THE DREAM GOWHN OF THIE JAPANESE A

‘q';m]'ﬂ “;‘ FTICR arranging the Egyp-
TN tian and Mexican pottery
\ “v""‘ ‘ $ 1s to contrast agree-
‘”l\“l ably with the Dutch and
\“ the German  beer-mugs
8 ) the top of the hook
case that ran along one
wall of the sitting-room,
CosEmo Wayrnftlete went
back into the bedroom
nd took from a half
empty trunk the little

cardboard boxes in which
he kept the collection of
playing cards, and of all
manner of outlandish
equivalents for these sim
ple finstruments of for
tune, p!wkmi up here and
there during his two oOr
three Years of dilettante
traveling in strange couns
tries At the same time
he brought out a Japan-
ege orystal pball, which
upon its silver

he stood

: i ' » windows
tripod, placing it on & little table In one of the w

on each side of the fireplace; and there the rays of the
westering sun lighted it up at once into translucent jove-
liness.

The returned wanderer looked
and saw omn one side the graceful and vigorous tower
of the Madiscn Square ¢ /ith its Diana turning
fin the December wind, ¥ (he other direction he

out of the window

could look down on the 1 smaths of Union Square,
only & block distant, bu: ¢ below himn almost a3
though he were gazing do om a balloon. Then he
stepped back into the sitt -n itself, and noted the

comfortahle furniture and wood fire crackling in friendly
fashion on the hearth, and his own personal belongings,
gcattered here and there Aas though they were settling
themselves for a stay. Having arrived from Kurope only
that morning, he could nct but hold himself lucky to
Ilhave found these rooms taken for him by the old friend
to whoia he had announced his return, and with whom
he was to eat his Christmas dinner that evening. He
had not been on shore more than six c¢r seven hours,
and yet the most of his odds and ends were unpacked
‘and already In place as though they bpelonged in this
new abode. 1t was irue that he had tolled unceasingly
to. accovaplish this, and as he stocd there in his shirt-
sleeves, admiring the result of his labors, he was con-
sclous also that his muscles were fatigued, and that the
eagy chalr bafore the flre opened its arms temptingly

He went again Into the bedroom, and took from ona
of his many truns a long, loos: garrmnent of pale gray
sllk Apparently this beautiful robe was intended to
serve as a dressing-gown, and as such Cosmo Waynflete
utilized {t lmmediately. The ample folds fell softly
about him, and the rich silk Itself seemed to be sooth-
ing to hig llinbs, so delicate was its fibre and so carefully
had it been woven. Around the full skirt there was
embroildery of threads of gold, and aga'n on the open
and Howing sleeves. With the skilful freedom of Jap
aneso art the pattern of this decoration se;etned to Sug
gcst the shrubbery about a spring, for there we\he strange
plants w.th huge leaves bhroadly outlined by the golden
threeds, and in the midst of them water was seen bub-
bling from the earth and lapping gently over the edge
of the fountain.. As the returned wanderer thrust his
arms into the dressing-gown with its symbolic em-
broidery on the skirt and sleeves, he remembered dis-
tinctly the dismal day when he had bought it in a
Uttle curiosity shop in Nuremberg; and as he fastened
across his chest one by one the loops of silken cord to
the three coins which served as buttons down the front
of the robe, he recalied also the time and the place where
he had picked up each of these pieces of gold and silver,

one "aftar another. The “-==+ ~¢ thein was a Persian
daric, which he had pu: from a dealer on the
Grangd Canal In Venice; second was a Spanlish
peso struck under Phal’ Potosi, which he had
found in a stall on th qrent of the Quay Vol-

taire, in Paris; and the a York shilling, which
be had pought from the man who had turned 1t up Iip
plowing a fleld that sloped to the Hudson near Sleepy
Hollow, ¥

Having thus wrapped himself in this unusual dressing
gown with fits unexpected buttons of gold and sliver,
Cosmo Waynflete went back into the front room. He
dropped into the armchair before the fire. It was with
a smile of physical satisfaction that he stretched out his
feet to the hickory blaze.

The afternoon was drawing on, and in New York the
sun sects early on Christmas day. 'ighe red rays shot
into the window almost horizontallyy and they filled
the crystal glohe witk a curious light.f Cosmo Waynftiete
Jay back in his easy chair, with his Japanese robe about
him, and gazed intently at the beautiful ball, which
seemed like & bubble of air and water. His mind went
back to the afternoon in April, two years before, when
he had found that crystal sphere in a Japanese shop
within sight c¢f the incomparable Fugiyama.
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As he peecred into its transparemt depths, with his
vision focused upon the spot of light where the rays of
the setting sun touched it into flame, he was but little
surprised to discover that he could make out tiny
figures in the crystal. For the monent this strange
th.ng seemed to him perfectly natural. And the move-
ments of these little men and women interested him so
mucl:; that he watched them as they went to and fro,
sveaping a roadway with large brooms. Thus it hap-

en that the fixity of his gaze was intensified. And so
t was chat in a few minutes he saw with no astonish-
ment that he was one of the group hlinself, he himself
in the rich and atately attire of a samural. From the
instant that Cosmo Waynflete discovered himself among
the people whom he saw moving before him, as his eyes
were tastened on the illuminated dot in the transparent
ball, he ceased to see them as little figures, and he
accepled them as of the full stature of man. This in-
crease in thelr size was no more a source of wonder-
ment to him than it had been to discern himself in the
midst of them. He accepted both of these marvelous
thinges without question—indeed, with no thought at all
that they were in any way peculiar or abnormal. Not
only this, but thereafter he seemed to have transferred
his  personality to the Cosmo Waynflcte who was a
Japaaese samurai and to have abandoned entirely the
Cosmo Wayuilete who was an American traveler, and
.who had judt returned to New York that Christmas
gnorning. So completely did the Japanese identity domi-
nate that the existence of the American identity wuas
wholly unknown to him. It was as though the Ameri-
cau had gone to sleep in New York at the end of the
ninetventh century, and had waked a Japanese in Nip-
pon m the beginning of the eighteanth century.

With his sword by his side—a Murimasa bLlade, likely
to bring bad luck to the wearer sooner or later—he haa
walked from his own house In the quarter of Kloto
which 18 called Yamashina to the quarter which is called
Yoshiwara, a place of ill repute, where dwell women of
evl] life, and where roysterers aund drunkards come by
night. He knew that the sacred duty of avenging his
mnster's death had led him to cast off his faithful wite

o that he might pretend to riot in debauchery at the
hree Sea-Shores. The fame of his shameful doings had
spread abroad, and it must soon come to the cars of the

n whom he wished to take unawares. Now he was
ing prone in the street, seemingly sunk in a drunken

slumber, so that men might see him and carry the news
to the {mcherou- assassin of his belcved master. As
he lay there that afternoon, he revolved In his mind the
devices he should use to make away with his enemy
when the hour might be ripe at last for the accompiish-
ment of his holy revenge. To himself he culled the roll
of his fellow-ronins, now bMaing their time, as he was,
and reedy always to ebey his orders and.to follow his
lead to the death, when at last the sun should rise on the
day of vengeance,
[ 80 he gate no heed to the scoffs and the jeers ot
those who passcd along the street, laughing him to scorn
as théy beheld him lving there In a stupor from exces-
alve drink at that inordimate hour of the day.. And
emong those who came by at last was a man from
Batsuma, who was moved to voice the reproaches of all
that saw this sorry sight.

“Is not this Olshi Kuranosuke,” said the man from
Batsuma, ‘‘who was a councllor of Asano Takumi no
Kami, and who, not having the heart to avenge his
Jord, gives himself up to women and wmne? See how he
lles drunk in the public street! Faithless Least! Fool
and craven! Unworthy of the name of a samural!"

And with that the man from Satsuma trcd on him
as he lay there, and spat upon him, ard went away
fnaignantly. The spies of Kotszuke no Suke heard what
the man fron, Satsuma nad sald. and they saw how he
had spurned the prostrate samural with his foot; and
thev waent their way to report to thelt master that he

need no lcnger have any fear of the councllors of Asano

Takumi no Kami. All this the man, lying prone in the
dust of the street, noted; and it made his heart glad, for
then he made sure that the day was soon coming when
he could do his duty at last and take vengeance for the
death of his master
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He lay there longer than he knew, and the twilight
gettled down at last, and tha c¢vening stars came out
And then, after a while, and by imperceptible degrees

Cosmo Waynflete became conscious that the scene had
changed and that he had changed with it He was mo
longer in Japan, but in Persia He was no longer lying
like & drunkard In the street of a city, but glumbering
ke a weary scldier in a little oasis by the side of a
spring In the mildst of a sandy desecrt He was asleep,

and his faithful horse was unbridled that it might crop
the grass at will

The air was hot and thick, and the leaves of the slim
tree abive him were never stirred by a wandering wind
Yet now and again there came from the darkness a
faintly fetid odor The e¢vening wore on and still he
slept, until at Jength in the silence of the night a
strange huge creature wormed its way steadily out of
fts lair amid the trees, and drew near the sleeping man
te¢ devour him fiercely But the horse neighed vehe
mently and beat the ground with his hoofs and waked
his master. Then the hideous monster vanished: and the
man, aroused from his sleep, saw nothing, although the
evil smell still lingered in the seMry atmosphere He
lay down again once more, thinking that for once his
steed had given a false alarm. Again the grigly dragon
drew nigh, and again the courser notified its rider, and
azain the man could make out nothing in the darkness
of the night; and again he was well nigh stitted by the
forll emanation that tralled in the wake of the msbe
gotten creature, He rebuked his horse and laid down
once more.

A third time the dreadful beast approached, and a
third time the falithful charger awoke Its angry master.
But there came the breath of a gentle breeze, so that
the man did not fear to fll] his lungs; and there was 1
vague light in the heavens ncw, S0 that he could dimly
Alscern his mighty enemy?! and at once he girded him-
self for the fight. The scaly monster cume full at him
with drinping fargs, Its mighty body thrusting forward
ite huge and hideous head. The man met the attack
withcut fear and smote the beast full on the crest, but
the blow rebounded from its coat of malil

Then the faithful horse sprang forward and bit th»
dreacdful creature full upon the neck and tore away the
scales, 80 that i{ts master’'s sword could pierce the armor-
ed hide. So the man was able to dissever the ghastly
head and thus to slay the monstrous dragon. The black-
nesg of night wrapped him about once more as he full
on his knees and gave thanks for his victory; and the
win® dled away agaln.

IV

On‘l‘]y a faw minutes later, so it seemed to him, Cosmo
Waynflete became doubtfully aware of another change
of time and place—of another transformation of his own
being. Fe knew himself to be alone once more, and
even without his trusty charger. Again he found himself
groping in the dark. But in a little while there was a
faint radiance of light, and at last the moon came out
behird a tower. Then he saw that he was not by the
roadside in Japan or {n the desert of Persia, but now
in some unknowm city of southern Furope, where the
architecture was hispano-rmoresque. By the silver rays
of the moon he was able to make out the beautiful de-
sign damascened upon the blade of the sword which
he held now in his hand ready drawn for self-defense.

Then he heard hurried footfalls down the empty
street, and a' man rushed around the corner pursued
By two others, who had also weapons in their hands.
or a moment Cosmo Waynflete was a Spaniard, and to
him {t was & point of hcnor to aid the weaker party.
He cried to the fugitive to gluck ug] heart and to
withstand the epemy stoutly. ut the hunted man fled
on, and after him went one of the pursuers, a tall, thin
fellow, with a long black cloak streaming bLehind hiru
&8 hs ran,

A-

\.
{

How it was that he passed through the gate he could

not declare wlth precision, for seeminkly a mist had set

tled about him Yet a few minutes later h A that In
some fashion he must have got beyond the wallg of the
town, for he recognized the open country all around
And. oddly encugh, he now discovered himself to. Dbhe
astride « hony steed. He cculd not say what mannet

of horse it was he was riding, but he felt sure that {t
was not the faithful charger that had saved his life in
Persia, once upon a time, in days gone by, as it scemed
to him then, He was not in Persia now—of that he was
certain, nor in Japan, nor {n the Iberian peninsula
Where he was he did not Xnow

In the dead hush of midnight he could hear the bark
ing of a dog on the opposite shore of a dusky and indis
tinct waste of waters that spread itself far below him. The
night grew darker and darker, the stars seemed to sink
deeper In the sky,” and driving clouds occasionally hid
them from his sight. He had never felt so lonely and
dismal. In the centre of the road stood an enormnous
tullp tree; Its limbs were gnarled and fantastic, large
enough to form trunks for cordloary trees, twlisting
down almost to the earth, and rising again into the air
As he approached this fearful tree he thought he saw
something white hanging in the midst of fit, but on look
ing more narrowly he percelved it was a place where It
had Leen scathed by lightning and the white wood laid
bare. About 200 yards from the tree a small brook
crossed the road; and as he drew near he beheld—on the
margin of this brook, and in the dark shadow of the
grove—he beheld something huge, misshapen, black and
towering. It stirred mot, but zeemed gathered up in the
gloom like some gigantic monster ready to =pring upon
the traveler.

He demanded, in stammering accents, “‘Who . ara
you?’ He received no reply. He repeated his demand
in a still more agitated volice. Still there was no an
swoer, - And then the shadowy object of alarm put !tsel?
in motion, and with a scramble and a bound stood in
the middle of the road. He appeared to be a horseman
of large dimensions and mounted on. a black horse of
powerful frame. Having no relish for this strange mlid-
night companion, Cosmo Waynflete urged on his steed
in hopes of Ileaving the apparition bhehind; but the
strapger quickened his horse also to .an equal pace. And
whern the first horseman pulled up, thinking to lag be
hind, the second did likewise. There was something
in the moody and dogged silence of this pertinacifous
companion that was mysterious and am\alliug.‘it was

soon fearfully accoumted for. On mounting a rising
ground which brought the Iligure of hlx fallow-traveler
against the sky, gigantic in height and muffled in a
cloak, he was horror-struck to discover the stranger
was headless!—but his hovror was stlil more incr2ased
fn observing that the head which shculd have reated
on the shoulders was carried before the body on the

pommel of the saddle.

The terror of Cosmo Waynflete rose to desperation,
and he spurred his steed suddenly in the hope of glving
his weird companion the slip. But the headless horseman
started full ju‘mg with him. His own horse, as though

sscesed by a demon, plunged headlong down the hill.
fe could hear, however, the black steed panting and
blowing close behind him; he even fancied that he felt
the hot hreath of the pursuer. When he ventured at
last to cast a look behind, he saw the f:oblln rising in
thn stirrups, and in the very act of hurling at him the
grisly head. He fell out of the saddle to the ground;
and the black steed and the goblin rider passed by
him litke a whirlwind.

VI

How lon% he lay there by the roadside, stunned and
motionless, he could not guess; but when he came to
himseolf at last the sun was already high in the heavens
He Amscovered himself to be reclining on the tall grass
of a pleasant graveyard which surrounded a tiny coun-
try church in the outskirts of a pretty little village.
It was in the early summer, and the follage was green
above him as the houghs swayed gently to and fro In
the morning breeze. The birds were singing gayly as
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“The blood left her ‘ace, and she clutched at the able behind her, as she gave orders
to have the house searched.”

The nther of the two, a handsome lad with fair halr,
came to a halt and crossed swords with Cosmo, and soon
showed himself to be skilled in the art of fence. So
violent was the young fellow's attack that in the ardor
of self-defense (Cosmo  ran the boy through the body
before he had time to hold his hand or even to reflect.

The iad toppled over sideways. "Oh, my mother!” he
cried, and in a second he was dead. While Cosmo bent
over the body, hasty footsteps agailn echoed along the
silent thoroughfare. Cosmo peered around the corner,
and by the struggling moonbeams he could see that It
was the tall, thin fellow in the black cloak, who was
rcturning with half a score of retainers, all armed, and
some of them bearing torches.

Cosmo turned and fled ~wiftly, but being a stranger
in the clty he soon lost himself in its tortucus streets.
Seeirg a light In a windew and observing a vine that
trafled from the halcony hetore it, he climbed up boldly,
and found himself face to face with a gray-haired lady,
whose visage was beautiful and kindly and noble. In a
fow ‘werds he told her his plight and besought sanc-
tuary She lstened to him in silence] with exceeding
courtesy of manner, as though she were weighing his
words berore making ‘'up her mind. She raised the lamp
on- hLer table and let its beams fall on his lineaments.
And still she made no answer to his appeal.

Then came a glare of torches in the street helow and
a knocking at the door. Then at last the old lady came
to a resolution; she lifted the tapestrv at the head of
har bed and told him to bestow himsgelf there. No sooner
wes he hidden than the tall, thin man in the long black
cloak entered hastily. He greeted the elderly lady as
his aunt, and he told her that her son had been set upon
by a stranger In the street and had been slain. She gave
a great cry and never took her eyes from his *face. Then
he said that a servant had seen an unknown man climb
to the balcory of her house. What if it were the as-
sassin of her son? The blood left her face and she
chittched at the table behind her, as she gave orders to
have the hnuse searched. ; '

When the room was empty at last she went to the
head of the bed and bade the man . ccncealed there to
come forth and begone, but to cover his face, that she
might not be forced to kncw him again. 8o saying, she
dropped on her knees before a cruciflix, while he slipped
out of the window again and down to the deserted
street,

thev flitted ahout over his head. The beez hummed
along from flower to flower. At last, so it seemed to him,
he had come imto a land of peace and quiet, where there
was rest and comfort and where no man need go in fear
of his life. It was a country where vengeance was not
a duiy and where midnight combats were not a custom.
He found himself smiling as he thought that a grisly
dragen and a goblin rider would be equally out of place
in this laughing landscape,

Then the bell In the steeple of the little church be-
gan to ring merrily, and he rose to his feet in expecta-
tion. All of a sudden the knowledge came to him why

§ It was that they were ringing He wondered then why

the coming of the bride was thus delaycd. He knew
himseif to he a lover, with life opening brightly before
him; and the world seemed to him sweeter than%ever
betore and more beautiful,

Then at last tha. girl whom he loved with his whole
neart and who had promised to marry him appeared
iIn the distance, and he thought he had never seen her

ook moere lovely As he beheld his bridal party ap-
promching, he =siipped into the church to await her at the
altar. The sunshine tell fyll upon the portal and made

a halo aoout the girl's head as she crossed the thresh-
old

But even when the bride stood by his side and the
clergyman had bhegun the solemn service of the church
the bells kept on, and soon their chiming became a
clangor, louder and sharper and meore insictent.

VII

So clamorovs and so persistent was the ringing that
Cosmo Waynilete was roused at last. He found himn-
solf suddenly, standing on his feet, with his hand clutch-
fig the back® of the chair in which he had been sitting
Lefore the filre when the rays of the setting. sun had
set long ago. The room was dark, for it was lighted
row only by the embers ¢f the burnt-out fire; and the
eloetric: bell was ringing steadily, as though the man
«ollll'\‘hh' the door had resolved to waken: the seven

OOeHers,

Then Cosmo Waynflete was wide-awake again; and
he knew' where he was once more—not in Japan, not In
lv“rx'ln, not in IL.sbon, not In Sleepy Hollow, hut here In
New York, In his awn room, before his own fire. He
opcned the door at once and admitted his friend, Paul
Stuy vesant 4

“It Isn't dinner-time, is 1t?"' he asked. *I'

-""‘“!" The fact 18, I've heen asleep.' 30 nat e
kLo ll Is so gnod of‘ you to confess that,” his friend
kﬂ ‘;\:;:’ Iva"xg!nng; ‘ul(‘hmlgh the len%‘t}y of time you
Cey 10 walting and ringing might have led me to
sSusnaet NOoo von are oot late and it {38 not dinner-

MBASSADOR

time I've come around to nave ans

vou hefore dinner, that's all.”’ .
“Fake this chair. old man,” said Cosmo, as he thre
another hickory stick on the fire. Then he lighted th

gas and sat down hy the side of his friend.

“I'his chalr is comfortable, for a fact,’”” SBtuyvesant
Adeclared, streteching himself out luxuriously. *“No wonder
you went to sleep What did vou dream of?-—strange
nlaces yvou had seen In your travels or the homely scenes
of vour native land?"

Wavnflete Jooked at hig friend for a moment without
answering the question. He was startled as he re-
called the extraordinary serles eof adventures which had
fallon to his lot slice he had fixed his gaze on the
crvatal ball. It seemed to him as though he had been
whirled through space and through time

“I suppose every man ls always the hero of his own
dreams,”” he began, doubtfully,

“Of couree,’ his fricnd returned; “In sleep our
natural and healthy egotism Is absolutely unrestrained.
It doesn’t make any matter where the scene is laid or
whether the play is a comedy or a tragedy, the dreamer
has alwavs {he centre of tha stage, with the calcium
light turned full on him.” S

“That's just it)' Wayntlete went on; “‘this dream O.
mine makes me feel as if 1 were an actor, and as it I
had been playing many parts, one after the other, in
the swiftest su¢cessfon. They are not familiar to me,
and vet | coniess to a vague feeling of unoriginality.
It is as though I were a plaglarist of adventure—if that
be a possible supposition, I have just gone through
these startling situations myself, and yet I'm sure that
they have all of them happened before—although, per-
haps, not to any one man. Indeed, no one man coald
have had all these adventures of mine, because I se
now that I have been whisked through the centuries an
acrosy the hemispheres with a . suddenness possible only,
in dreams. Yet all my experiences seem someho
second-hand, and not really may own.” %

“Piokod up here and there—llke your bric-a-brac?
suggested Stuyvesant. ““But what are these alluring
adventurcs of yours that stretched through the ages and
acro=s the continents?”

Then, knowing how fond his friend was of solving
mvsteries and how proud he was of his skill in this art,
Cosmo Waynflete narrated his dream as it has been
set down im these pages.

When he had made an end, Paul Stuyvesant's first
remark was: ‘‘I'm sorry 1 happered along just then
and waked vou up before you had time to get married.”

His second remark followed half a minute later,

“] see how It was,’ he sald; ‘“‘you were sitting in
this chair and looking at that crystal "ball, which fo-
cured the level rays of the setting sun, I supgose? Then
it is plain enough—you hypnotized yourself!"

“I have heard that such a thing is possible,”” respond-
ed Cosmo. N

“Possible?’’ Stuyvesant returnedy ‘it is certain! But
what {2 more curious is the new way in which you
combined your self-hypnotism W“’l_] crystal-gazing, ou
have hearc{ of scrying, I suppose?

“You mean the practice of looking Into a drop of
water or a crystal ball or anything o that sort,”” sald
Cosmo, ‘'‘and of eseelng things In {it—of seeing people

oving about?”’

5 “Tgal's just what 1 do mean,” his friend returned.
~And that's just what yocu have been doing. You fixed
your gaze on the ball, and 8o hypnotized yourself; and
then, in the intensity of your visilon, you were abla to
see figures in the crystal-—with one of which visualized
emanatior.s you immediately identified yourself. That's
easy enough, I think. But I don’t see what suggested
to you your separate experiences. 1 recognize them, of
course—"' .

“You recognize them?’ cried Waynfiets, In wonder,

] can tell you where Yyou borrowed every one of
your adventures,’’ Btuyvesant re lfed. “But what I'd like
to know now = what suggest to you just those par-
ticular characters and situations, and not any of the
many others Also stored away in your suboonscious-
ness.’”’

So saying, he began to look about the room. f

““My subconsciousness?’ repeated Waynflete. ‘‘Have
I ever been a samurai in my subconsclousness?”

Paul Stuyvesant looked at Cosmo Waynflete for near-
ly a minute without reply. Then all the answer he
made was to say: ‘‘That's a queer dressing-gown you
have on.” e

“It {s time I took it off,”” said the other, as he

tiful specirnen of weaving, isn't it? [ call it the drea
gown of the Jepanese ambyassador, for although I boug
it {n a curiosity shup in Nuremberg, it was once, I
really bhelieve, the slumber-robe of an Orlental envoy."”

Stuyvvesant took the silken garment from his friend's
hand.

“Why did the Japanese ambassador sell you his
dream-gown in a Nuremberg curlosity shop?’ he asked.

“He didn't,”” Waynflete explained. ‘‘Il never saw the
ambassador, and neither. did the old German lady who
kept the shop She told me she bought it from a Jap-
anese acrobat who was out of an engagement and des-
perately hard up. But she told me also that the acrobat
had told her that the garment had belonged tg, an am-
hassador who had given it to him as a reward of his
skill, and that he never would have parted with it if he
had not been dead broke.”

Stuvvesant held the robe up to the light and in-
spected the embroldery on the skirt of it

‘““Yes,”" he said, at last, ‘‘this would account for it, 1
suppose. This bit here was prohably meant to suggest
‘the well wher2 the head was washed —see?”

“l see that those lines may be meant to represent
the outline of a spring of water, but 1 don't see what
that has to do with my dream.” Waynflete answered.

“Don’'t you?’ Stuyvesant returned. "“Then I'll show
yo. You had on this silk garment embroidered here
with an outline of the well in which was washed th
head of Kotsuke no Suke, the man whom the Forty
seven Ronins killed. You know the story?”

“1 read it in Japan, but-'" begaun Cosmo.

“You had that story stored away in your subcon-
sciousness,’” interrupted his friend. “*And when you
hypnotized yourself by peering into the crystal ball, this
embroidery it was which suggested to you to see yourself
as the hero of the tale—Qishi Kuranosuke, the chief of
the Kortv-seven Ronins, the faithful follower who
avenged his master Iy pretending to be vicious and dis-
sipated--just like Brutus and  Lorenzaccio—until the
eremy was off his guard and open to attack.’

| think 1 do recall the tale of the Forty-seven
Fonins, but only very vaguely,” sald the hero of the
dream. *“‘For all 1 know I may have had the adventure
of Cishi Kuranosuke laid on the shelf somewhere in
my sabconsciousness, as you want me to believe. But
how about my Persian dragon and my lberian noble-
woman?”’

Paul Stuyvesant was examining the dream-gown of
the' Japancse ambassador with minute care. Suddenly
he sald, “Oh!"’ and then he looked up at Cosmo Wayn-
flote and asked: **What are those buttons? They seem
to he old, coins.”

“1hey are c¢ld coins,” the other answered; “it was
a fancy of mine to utilize them on that Japanese dress-
ing-gown. They are all different, you see. The first
is—'

“Fersian, isn't it?” interrupted Stuyvesant.

“Yes,”” Waynfiete explained, *“it is a Persian. darie.
And the second i8s a Spanish peso made at Potos! under
Philip II for use in America. And the third Is a Yx‘l(,

twisted himself out of its clinging folds. ‘It is a beau-

shilling, one of the coins In circulation here Iin N
York at the time of the Revolution—I got that one, §I
fact, from the farmer who plowed it up in a Held at
Tarrytown, near Sunnyside.”

‘“Then there are three of your adventures accounted
for, Cosmo, and easily enough,’”” Paul commented, wit:
obvious satisfactlon at his own explanation, ‘‘Just ase
the emtroidery on the silk here suggested to you-—after
you had hypnotized yourself—that you were the chief of
the Forty-seven Ronins, so this first coin here in turn
suggested to you that you were Rustem, the hero of the
‘Epic of Kings." You have read the 'Shah-Nameh? "’

“[ remember Firdausi's poem after a fashion only,”
Cosmo answered. ‘“‘Was not Rustem a Persian Her-
cules, 80 to speak?’

“T'hat's it precisely,”” the other responded, ‘‘and he
had seven laopors to perform; and vou dreamed the third
of them, the slaving of the grisly dragon. For my own
part, I think 1 shouléd huave preferred the fourth of
them, the meeting with the lovely enchantress; but that's
neither here nor there.”

“It seems to me I do recollect something about that
fight of Rustem and the strange beast. The faithful

flete.

“If you can recollect the ‘Shah-Nameh,' ' Stuyvesant
pursued, ‘‘no doubt you can recall also Beaumont and
Fletcher's ‘Custom of the Country?” That's where you
got tnhe midnight duel in Lisbon and the magnanimous
mother, you know."

“No, 1 didi’t know,”” the other declared,

“Well, you did, for all that,’”” Paul went on. ‘‘The
gituation Is taken from one in a drama of Calderon's,
and it was much strengthened in the taking. You may
not now remember having read the play, but the incident
must have been famlliar to you, or else your subcon-
sclousness couldn’'t have ylelded It up to, you so readiiy
at the suggestion of the Spanlsh coin, could 1t?"

“l did rcad a lot of Elizabethan drama in my senjor
year at college,”” admitted Cosmo, ‘“‘and this plece of
Beaumont and I'letcher's may have been one of those
ltrvu[d; but 1 totally tall to recall now what it was all
atout,"

“You won't have the cheek to declare that you don't
remember the ‘Legend of S8leepy Hollow,” will you?”
asked Stuyvesant. ‘‘Very obviously it was the adven-
ture of Ichabod Crane and the Headless Horseman that
the Y(l)lrk d'h“t“n auggglted to you.”

“1'll admit that 1 do recollect Irving’'s s -
the other confessed. . b 0. skl

S0 the embroidery on the dream-gown gives the first
of your strange situations; and the three others were
suggested by the coins you have been using as buttons,'
said Paul Stuyvesunt. *“There is only one thing now
that puzzlos me: that is the country church and the noon
wedding and the beautiful bride."

garment lhi‘l,\l hung over his arm,

(‘osmo 'ayntlete hesitated a moment and a
mantled his cheek. Then he looked nis friend In themfgns:ro:
and said: *“lI think 1 can account for my dreamiung
about her—I can acecount for that easiiy enough.'

“So can 1,” gald Paul Stuyvesant, as he held up the
photograph of a lovely American girl that he h Just

found In the pocket of the dream-
ambassador, : gown of the Japanese

And with that he turned sver the folds of the lllken.

horse’'s name was Rakush, wasn't {t?’ asked \’\'ay'n-.

THAT was t
Evidently
but no %

to state just wha
There was a di
his eyes, his fac

nearly all the th
' headache, His sh
ed, his muscles

ictive, as they s
poorly, and as f«
it had to be coa
an old man's,
Above all things
Fritz, work was
mother watched c
ever doing any w
And never werd
bors. KEach and ¢
terest in poor Iri
kKind of herh tea
heard of, every «
gratefully gulped
avail, for he grey

“Poor fellow!" g
“What on earth
with him? Why'
out?”

“Deary me! Wh
of my poor hoy

. thought his disty
| felt her life of g
ble was S0011 Lo «¢1

THE SCHOOLM
And, 3L \
died, leaving I'rit
humble hut SRV
her garden and o
were straggly and
now that the 1ot
seemed fated 1o di
“Oh, .. dear! Wha
poor me!” thought
as he sat at his

then he heard a v
from the gate:

“"Good evening., )

It was the old
who had come to e
“Fritz,’”’ said he,

your father and &

k :

w an interest in yvou
a ‘
tell you a secret w

have never heard.
gold buried somewld

of youyrs."”
“What! a purse of
excitedly. “‘Point

please, gir, and 1 sh:
“But 1 don’t know
old man. ‘It is son
ever, and faithful di
it sooner or later.”
“Dear me!"” sighed
were strong, <o that
as is necessary!”
“Poor fellow, 1 fo
thized the schoolma
mind, Fritz. You ca
with the reflection
here after vou have
lucky enough to find
Be sure to tel! him—«
ter do it—that there
about this ;»nr\r of
worker will ever fin
consists in taking be
garden and orchard,
tree is to be injured

\

ERE you see s

will notice.
He is meant to repr
Can you give the nsg

Mayor and

IR WILLIAM TI
Lord Mayvor o
Royal Agricult

the annual two days’
don Cage Bird Associ
©” which are devote
cuildren's Christmas
which he is founder

The association, sai
a great deal of good
how to keep and re
and how to keep ther
ter than they would t

Omr looking around
lizard canary which,
its beautiful plumag
months, and never |
struck him that the b
like a Lord Mayor, |
stood that he should
tiful plumage, but or
months that he was
fice.

A bird which he ha
times as much as his
his wife called it an
it was so greedy.

He had also a cock

\lot of what could
tood, and burst into
wife called that bird
liament,

Fishing fozx
When sheep were
Cornwall, England, a
into the sea and wer
wool. Some fisherme!
thinking them to be
fish, made haste to t
with hooks and nets
they brought home a
was greater than any
had ever carriea.

Speaking
‘““Konsider the postag
its usefulness konsists

stick to one thing unt
Josh Billings. .



