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THE CRITIC.

B R L P N I LAY AT NRRNIT TS

ok,

IN THE SHADOW OF NANTEISAN.

CHAYTER L.
“ Hose, avme, aweet oo ; there's no placo like home.”

The simple ballad, sung by a fresh, gitlish voice, rang through the
wood in which the vocalist was sitting, and echued through the rocky gorge
Jying ot her feet. A lithe, fair-haited maiden, with laughing brown eyes,
had cast aside her canvas aud was cleaning her palette.

A queer sense of the fitness of things you must have, Edie.”

The spoaker, who sat on the sloping twif a yard or two below the
songstress, was as like her as seven-and-twenty with delicate health can be
hke seventeen, robust and overflewing with youthiul energy.

“ Fancy,” the elder continued, *** Home, sweet home’ under the
shadow of a Japanese temple, with strange trees half buried in georgeous
clizabers around us, and ont’s cyes resting at the same time on 2 mountain
buried in snow, and ou myriids of tropical fiowers—rather, ¢ 'Tis the clime
of the i1st—"tis the land of the sun,” but ¢ Hume, sweet home'—no ' "

“Ab, wiid ' " the yoeur g gul cned, sprnging to her feet, and straking
an attitnde as she completed the quotanon—* *ah, wild as the accents of
lovers' farewell, are the hearts which they bear, and the tales which they
tell.’ Oh!" in a tone of aunoyance, * Father Sanyo has been listening to
me making a fool of myselt.”

Her face flushed as a tall, dark map, who had been looking at her from
a little distance, walked forward with a smile. He wore a tonsure, which,
together with his garb, showed him to be a Buddhist pricst. His age
might be about thirty, his face, though emaciated, was handsome, the eyes
were large and deep-set, and there was a grave dignity in his bearieg which
immediately impressed one.

“ My little foreign flower,” ho said in Japanese in a musical voice,
“wherever you are there is light, and beauty, and harmoay, so far as they
can be had in this dark world of sin and discord. Would you be pleased,

dear child, to repeat in my longue these melodious words you just

now———""

Here bis eyes fell on the elder lady, and he became slightly embar-
rassed. He bowed very low, and muttering a benediction with one hand
extended, the smile left his face, and he walked slowly on.

¢ Grace, you frightcned the poor bonze,"' whispered Edie laughingly.
“I am the only one with whom be forgets that he has a character to sup-
post for unsociability.”

“I wish Mr. Sanyo would uobend. I am curious to know a man who,
if rumour be trae, is a saint and an admirable Crichton rolled into ore,
who prefers the life of a hermit to that of a butterfly at the Mikado's court,
and satisfics his ambition by scaring away evil epirits with a gong.”

* Indecd, Grace, be hardly deserves your satire. He is really very
clever, and you know he resigned a very high office for a religious life, so
that he must be conscientious.”

* Never mind myuatire, love. 1 am only jealous that Father Sanyo
refuses to smile on me. Meanwhile, the sun has disappeated, and we had
better be going.”

The majestic, snow-capped figure of Nanteisan looked down upon th.m,
its rugged outlines softened by the gathering twilight. A subdued sound of
troubled waters asccoded through the mist which veiled the bed of the
ravine ; the twitter of birds came from the branches of the lofty cryptom-
crias overhead as the girls walked silently hand-ic-hand down the slope
towards their house. They reached the roadsay, and the younger paused
for 2 moment beside a little cemctery.  Only malefactors veere buned there,
but the graves were all neat, the grass clo.cly shaven, and fresh flowers
rested in bamboo troughs fiiled with water.

Suddenly the deep boom of a goog, slow and measured, came through
the quiet evening, its sound repeated by every rock.

** Poor Father Sanyo ! " sighed Edic. ** If to take care of their graves
and to iotone prayers for their souls could do the dead any goad, he would
deserve well of these cniminals.  Oh, run, Grace ; there is papa waiting for
us."”

The life of the two girls was an uncventful onc in this out-of-thc-way
mountainous district of Japan, day succeeding day without making
any change in their sound of cccupations. Their mother had been
dead for some ycars, and their father, IDr. Bevan, who was a medical mis-
sionary, spent a large part of his time out of doors, travelling from viiiage
to village, somet:mes being away for a week together.

Even when at home he bad little repose, for people who never attended
his religious services gladly availed themselves of hic medical skill, and a
little crowd cager for European medicine was always to be found outside
the mission surgery awaiting his return.

Since Mrs. Bevan's death Graco had beea her father's housckeeper and
general assistant, a position which left her little leisure.  When ker house-
work was done there were visits 10 Le paid, alms to be distributed, ang the
manifold duties of a Lady Bountiful 10 be performed.

Edith was the only comparatively idle member of the family. Left an
orphan carly, her father and sister would never regard her as other than
a child, and though shec was now a full head taller than Grace, and becom-
ing day by day morc womanly, the delusion was conunued. The garden
was her charge, and sho kept the vascs filled with flowers ; but when this
task was finishcd Grace would, in motherly fashion, secnd her out with an
admonition to kave a good walk and bring back scme Tresh roses on her
cheeks. Edie did not like passiog through tho willage, with its slatternly
women and dinty, naked children, its dogs and cesspools, so she usually
took a path lcading from the back of the house to wooded hills, which
aflorded delight{ul vicwsand almost complete solitude,

One day she was entering the temple grounds when, as she crossed the
stile, a group of urchios on the road pelted her with earth and besprinkled
her plentifully with abusive epithets. Sho turned towards them with
blazing cheeks, but was able to do nothing, and she would certainly have
had the worst of the encounter had pot aid come. A tall, dark priest
suddenly atood beside her, springing from sho kaew not where, and as soon
as the boys saw him their faces indicated the most abjest te.rror,.and, tak-
ing to their heels, they did not look back once before thcy’ dived into their
respective hovels, It was thus that Edie made Sanyo's acquaintance.
Mysterious rumours of his terrible powers filled the neighborhood. No
one beyond his single male attendant knew anything of his mode of life,
and no oue dared to enquire. Edie was flattered by his notice and by the
fact that he, distant and almost repellent in his manner to others, was
cordinl with her. He talked sometimes on botany, occasionally i.u: sug-
gested an improvement in a sketch, and graduilly she won from lgup and
carried home in triumph the story of his carly life, and of his giviag up
earthly renown for what he belicved ta be spiritual glory.

The gi:V's sense of the romantic was strongly appealed to. She the
daughter of an English clergyman, was the confidante of a Japinese Bad
dhist priest of noble birth, of wondrous sanclity, aud whose name was a
word of fear for miles around !  She suspected no danger.  Though not old
he was much older than herself, and his profession as well as his habitual
gravity scemed to put all idea of love out of the question, But though she
believed their acquaintance to be of an ordinary kind she never told her
sister how pleasant she fouad it, and when Grace and Dz Bzvan received
from her an account of this ioterview or that, the only idea that arose in
their minds was of a misanthropical man, tired of the world, yel longing
for saciety, welcoming the babble of a charming child.

One afternoon Edith took her sketching materials to a favourite seat
near the temple. At that hour the place was usually deserted ; those who
came to worship, or to receive charms or medicines from the hermit
through a grated door, doing so at an earlicr hour. But to-day there was
a little crowd squatted smoking on the balcony, patiently waiting, and
occasionally speaking in ‘awe-struck whispers. Soon after the girl had
established herself on the turf seat, one of the men, after some debate,
pulled the bamboo ratile which served as knocker, After a little delay an
old weazened man camo out. .

“ Go away,” he said angrily. * The holy man is at his devotiouns, and 1
am not going to disturb bim for cattle like you. Should your persistency
annoy him, woe upon you and your belongings. Go away!”

Before he could wave hishand a second time the crowd had melted
away.

Edith wondered what had caused this change in Sanyo's usually
methodical habits. It could hardly be that he was il), for Grace had
remarked to her that his bell sounded with even more than ordinary fre-
quency that morning.  Still, she had not seen him for two cr three days.
She laid down her work and sat looking absently at the little temple. In
a palisaded space behind fowls and pigeons roamed, and were regarded
sleepily by a pair of white storks. lo the building itself there was no
sign of life. The front was closed up, and through a side door, geoerally
used only by the priest or his attendant, was pushed back a little in its
groove, no sound came through.

Suddenly a drop of rain fell on her band, and looking round she saw a
huge dark cloud envcloping Nanteisan and advancing rapidly towards her.
The poultry had already divioed the approach of a storm, and had rua
into shclier, the stosks following at a more stately pace. Thinking that the
rain would soon pass, Edith took refuge on the picturesque little balcony,
which was quite protecied by the deep eves of the temple. She had
hardiy arrived there when a deep groan reached her  Another, and more
scpulchral, drove the blood from her cheeks, and fearing lost Sanyo should
be seriously ill, she softly opened the door and peered inside.

A small hall covered with mats Jay before her, ontirely destitute of
furniture, except at the farther end, where the altars were. The decora-
tions of the placo were splendid.  Gold shone on the ceiling, which was
covered with geometrical designs, on the dragons and mytholngical figures
which adorned the dull paper of the partitions, and on the statues which
stood in viches around the hall.  Through a cloud ol incease Elith saw
the two altars, lit by silver Iasmnps, covered with vases of flowers, and sur-
mounted by a bronzz statuc of Juddha.

Within the chancel rails, at the foot of tho altars, there was a prostrate
figure. As Edith leoked it moved, and two outstretched hands beat the
ground violenily, and an agonised voice cricd :

‘ Have mercy, oh, Lord Buddha! Man is weak. Like the flawers ke
passcs away and dics ; he is as flzcling as the lightaing’s flash, as cvaoesc-
cnt as the moraing’s dew, and his will bows before temptation as the grass
bends beneath the breeze. Buddha! Buddha! pardon your miscrable
scrvant, whs is cnstaved by an cartly love for ane of another country and a
falso faith. Oh, tear the weakness from his heart, and briag him back
whole to your fect.”

The solemnity of the scene and the anguished tones caused Edie to
utter an involuntary sob; hearing which the devotee sprang t3 his fect and
looked round.

It was Sanyo, his ghastly face stained with tears, forming a strange con-
trast to his silken vestments of bluc and crimson, alt gorgeous with gold
embroidery.

Upon sccing the girl he staggered against the rails, then turning his face
towards the presiding idol, his lips moved for some scconds.

Edith fcit horself suffocating. There wasnot a breath of wind from
outside 1o lighten the incensc-laden atmosphere, and the wier of Sanyo's
hesrt which his words gave her made her brain throb painfally.

A mist rose bofore her cyes, and fecling that she should faint without




