot and a champion 
of the people’s rights.”

Ho leaned back in his chair with 
an abstracted gaze, as though he 
were thinking aloud, and Evelyn, her 
chin upon her hand and her eyes 
upon his face, listened intently.

“His enemies claim that it was all 
for self-advancement that he forced 
himself to the top, where he had no 
rightful place, and committed while 
there the most arbitrary acts. Also, 
as I had good reason to know, he 
persecuted all who differed from him, 
and especially those of the Catholic 
Faith.”

After a pau^e, he added in his 
truthful and candid fashion :

“The truth about that unhappy 
man may lie somewhere between the 
two extremes. Such is the opinion 
of Father Harvey, who was for years 
my friend and adviser. Leisler may 
have had some glimmerings of a 
high ideal as to liberty and the rest, 
but he blundered stupidly and crim
inally in many acts of his adminis
tration and in the treatment of all 
who were opposed to him ; I much 
fear, indeed, that his popularity 
arose in no slight degree from his 
loud mouthed denunciation of Popery 
and his championship of Protestant
ism.”

“He persecuted those of our faith 
shamefully, as men say,” cried 
Evelyn, her cheek flushing with in
dignation, “and for that alone he 
deserved death.”

“Ah, my Evelyn,” said her father, 
“that is the summary mode with 
which youth ever disposes of an 
adversary. And if persecution of us 
Catholics here in this free America, 
or over yonder in England, were 
worthy of death, there would have to 
be a wholesale slaughter. This 
doughty Teuton has had for com 
panions in guilt quite a high placed 
company, and even his executioner, 
Governor Sloughter, was instructed 
to give no freedom to Catholics.”

“So Leisler was not Dutch ?” said 
Evelyn.

“No, he was German born, and 
Mil borne, I believe, was English. 
They were no native products.”

“I am glad of that,” cried Evelyn, 
who had a sincere liking for the 
Dutch, amongst whom she had grown 
up.

“Will you not come with us, 
father,” asked Evelyn, “to see this 
singular sight ?”

Her father shook his head with 
something like a shiver.

“To me it would be but grewsome,” 
he said, “since I remember all too 
vividly that dismal rainy day when 
Leisler and his son in law were left 
swinging upon that gibbet. I went 
far out of my way to avoid the spec 
tacle, enemies though they were.”

On that memorable Wednesday 
evening, for the better view of the 
dismal cortège, which yet partook of 
the nature of a triumphal nrocession, 
the group of young people had 
obtained permission to take their 
stand on the stoepe of one Christian 
Barentsen, on the West side of the 
Broad Way, where late had stood the 
Dutch Company’s garden. From 
there they saw that strange, weird 
sight, which someho v froze the 
marrow in Evelyn’s bones, so sensi
tive to external expressions was her 
mood that night. The streets of 
Manhattan were strangely still as 
they waited. At every seventh house, 
lanterns upon a pole relieved the 
darkness and threw strange shadows^ 
The trees waved mournfully in the, 
wind, and the waters of the Bay, of 
which glimpses could be caught by 
the watchers, lay cold and black 
under the dim and uncertain star
light, save where they reflected the 
lights of ’the warship and other 
vessels at anchor near the Fort. 
The stentorian tones of the Watch 
broke the ominous stillness.

“Twelve of the clock, midnight,” 
they cried. “All’s well. Weather 
fair but cloudy. Funeral of the late 
Herr Jacob Leisler and his son in
law, Jacob Milborne.”

Presently these voices of the night 
appeared in visible form—four sturdy 
men, with dark blue coats faced with 
orange, rattling their long staffs as 
they walked. Pausing, they peered 
into the faces of that group which 
they saw waiting silently on the 
stoepe of Christian Barentsen’s house. 
Pieter Schuyler exchanged a word 
with them, whereupon they moved 
off, after a ponderous salute to the 
ladies. Other groups had begun to 
form, and soon there were heard the 
feet of marching men and the sound 
of music, played by the band—not 
loud and aggressive, as was Leisler 
in his lifetime, but subdued and 
mournful. Surrounding and follow
ing the gun carriage, upon which 
reposed all that was mortal of the 
usurper and his associate, marched 
at least twelve hundred men. There 
was something grimly determined in 
their aspect, something ominous, as 
it appeared to Evelyn. The train- 
bands, of which Leisler had been a

Captain turned out in force, as did
many mechanics and such leading 
citizens as were their supporters, 
whilst my Lord Bellomont, it was 
said, gave his countenance to the 
proceedings from a window. Torches 
lighted the procession, and cast 
unearthly shadows on the faces of 
the men who walked, lending a 
ghastliness to their aspect, as if they 
were disembodied spirits who moved 
silently through the darkness to 
those strange obsequies.

Evelyn felt her eyes All with tears, 
though she could not have told why, 
as she recalled how the restless, in 
domitable spirit of one at least of 
those thus honored had pervaded 
that town, and had gone even beyond 
the limits of the colony in the work 
ingout of his plans.

“Still enough now, dn all truth,” 
said Evelyn to herself, add there was 
no shadow of resentment, but only a 
great pity in her heart as she 
breathed a prayer that the all merci 
fui Lord might accord pardon and 
compassion to those misguided souls, 
whose influence for evil had not 
ended with life, but was being evoked 
now to give new vitality to that 
spirit of discord which had marked 
the coming of Lord Bellomont and 
was to outlast his life.

Meanwhile, in awed whispers, 
scarcely above their breath, Evelyn’s 
companions were calling one an
other’s attention to this or that 
prominent citizen who, deserting his 
own order, was thus openly identi
fying himself with the Leislerian 
party.

“ Abraham de Peysfcer,” cried Polly 
“Rip Van Dam, Cornelius Schoon 
hoven, Gerard Beekman.”

“ Abraham Gouverneur, Peter De- 
lancey, Stephen Delancey,” said the 
married cousin, “ and look !* look ! 
Polly, Evelyn, there is the Lieutenant 
Governor, Mr. Nanfan, and Mr. 
Thomas Weaver.”

“ I marvel that my Lord Bellqmiont 
is not there in person,” said Polly 
scornfully.

“ Well, there is one of his aides de
camp,” added Pieter Schuyler, 
“ Captain Prosser Williams.”

“Where? Where?” asked Polly 
eagerly.

“ Over there, near Charlie Lodovick 
the Captain of the train band,” 
directed Pieter.

And so the cortege moved on like 
some shadowy phantom train, past 
the crowds that silently lined the 
way. There was no attempt at a 
hostile demonstration, nor at any 
demonstration at all ; no indication 
as to how the mind of the people 
leaned. The bell of the Dutch 
Church tolled as the procession passed 
within the precincts of the Fort, 
where the Dominie stood, ready in 
gown and bands, to perform the cere
mony—with no great willingness on 
his part, since his sympathies as well 
as his connections were all with the 
other side. Still it was a duty that 
must be done, and there was no other 
of the cloth to replace him. He was, 
therefore, compelled to receive, as it 
were, back into the Fold those whom, 
tradition asserts, all the Dominies 
had definitely opposed while living. 
Pieter Schuyler was full of solicitude 
when he perceived that Evelyn, 
usually so strong-nerved and com
posed, was pale and trembling. He 
blamed himself in no measured terms 
for having suggested such an expedi
tion, but Evelyn, rallying, laughed 
away his solicitude, and Polly vindic
tively added :

“ For why, indeed, should you be 
overcome, my dearest Evelyn, by 
the burial of the odious, hateful 
man ?”

Evelyn laid her fingers on her 
friend’s lips :

“ For to-night,” she said, “ lot us 
speak no evil of the dead. For it is 
a grievous thing to think that the 
strongest and most turbulent must 
come to this impotence.”

“Well, the fellow has had,” laughed 
Pieter’s brother - in • law, Jan Van 
Brugh, “ what few others can boast 
of, and that is a second funeral.”

“ And it still remains to be seen,” 
said Pieter Schuyler, with unusual 
heat, “ whether the home govern
ment can send out men to trample 
on the opinions of the majority.”

The honest fellow delivered him
self thus, with the more' heat, since 
he felt it a grievance that members 
of the Household had set themselves 
of late, as it seemed, to monopolize— 
not only his cousin and dear comrade 
Polly, but what was far worse from 
a sentimental point of view—that 
other whom the young man had so 
long and hopelessly worshipped. 
Bu* the bell had ceased to toll, the 
last sound of the funeral music had 
died away, and the party retraced 
their steps, sobered despite them
selves by what they had witnessed. 
They went first to leave Evelyn at 
home, where she found her father 
waiting. <

“ So,” he said, as he listened to her 
account of all that had transpired, 
“ Lord Bellomont has chosen to throw 
down the gauntlet to one faction and 
has extended the hand of friendship 
to the other. How will it work, J 
wonder, for the peace of these col
onies ?”

CHAPTER XIII.
FEARS REAL AND IMAGINARY

That war of factions, which was 
daily reaching a more acute stage, 
threatened to put brother against 
brother and ,to make bitter enemies 
of those who had been previously 
lifelong friends. One day it was the 
suspension of a prominent member 
of the Council that agitated the 
aristocratic party, running like a 
shiver from one end to the other, or 
the still graver intelligence that such 
magnates as Nicholas Bayard or 
Stephen Van Cortlandt had been ar
rested and would have to stand their

trial for offences connected with the
Leisler affair.

And, as if the atmosphere were not 
sufficiently tempestuous, a rumor of 
another and still more serious nature 
began to Spread everywhere like an 
ominous whisper. It crept through 
the streets of the nascent metropolis, 
through the tranquil gardens of the 
Smit’s and the Wolfert’s Valleys, 
through the stately mansions of 
Queen and Pearl Streets, and down 
the streets that skirted the Bowling 
Green, through the lanes and byways 
inhabited chiefly by negroes, and up 
through the bouwerieu and country 
houses of Greenwich and Chelsea 
villages, out by the Boston Post Road 
and Bloomingdale, to where the 
estates of the landed proprietors 
began to dot the banks of the Hudson 
thus introducing into the New World 
the customs of the old. The guns of 
the warship seemed actually to 
bristle belligerently, and the sloops 
and brigantines, whether they came 
from South America or the West 
Indies, were all a-quiver with that 
same sinister rumor. And it was 
that “the French of Canada,” to
gether with the Indians who were in 
alliance with them, were marching 
to an attack upon New England, to 
be followed, if not accompanied, by 
an onslaught upon New York. The 
wildest reports were in circulation ; 
the words, “ massacre " and “ slaugh
ter,” were on every tongue ; the air 
was vibrant with alarms that seemed 
to be repeated in the very whisper- 
ihgs of the trees, lining the streets 
or clustering in the cherry orchards.

Lord Bellomont took official cog
nizance of these reports by ordering 
the strengthening of the Battery, 
which extended over the waters of 
the harbor at that point of land 
whereon, since the days of Stuyves 
ant, had stood the Fort, changing its 
cognomen with each successive ruler. 
There was a repetition of that excite 
ment which had prevailed during the 
term of office of Lord Bellomont’a 
predecessor, who had ordered Lb a 
building of a Battery. For then it 
had been proclaimed “that the 
Governor and Council, in conse
quence of actual war between the 
King and Queen on the one hand and 
the French upon the other, has been 
informed that a squadron of ships 
are ordered to invade that city, and 
therefore orders that a platform be 
made upon the utmost points of the 
Rocks and the Fort.” “Whereupon,” 
as the Governor said, “I intend to 
bupld a battery to command both 
rivers.” In pursuance of that inten
tion, he had further given instruc
tions to the Corporation of the city, 
“to order the inhabitants of the out 
ward of the city and Mannings and 
Barnes Islands to cut down eighty- 
six cords of stockade, twelve feet in 
length, and to have them ready at 
the water’s side to be conveyed to 
New York at the charge of the city 
and country ”

All these orders had been duly 
carried out, to the great relief of the 
present dwellers in Manhattan. For 
there was the Battery ready to repel 
the invasion, which had never previ
ously been undertaken either by the 
French of Canada or any other 
French. Equally groundless, indeed, 
proved the rumor upon this occasion 
to the disappointment of the Earl of 
Bellomont, who was a soldier before 
everything else, and of the military 
members of his Household, as well as 
of the soldiers garrisoned in Manhat
tan and the sailors on board the 
warship in the harbor, who were all 
pleasantly excited aud diverted by 
the possibility of a fracas which had 
proved so disturbing to the peaceably 
inclined citizens.

While New York was thus holding 
its breath because of a rumor which 
later proved without foundation, 
opportunity was taken by malicious 
persons to sow the suspicion that 
the Papists might make common 
cause with the French of Canada and 
betray the city into their hands. 
These sinister whispers increased in 
volume till honest citizens, going 
forth of an evening, were terrified by 
their own shadows, which they 
magnified into Popish conspirators. 
Every dark corner was supposed to 
be peopled with them ; they were 
poisoning the wells ; they were about 
to burn the town. Such strange 
sights were seen as gentlemen, armed 
with sword-canes or other weapons 
of defence, drawing upon their dear 
est relations or most intimate friends 
in the dusk of the evening, mistaking 
them for emissaries of the Pope of 
Rome. There was not a man from 
one end of Manhattan to the other 
who could have told where these 
Papists kept themselves hid, or could 
have estimated their numbers— 
which were indeed so ridiculously 
small that, if they had been made 
public, they would have turned all 
those valiant citizens into a laughing
stock for the town. Many or few, 
these scaremongers insisted on being 
devoured by them. They saw strange 
lights in the sky, but would not admit 
the hypothesis of auroras or any 
other natural cause ; even the marsh 
lights in swampy places were sup 
posed to betoken the advance of that 
mysterious enemy. When or how 
they had received arms or other 
offensive weapons, what ships had 
been guilty of such transportsiion, 
no one stopped to inquire. A reput 
able citizen, who suffered at other 
tiroes from no particular lack of 
courage, spent an hour one fine even 
ing in dodging behind trees to avoid 
his next-door neighbor, who was 
similarly employed, as each took the 
other for a murderous Papist bent on 
his destruction. Even barking dogs 
were regarded with suspicion, as 
having been set on by lurking Popish 
scouts to bite the calves of godly 
church members ; and a horse which 
ran away was supposed to have had 
nettles put in his ear or pepper in

hie eyes by the same nefarious traf
fickers. Of course, many of those 
who made capital of all these fears, 
and used them to incite greater zeal 
for the Protestant Succession in 
England and for its champions upon 
this side of the water, were busily 
engaged in trampling on other 
people’s liberty in New York. Again 
there werè others—and the head 
<1 natters of these level-headed Man 
hattanese was in the mansion of 
Madam Van Cortlandt—who mocked 
at such idle terrors, and openly 
declared that they were old wives’ 
tales, invented by the Leislerians to 
injure their enemies.

In the Governor’s Household 
opinions, it was said, were divided. 
My Lady Bellomont was quite indif 
feront to all this uproar, and with 
her amongst others was Captain 
Ferrers, who knew too much con 
corning people of the Catholic faith 
to believe anything that was said. 
On the other hand, the Governor, in
fluenced by John Nanfan and others, 
whether from motives of policy or 
from a sincere belief in the danger
ous character of the Romanists, re 
garded the situation gravely, and 
held long conferences regarding the 
defence of the city from these sup 
posed enemies within, no less than 
from those without. To Prosser 
Williams the matter was supremely 
indifferent. Like the majority of 
those who followed the fortunes of 
William of Orange, and in so doing 
forswore their allegiance to the 
hereditary sovereign of Great Britain 
he affected extreme hatred of all 
adherents of the Pope of Rome, and 
was ready to charge them with any 
atrocity. But, in his secret mind and 
sometimes in company with my Lady 
Bellomont, he permitted himself to 
make sport of the timorous citizens 
who tilted at windmills and other
wise emulated the surprising feats of 
Don Quixote and his worthy squire.

As the agitation thus grew from 
day to day, Captain Egbert Ferrers 
felt no little anxiety on behalf of 
Mistress Evelyn de Lacey. She and 
her father might, he feared, become 
in some way or another victims of 
misguided zealots, who, as he angrily 
declared when communing with him
self, could see no farther than their 
noses, and were as fearful as mice 
where Papists were concerned. He 
could not confide his misgivings to 
anyone, and Lord Bellomont, being 
just then taken up with a variety of 
mattery required such constant 
attendance from the members of his 
Household that it was difficult to 
find an opportunity to put Evelyn and 
her father upon their guard. And so 
events were shaping themselves in a 
manner which, as shall be seen in the 
sequel, was to prove disastrous to the 
cause of Catholicity, as well as 
extremely vexatious to those with 
whom this narrative is immediately 
concerned.

TO BE CONTINUED

CHEERY BLOSSOMS 
FADE

If I had thought of Franklin Hoyt, 
after the time when we had wonted 
together in Chicago, I should have 
pictured him bent over his drawing 
board evolving new Irish lace gowns 
for old pictures of society matrons, 
for to the rest of us tramps on the 
road of newspaperdom, Hoyt seemed 
to possess a quality of plodding per
manency that threatened to tie him 
to one job for the term of his natural 
life ; but, because he was, in the time 
when I knew him, merely a quiet, 
Uninspiring young chap who de
served better rewards for his per
sistence of effort than he would re
ceive, I didn't think of him at all in 
the ten years that I trailed all kinds 
of copy in all sorts of places. Then, 
one day I met him on a highway of 
the world, and in his eyes I saw the 
truth that strikes us every once in a 
while, tihe knowledge that some men 
have lived while we have been watch
ing life.

Hull down, out of Japan, the Em
press of Asia was steaming eastward. 
In the tea room the Filipino orchestra 
played weird native melodies while 
girls and young men tapped time for 
the beginning of the inevitable dance 
music. Down in the smoking room 
the usual mixed crowd of American 
trade pioneers, of American civil ser
vants from the islands, of Russian 
munition inspectors, of Anglicized 
Japanese and of Americanized Chin
ese was settling into groups. On the 
decks globe-trotting women specu
lated on the possibility of submarines 
in the Pacific and began to plan 
bridge tournaments. Here and there 
a man or woman commanded atten
tion by reason of a solitariness of 
personality deeper than the circum
stance of being alone. One of them, 
a tall man wearing the sort of rai
ment one finds in the so-called 
American shops of Kobe and Nagas
aki, stood at the stern, looking back 
landward, in an immovability that 
seemed unbreakable. His detach
ment from the surroundings that 
must be his world for days to come 
was so complete, so pronounced, that 
I watched his back* with the admira
tion one feels for those who have sur
mounted the need of human com
panionship. Finally he turned from 
the rail. To my utter, unbelieving 
amazement I knew him for Franklin 
Hoyt.

He wasn’t glad to see me. Indif
ferently, almost brusquely, he re
turned my surprised greetings. Con
versation, after my first efforts, 
dragged. Had it not been for that 
strange, seared surety of his gaze. I 
should have been relieved to lose 
him as abruptly as I had found him : 
but somehow his eyes drew my cur
iosity with a magnetic power that 
kept die trailing him. Accepting me

at first with a hardly concealed re 
sentment, he fell into companionship 
with me after a little as a shield 
against other interference with hie 
solitude. Bit by bit he gave me 
superficial explanations of himself, 
but it was as if he were flinging 
scraps of revelation over the wall of 
hie self-reserve rather than taking 
down a single brick of that structure.

All that 1 knew of him by the time 
wo were running out of Honolulu was 
that he had chosen to marry a girl 
whom he had known in Chicago 
rathei than take a job in New York ; 
that she had accepted with him his 
ambition to live in Japan ; that they 
had gone to the Orient some seven 
years before, managing to live on his 
earnings as an illustrator for Ameri 
can books and magazines : that she 
had died but a little while back, and 
that he was returning to hie own 
country.

It was on that point that I ven
tured to make comment. “ Queer,” I 
told him as we watched together 
from the stern the light of Honolulu 
glimmer down into pin points against 
the vast darkness of the ocean, “how 
war times bring you home to your 
own land 1 I was halfway across 
Siberia when 1 heard that we were 
at war, and here I am, speeding back 
from a real job of getting Russian 
news to a gorgeous uncertainty of 
what I can do in this crisis.” Be
cause 1 saw that Hoyt was interested 
in the topic beyond anything that he 
had revealed since I had come upon 
him, I pursued its course. “ After 
all,” I ended, “one’s country is the 
greatest power for swinging you back 
on your own course.”

“ Not the greatest,” said Hoyt 
slowly. He looked not at me, but at 
the greenish crest of the churning 
wake, as he went on. “ I don't know 
what you believe, but it’s probably 
the tepid thing that we blasphdme by 
calling Christianity. The East, if 
you live there, takes that out of you. 
Sometimes, though—” He broke off 
suddenly, turning to me directly. 
“ Do you want to know why I’m going 
back?” he demanded, his eyes auger- 
ing into my brain, and a fanaticism 
blazing in his face that shouted his 
need of passing on whatever message 
he had received from Infinity.

Even had I not desired to know 
what forces had transformed a medi
ocre newspaper artist into a lotus
eating expatriate and what other 
forces were driving him back to his 
own land, l should have assented to 
his compelling query. But, as he 
swung into speech, I knew that it 
was not to me, but to some other 
side of himself, that he was making 
explanation. It was the artistic 
egotism demanding expression that 
animated his confidence. That he 
could talk to me in my own language 
only heightened the poignancy of his 
confession. For it was like a man in 
a trance that he spoke.

“1 wasn’t more than five years old 
when I began to dream of Japan,” he 
said. “As other boys thought of 
engines, and machines, and printing 
presses, I used to think of cherry 
trees, and bamboo houses, and queer 
little brown men. I don't remember 
reading of Japan when I was a child. 
I was fourteen when I found my first 
book about it. It must have been 
something deeper, something inborn. 
No, it couldn’t be atavism because 
no Hoyt was ever a sailor. Before 
we were Ohio farm folk, we were 
Connecticut farm folk. Before that 
we were English farmers, both sides 
of the family. By all the laws of 
heredity, I should have been harrow
ing brown fields while I was working 
in Chicago, studying art at night at 
the institute, and dreaming wonder
ful dreams of that little island I’ve 
just now left.

“Because the dream seemed almost 
unattainable,! cherished it the more. 
I knew Hearn by heart, and I used to 
climb to the topmost gallery of the 
auditorium whenever they played 
‘Butterfly’ at the opera. I spent half 
my salary on Japanese prints. I 
studied Japanese from a boy who 
was going to the university, teaching 
him mechanical drawing as compen
sation. While I worked every day, 
there in the art department of the 
paper, I was really living in my hope 
of finding my way* to Nippon. But 
because I meant my break to be final, 
absolute, I was waiting until I could 
see my way clear to go without the 
necessity of coming back. I was 
just beginning to see it when I met 
Frances Thorne.

“Do you remember her at all? She 
was the telephone switchboard 
operator in the office when you were 
there, a little girl with brown hair 
and with deep blue eyes that had a 
trick of looking not at you, but 
through you. There was something 
about her different from any of the 
girls I knew, an aura of spirituality I 
think I’d call it now. That was, I 
fancy, what drew me to her, although 
I was so absorbed in my dreams of 
Asia that, if I analyzed my feeling for 
Frances at all in those days, I should 
have set it down as a response to her 
sympathy. I fell into the habit of 
going down to the board to talk with 
her in the hours when neither of us 
was busy. I talked1, rather, and she 
listened. Then I drifted into wafting 
for her and walking homeward with 
her when she had finished work. 
After a while I began to find the eve 
nings, filled as they were with my 
study and reading, dull, and I used 
to go to the apartment out on the 
West Side, where Frances lived with 
her married sister.

“I supposed that it was because I 
hadn’t seen any home life, since I had 
left home five years before, that I 
found theirs beautiful. There was a 
serenity about that house, five-room 
fiat that it was, that lifted it above 
its restrictions of brick, and stone, 
and wood, and cheap furniture. Un
consciously I must have been build

ing ideals of a home of my own while 
I visited in this one, but I didn’t 
realize it, for all the time I was look
ing out to the Orient.

“When I had the offer of that New 
York job, 1 refused because I saw 
that it would definitely hold me back 
from accomplishment of my ambi 
tion, even though it would give me 
opportunity for advancing in my 
work. I told Frances about u—I had 
a way of telling her about all my 
affairs—and she seemed glad that I 
had not taken the place ; but when 1 
told her that my refusal was due to 
my intention to go to Japan, she 
began to cry. I knew in the instant 
when I told myself that I could give 
up the dream rather than hurt her, 
that I loved her.

“It seemed to me, knowing that she 
cared for me, that there could be no 
obstacles in the path of our happiness. 
Life seemed altogether simple, alto 
gether delightful, altogether alluring. 
We would be married in a little while, 
and go to live in a cottage out in an 
unfashionable suburb, and be raptur 
ously happy while I grew into fame 
aH fortune in my work. Well, life 
ien t like that, you know. And it 
was Frances who raised the question 
of other issues.

“I’d known that she was a Catholic, 
but religion had been to me such an 
extraneous affair of life that tbe fact 
iVeant nothing to me. I myself had 
no religion. 1 never went to church, 
and I believed in God in some vague 
way that I never tried to define. 
I ve always had an ethical sense, and 
I’d run straight because it was some
how the right thing to do, hut l had 
no more anchor than a butcerfiv. 
Well, Frances went worrying about 
my soul as soon as she knew that she 
had my heart. That’s a trick of 
women, isn't it ? She wanted me to 
study her religion.
- T couldn’t see why I should, but I 
didn’t want to hurt her feelings, and 
I simply shoved off the issue, agree
ing with relief to all the conditions 
that her Church imposed rather than 
have to study anything as alien to my 
interests as Catholicity. Somehow 
Frances seemed grateful beyond 
reason that I waa going to accede to 
her conditions. It was out of her 
gratitude that she made her sacrifice 
for me. ‘We are going to live in 
Japan,' she told me one night when I 
talked of finding the cottage in the 
suburbs.

“She held to the plan in spite of my 
perfunctory protests. It was she 
who drove me into making arrange 
ments with syndicates and magazines 
so that I would be assured of a 
market for my work. .It was she who 
forced me to buy steamer tickets 
instead of the cottage. It was she 
who engineered the plan from start 
to finish. You may imagine that I 
adored her more than ever for it.”

He shifted a little, turning his 
intent gaze from the greenish waves 
toward the stars that had replaced 
the Hawaiian lights. “I remember,” 
he said in a deeper, more intimate 
tone, “our first night on the Pacific. 
It—it was heaven to both of us.” 
Then his voice drifted back into that 
strange impersonal manner of narra
tive. “Did you ever come into the 
heart of a dream?” be said. “Did 
you ever find love, and beauty, and 
aspiration all in one ? Did you ever 
discover, in one place, all that you 
had ever wanted in all your life ? 
Did you ever feel, after having lived 
in a desert, that you had come home 
into a land of loveliness ? That was 
Japan for me.

“ I l^id the feeling, on the day we 
landed at Nagasaki, that I had come 
home. Little things that I saw on 
the streets, voices that I heard, all 
came to me as if out of my recollec
tion of another existence. Some
thing in me deeper than aught else 
responded to the association. From 
the very first moment I was n 
Japanese. And I was utterly, un
questionably happy in the realiza
tion.

Sometimes since I have wondered 
if Frances did not realize this as 
quickly as I did. For a little time 
she seemed almost frightened by my 
joyousness of appreciation. After a 
little, though, she#accepted my belief 
with tolerant amusement. It was 
her gift of adaptability that made 
possible our happiness together. She 
herself never assimilated the feeling 
of Nippon. She was always alien, but 
she managed to keep me happy in my 
own illusions. She made her own 
life, too, when we settled in Tokyo. 
She found her friends in the foreign 
quarters there, as I found mine 
among the natives. It was due to 
her that my work found the market 
it did back in the United States. She 
was the one who wrote to publishers 
and agents, who managed our bank 
ing and our household arrangements. 
She was one of those remarkable 
American girls who need only oppor 
tunity to develop into efficient, capa
ble women of the world. You may 
think,” he parenthesized his pane
gyric—“ that I’m talking too much 
of my wife. I couldn’t.

“ If we had stayed in Tokyo, we 
should, I fancy, have drifted apart in 
the gradual way of people who have 
no common supernatural bond. We 
were heading that wav, becoming 
very excellent friends, '"When I felt 
that my work called me to Ivasuki. 
Do you know Kasuki, the little moun
tain village of the Thousand Gods ? 
It is, they say, the most beautiful 
place in the world. I thought it was 
when we went there. Never had 1 
been so contented with life as I was 
on the day when we entered our own 
house in the shadow of the great 
temple.

“ Do you believe that there are 
haunting influences that leave their 
spell on a house ? I have come to 
belive that. There was something, I 
know, under the roof of that house, 
that entered into our souls when we
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