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woollen carpets, with flowers and fig-

ured designs, were being nailed down
over the ancient matting in the chief

rooms. Strange articles of furniture,

massive and heavy as iron, were

pushed into the great chambers, un-

der the supervising hand of a dapper,

rosy -cheeked young samourai who
was to serve as interpreter to the

Tojin. His name was Genji Negato,

and he had already lived among for-

eigners in the cities of Tokyo and
Yokohama. He spoke the English

language very well indeed, and his

knowledge of the white man and his

ways was extraordinary.

Now, as he ordered this or that

article set in place, his full red lips

curled smilingly under his little bris-

tly mustache. He called the ser-

vants in one by one, lecturing each in

turn in regard to his especial duties.

Incidentally he regaled them with
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