4 MRS. SPRING FRAGRANCE

arose and sauntered around the veranda to
the other side of the house. Two pigeons
circled around his head. He felt in his pocket
for a li-chi which he usually carried for their
pecking. His fingers touched a little box.
It contained a jadestone pendant, which Mrs.
Spring Fragrance had particularly admired
the last time she was down town. It was the
fifth anniversary of Mr. and Mrs. Spring
Fragrance’s wedding day.

Mr. Spring Fragrance pressed the little
box down into the depths of his pocket.

A young man came out of the back door of
the house at Mr. Spring Fragrance’s left.
The Chin Yuen house was at his right.

“Good evening,” said the young man.
“Good evening,” returned Mr. Spring Fra-
grance. He stepped down from his porch and
went and leaned over the railing which sepa-
rated this yard from the yard in which stood
the young man.

“Will you please tell me,” said Mr Spring
Fragrance, “the meaning of two lines of an
American verse which I have heard? ”

“Certainly,” returned the young man with
a genial smile. He was a star student at the
University of Washington, and had not the
slightest doubt that he could explain the mean-
ing of all things in the universe.




