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air, to feel himself alive again! He
had made of himself, for half a life-

time, a irummy for t)ie sake of a

woman he 'ao not eveu really loved.

It was fantastic!

Out of this curious rebellion against

Fate which had swept upon him like

a tidal wave, the Tojin-san had
broken his bonds.

He was in the strange wild land

he had yearned for, strange faces

peered at him askance, and strange

gods mockea him from their temples

with their sphinx-like impenetrability.

And he crouched, shivering, over a

kotatsu in a great, historical yashiki,

cold and empty as a very mausoleum,
and the strong man within him recog-

nized and fought the weakness come
upon him—the aching, longing, pray-

ing, for the mere sight of a white,

familiar face!

So still was the night, even the
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