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did not see the pain she did not feel it. Who can 
analyze a coquette?

Then, too, she was very beautiful, as all 
coquettes are. She had sun-kissed, golden-brown 
hair,—dark brown at night and in the shadow, 
bright gold in the daytime and in the light. Her 
eyes were dark blue, sombre, gentle eyes at times, 
wicked, mischievous, mocking eyes at others. Of 
the rest of her face, you do not need to know, for 
when one is young and has wonderful eyes, shiny, 
wavy hair and even features, be sure that one is 
very beautiful.

Clco Ballard was beautiful, with the charming, 
versatile, changeable, wholly fascinating beauty of 
an American girl—an American beauty.

And now she had a new admirer, perhaps a 
new—lover. He was so different from the rest. It 
had been an easy matter for her to play with and 
turn off her many American adorers, because most 
of them went into the game of hearts with their 
eyes open, and knew from the first that the girl 
was but playing with them. But how was she to 
treat one who believed every word she said, 
whether uttered gayly or otherwise, and who, in his 
gentle, undisguised way, did not attempt, even from 
the beginning, to hide from her the fact that he 
admired her so intensely?

Ever since the day Tom Ballard had introduced 
Takashima to her, he had been with her almost 
constantly. Among all the men, young and old, 
who paid her court on the steamer, she openly 
favored the Japanese. Most Japanese have their


