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The journey had been one of many
weeks. Crossing waters in a fragile

craft, which tossed and heaved with
every tide, he had come to know the
true meaning of the Japanese saying

that "a sea voyage is an inch of hell."

For days his party had been snow-
bound on a desolate mountain, far

from even the smallest village or

town, and, when finally they had
issued forth, it was only to encounter
new perils, in savage-souled ronins

who hung about the vicinity of the

Tojin-san's party, their narrow, wick-

ed eyes intent upon his destruction.

How many white men before him had
started upon a similar journey, in

other provinces of Japan, and met
the then common fate—a stab in the
back, or in the dark! And the pun-
ishments, the indemnities, the hu-
miliations forced upon the govern-
ment by the foreigners, but added to
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