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THE STORY OF YUKU

locket in which was Pierre's picture,

opened it, kissed it, and then pressed

it against her heart, crushing against

her bare breast till the sharp, gold

edges cut the tender flesh and the red

drops fell from it like tears. Then,

still weeping and murmuring hid

name over and over, she made her way
into the garden where the cherry blos-

soms were falling fast in the newly

arisen wind.
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