
THE YELLOW PEARL
"It was a monstrous thing for Brother

George to marry away there," I over-
heard my Aunt Gwendolin remark a
short time after my arrival. "Why could
he not have come back home to his own
country and found a wife?— And above
all to have married a heathen Chinese!"
"Not a heathen," said my grand-

mother, reproachfully, "she had previous-
ly embraced the faith of Europeans; so
my dear George wrote me from that
far-away country."

"Oh, they are all heathens in my
estimation," cried my Aunt Gwendoli
scornfully; "what faith they embrace
does not change the fact that they be-
long to the yellow people."

My mother died while I was yet a
child, and my father has died and left

me alone in the worid within the last

year. Grandmother, my father's mother,


