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CIIAI'TKR I

BOUND LAST— FATI-; IS UNKIND

_^^^^ ^^mr ^' ^ ^^'''^'^' t'xpansc of sea

Oiiccn was steadily ploii^hin^

licT way at a t;oocl liftL-cn knots

was like a slieet of haminencl
bra.-is. The fan-shaped walce,

with ;, narrow, lacelike edc^e

"f wlute-ehuined luain, and
the rounded swell of the Xorth

Pacilic swcepint,' thron.;Ii the

Loochoo Islands, was all that
disturbed its monotonous honzon-boM'^ded surface.

Underneath the white awnin,t,^s of the promenade
deck most of the passengers were loungin.i; in chairs,

keepin;^ even their feet out of any lozen-e-shaptcl
patches (jf sunshine which, strayin.^^ through too
loosely lacLcl edges (jf the awning, fell on the d-'' k
beneath. Those who were not too hot, or talking,
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cud.i^ilk'd tlicir biaiii> into iiu.i-inmi; tlu-y wiTc

cool.

Thr otlKTrs not on duty, or below sn.itclnn,:; a

little belated ^leep, weie cliattui.L; with tlv p tssen^^ers,

their preference beini^ obviously for the ladies.

On the port side of the ship in a corner near the

after deck-liouse weie iwo piople, a man and a

younj4 ;4iil, cjuite apai t from the rest of the pas-

sengers, their two canvas tleck-chairs placed with

the propinquity which the two months' shipboard

acquaintance of their occupiers would be considered

as justifying.

The j^irl was fair, as judged a,L;ainst the bronze of

some of the other lady passenj^ers ; and when com-

pared with the olive-tinted Japanese women return-

in;4 to Na.L^as.iki from Shanghai she looked fragilely

pale. Her face was oval and pretty, notwithstand-

ing its lack o{ colour, whilst her li,L;iiie, the lines of

which were scarcely disguised by the folds of the

thin, white muslm dress she wore, was sin;^ularly

• raceful.

The man was about thirty, <^ood-looking, and

rather above middle hei^i^ht. His attire only dif-

fered from that o.' the rest of the male passen.s^ers

in that he wore a silk tie of the butterfly order, a

relic of his Art student d lys in the Quartier Latin.

" A few more hours," said the girl, after a some-

what lengthy pause in the conversation, changing

her pose languidly, "and we shall be at Nagasaki."

" Yes/' lier companion assented. " And I shall

have to look up my comical friend Yumoto,
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McKen/ie, and tl.c rest, and find a house winch
I can convert into a studio."

" I often wonder, Mr. Sotncrv.lle, why you think
so much of Art, w.th a capital 'A.' and so httle
of "

TJicre was a pause.

"Well ?' interjected the listener encouragin^^Iy.
"So htllc of humanity even with a smalL un

socialistic 'h.'"

"So httle of feminine humanity. Miss Dcs-
borough ?" quizzed the speaker, laughing.

" I did not say so," replied the girl, a shade of
colour stealing i„to her cheeks; " but, after all. what
does ,t matter ? in a few hours we shall all be scat-
tered," waving her hand towards a knot of passen-
gers further along the deck. " You will go to your
lotus ponds, wistaria-covered fea-houses-you can-
not imagine how fascinating they are-and 1 to nw
family group in Tokio, comprised of a dear old
uncle, an unconscionable aunt, and three impossible
cousins. In a word, we shall all forget our fellow-
passengers."

" I am not so sure of that," said the man, thinking
of a dainty water-colour sketch that he had made of
h.s companion. " I hope if I find myself near
Tok.o I may call, and that if you hear of an English-man m trouble you will interest your uncle to get
IJie authorities to let him off."

" I am sure my people will be very pleased to see
you. Thev nuv "o" -• 'IK* ~( - i- • -... -A. _^Ow .. •j-.oi ^\ gratiiudc lur havinL'
^unused me during the last few monotonous weeks."
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"AikI yet you were re^rcltiiiL^ ;i littli- while a,^o

that the moimtoiiy would ^ooii be ;it an end."

"Because when one i^ ia/.v," replied Miss Dcs-

horou^li Ihou^hlfully, '^ one le.L^rets anythin,^ wlncli

mean-, a chan.i^e. AlthouL^h I liave called the voyai^e

nionotonou., 1 sliall not fori^et that I have made at

lea>t one plea-ant acqnanitance, and have learned

soniethin.L^ timing the last few week-."

it wa- on the tip of Sonlervllle'^ tonj^iie to a-k to

what she referred, but he -aul nolhin.L^ and regarded

lier <onu-what curiously, wondering whether she

would >ay more. There was a pause, and then she

continr';d inconsequently

—

" But 1 have a few more lines tt) add to my mail,

and I thmk 1 mu-.t go and write tliem m ca>e we

catch the honuward-bound steamer at Nagasaki,"

Le-he Sonierville studied her face for a moment

as she rather pelulanily kicked away the clinging

folds of her >kirt preparatory to riMUg, and then gut

up to assist her, for the ve-sel was rolling.

"Now! "he excl.un^ed, and ju>t when the deck

wa^ steailyhe gave a -li.^ht upward pull on the girl's

wrist^.

"Thanks. This deck-chair is my favourite, but

it's no joke gelling up out of it when the ship is

rolling. 1 shall see you at lunch. I have read ' Lc

Fin d'Amour,' and will bring it back for you then.

1 am afraid my aunt would have a ht on the spot if

she knew you had lent it to me. Goodbye till

lunch."

Sonierville watched her till -he vani-hed m the



HO I'M) HAST

(ioorw.iy of tlic dcck-Ii,.u>c, and then, tossin^ the
stump of his ci,-,ir owrhoarcl, hr strolled forward.
He was almost an.ijry with him.elf for rt•,^a^din,l^

Violet I)eshorou-h from m) purely an artistic stand"^
point. Slie had said son;ethni,:^ to tlic effect that
shiphoarri fnendship.s were the lea.f satisfactory of
.'II. I'n.ple nut, liked e icli ,,ther, amused one
'notiKT. parted at the end ,,f d,e voya-e, and-
forq(;t.

He would not fo,-,.t— no. ,5nt proha!)lv onlv
iK-cau.e the niem.Mry ,.• Violet I)e.horoii-h wa'.;

enshrined in one of tl. daintiest and m.)st success-
ful picin cur skcteh.es he had ever made -a sketch
v.-hich she had coveted, but .had been, to tell tlie
truth, only too willm- that he sIiMnkJ retain. \\v
">i^ht, perhaps, to have fallen in love with her in
two months. There had been plenty of time, and
no opportumty of e-capin- from anv innuence or
fascination that ^1,^ was able t,) rxert. Hut lie had
not done s„

;
ami he realised that lie still personally

re-arded marria.'^e va-u<ly and rather in the li-lU
*'' .1 joke, thou-h his maletiiends of tiie (^uart'ier
L:il!n had always told him, whh quas,-.erious faces,
that the joke was le- apparent alter the fact. Mean-
while lie would h-1 the maitir rest.

He would doubtless marry some day; ,t m.-ht
Iv a model, even ,Mie of the damtv [apanese maidens
-' the llower-deckedknid he had tiaveiied so manv
t""U.andniil:;sof seato.tudy. Who eould tell?

'

His memory leapt back to iVtite Su/anne wiih
tnc tla.hin^ eyes. Wlien he was a n.uvcan a^



6 A JAPANESE IU)MAN'CE

Cdloio-^i's, bc-forc hv h.u\ conic into Iii> money, he

li;ul been about to niiirryher. Hut -he vanished

one Ime June morning; :uul returned M.id.unc Seni-

per-on, li:ivin,q preferred :i youn.L^ American hiend

ot hi- own who hved less near the -ky, and possessed

moie miiuev and le.-^- apphcation.

Half .ui hitur pa^-ed -peechly enou.Ljh in the-^c

renuni\cent mu>in_t^-, and Somerville was not re-

called to an appreciation of his surroundings untd

the luncheon bdl, clanL^niL; horribly but welcome

1 etween declo, caused a stream of hungry fcllow-

[
is-en.i^ers to ^ur,L;e .

ast him.

A sh'^ht rearran;^ement of the tables oi the saloon,

to permit of a platform beini; erected for the final

twniiiL; concirt of the voyai;e, had separated Somer-

ville and Mi-s I)e-borou;;h. They could only

smile, perhap-. she somewhat sadly, across the

tables ; and after lunch Somerville felt compelled to

st.irt the packri;; up, which, man-like, he had pt)st-

poned almost till the la-^t moment.

At diniui- the -ep iiMlicn wa- repeated, and in the

colli u-.uui f(illi)wiir^ the meal, whil-t the >iewards

lu-lu-d Inllur and thitlu-i Lleanni; out the tables as

far as po^-ible and rea.'i aii-m.; the chair-, neither

Somerville nor \'iiilet iJe-luirou.^h fnund an uppoi-

tuiiitv f' M aiivlliiii;^ mil' I' than a ca-ual itinark.

The Concert commenced alino-t nnmediateiy, and

.I- Mi— Di^-bon-n-h wa. to ^ini; -he -at in the fiont

row near the miniic -la-e v.illi llie le-t of the per-

former-, and consequently away fiom Somerville.

lievond an occasional L^lancc back at him sittiny
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in the fointli row, or ;i iK)d—tli.it unsatisfactory

substitute for speech—when tlieir eyes happened to

meet, there was no opportunity for any s(.rt of

communication until the performance came to an
end.

At ieii-lli, however, the la-,t note> of .M.idame
Kian-San'^ plaintive little voice melted awav, and
the la>t thin notes of her samiscn accompaniment
were Um in the -.tir of the audience as thev rr)se ..t

the openin,!^ bars of "God Save the Oueen." A
fe<lin:,' of sadness, of tlie inevitable end f>f tiling,'-,

^ .ept over even tliose who expected (> rejoin rela-

iive-> or friends .welve hours later.

Vvi^m the stloon nearly every one went on deck.
A sh-ht breeze had sprun,L; up. Cool it could
scarcely be called, but it served to rutfie the
moonlit surface c^ the sea into tiie semblance of
frosted silver.

The company split up into its usual knots and
coteries, more accentuated than ever to-night, per-
Ii.ips because of the partin,i,'s (^n the morrow.

In the stillness of the ni.ght, in the vastness of the
Hlvery ii.nizon, unbioken save at rare intervals
when for a brief moment a tradin,:^ or li^hin,^ mnk
with hn;4e, oblon- mat sails -.food up in tlie steamer .,

course, a sharp, black sdliouette in the moonlit track,
there -,eenie(-l to many the sadness of farewell.

S'Mt seemed to Violet .luuhn^ with S<.nierville
'u Ml- the weather rail -azin- at the phosphoiescent
Wake.

"
1 lu<pc y. u will lind a nice studio," the former
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remarked in lieu of anytli.nrt better to say and

making in ell'ort to avoid sentiment; "hut there

sliould he little (litVuulty, the Japanese are an in-

ijenious race, and will carry out su^c^cstions or

copy anythiiiL^ you show and e.Nplain to theni

accurately enough."

" So I have heard," Somervilie as->ented. " I

lenieinhcr what you told me about vour workbox

and its chipped top, lint h.t ns talk of something;

les^ pro-^aic. Don't vou leali-^e, Mi^s I)e^borou;^h,

that vou are encoinaiMUL; me in Art, which you have

Iiiiit--d I already pursue too closely ?"

" Vdu are not j^rateful."

" Alas ! 1 fear I am not a grateful man, I do not

make a ri.i^ht use o{ my ojiportuiiities," glancing into

the face of the woman at iiis side.

The latter moved ever so slightly away from him,

with her the tension wis ^^rowini; painful to the

point of emliarrassment.

In the moonhc^ht her slender liyure appeared

almost ethereal ; if it had ^eemed less so it is pro-

bable Somerville's life would have taken a new

trend.

A junk swam c;host-like across the broad moonlit

tiack.

" How much more to be desired is proLjress sucli

as that," said Sonicrville mus!m;lv, "than llie

hurrvini^-scurrvin^L;, throbbing, onward rii-h ot this

modern liner ! Steam has knocked half of the

poetry out of existence, and i;iven us in its stead

the s[)int oi unrest."
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"Yes," rcplRcl (he -iil, as tlioii-h lur tli,.u-hts
were elsewlierc, adclm-/ "most women, I fa, icy, nad
p-etry iiccaiise tluy vaguely hope lo .,,me d iv

live it."

Slie congratulated her.clf that ^he could sprak so
calmly. So lon^ as her compaiuon did not touch
her she felt almost sine of herself. Three ^fenera-
tions (,f forebears n the diplomatic service had
endowed h-r with an uiuiMial power of control, and
the power to keep the one secret of a woman'-l life

which M) fc-w can di>si'mhle.

An ocean-,:;oin;4 steamer on a I-.n,:,' vova.qe would
be an anomaly without the presence of at lea^t one
inatch-makin,^, hyper-inquisitive woman, and tlie

Oiiftit Oitccn had proved no exception to the rule.

Somerville and Violet lAshorous^h liad ri^ht out
from Aden been so much to,i^ether that th, ir

apparent identity of tastes and pursuits had Ion-
a.^o aroused a considerable amotmt of intirest in
the minds of fellow-passen-ers n<it themselves
equally absorbed. A ^^rs. Thirst->n had for some
weeks re.:,^arded them as an mtere-tin<^ youn,-j couple
and—her legitimate prey. Not I ing atflicted with
undue delicacy of perception or feeling—such
women seldom are—she had at tir.t by eovert hints,
and later by but thuilv-veiled pleasantries, endea-
voured t.> let them see that though every ,,ther s„ul
<vi board were blmd she s.iw which wav the wind
l^iew. That they took no notice (,; her scarcely
disluibed her equanimitv. Indeed, it only made
licr keener on tiie scent' and k -. guarded m her
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remarks. Ucr fnc-nds on bonrd, people who citiicr

I'eured her or were amused by her love <j( scandal,

were kept well posted in Somerville's and Miss Des-

borou.i^h's movements, and every glance whieh

parsed between tliein and every hour they spent

to.^etlier was noted down by the Ar^^u -eyed little

bu^vbodv a-^ so mueh drift fnitlier towards the

maelstrom of malrunony.

On this la-.t in-ht of the voyai^e •-he had detei-

mined to biin.i^ the maltei' to a einnax, and to add

one more in-^tanee to lier li^t of "people m.ide

liappy; vou know, tlu-y never would have made up

their mIIv nunds but for me." That the two

persons most concerned would jios-iibly recent her

uiferference apparently did not occur to her.

On Ihi-^ la>t nij^ht she came a.lon^ the promenade

deck vivaciously as u^ual, with a shawl thrown

round her shoulders, L;lancin,^ sharply into

sliatlowed corners where deck-chairs nestled to-

i;ether, or isolated couples stood .^azim^ out over

the moonlit waters in suspicions propinquity. At

lenj,lh she t -pied Somerville and Mi^-. Desborou^h.

'J'hrv were (.viJentlv talkin,i4 eaine-tly, .md with

a fLL-hni^ of .ui artist in matrimonial matter^ she

feared for a moiucnt lest an unkind fate should

have deprived her of the .i^lory of puttini; the tinisii-

mi; toucho to what she considered her subtle work

of weeks.

As she approached quietly she overheard S..mer-

viUe exclaim, "The last ni-ht ! There is always

something sad m die last of anylhniL;, especially m
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tlic I;i>t of gaiety and pK.is.uit companionship.
I)c--pitc the ada^t^c, anticipation is not always tlie

-iLMtcr jiart of plfasurc. I, for cxaniplr, (Hd not
want to conic this voya'^c at all. Aiui now "

1 he- li^tciKT lost the conchi.iion of the sentence in

the --luill lau,L;h of a .-^irl who ran hoydeni>hly alon-^

the deck, still in her hnef-skn trd tal^leati dress,

piKsued by a couple of boisterous admirers.

Violet Desborou-^h was speakin-,' by the time Mrs.
Thirston was a,i,'ain able to catch the conversation.
"... you will never forget your tii st impres-

sions ..."

The listener cou,qhed. The chaplain's services
would evidently not be required, thou.qh matters
were proi^ressiii;^ ^n favourably. It would doubtless
be a wcddin,<4 at the Le-atioii m Tokio ; she must
watch the columns of the Jii^i-Shiinpo for an
announcement.

At the sound Somcrvillc turned his head. He
leco.^nised the cou-h, and if the expression which
thtted across hi^ face as the li-ht from the deck-
li'Ui^e fell upon it could have embarrassed Mrs
Jhiiston, she would have moved away.
But the latter was not easilv abashed.
" Ah

! you youn^;,' people," s-he exclaimed, with a
jaunty assumption of a^i^e and seriousncbS, "last
ni^^hts of a voya-e would indeed be sad were it nut
f-r the happy to-morrows. Yes, I know what it i.s

to be youn,-;. Love's yount,' dream, and all the
lest. How does it .-n)?" and sh.e Immmcr! ; fc-.v

l^ais of an ultra-sentimental soiu' which a tinn-
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voiced -iipiiiiio li.ul Miiiui ;it tilt; concLit an hour

,1-0.

Her VKtitns in.idr no nplv. SomcMViIk' was

hitiii;,; Ills inoii^taclu' >>a\Mjrly ; \vliil:-.t \u> com-

panion liad turned awav to Iran oV( 1 tlic rail and

,L;a/c down at tlu' water witli soinetliini; like tears of

uiortMieatioii in her eyes.

Mrs. Thirston paused, and then ^^.ud, witli the

plea^.uitfv of a inoititu-d uii pii-^itor, "Tliere, you

must e..cu>e me. It is only my deep inleiest in

vou youn;^ people, and my wi--h that you may he

very liap[n-, that had caused me to venture to

speak ..."

"Curse her impiuU'nce !" muttered the man under

lii> breath, as he felt tin- ,qirl at his side j^ive .1 little

convulsive heave of her -houklers.

"
I shall look in the ILiald ami Jii^i-Shimpo for

an interesting^ announcement. Of course, Mr.

Somerville, you will Imd your way to Tokio—such

a very inlerestin::^ place, old temples, and all that.

Vou really must .s^o."

He mi:^ht have \kc\\ mi-taken, but Somerville

tho".ght he detected a strain of malice in the tone,

and he made up hi> mmd quickly. The situation

was intolerable.

"It is none of niv business," Mrs. Thir-ton w.is

continuing; in a quickly assumed a-L^neved tone.

" Obviouslv," inleijected SonieiviUe sarcastically,

" .uul I mu-t ,i-k vou to excuse us. Come, Miss

DesborouLlh," he s.ud, slippimj his arm throu.u^h

hers, " wc shall Imd it plea^antcr lurw.ird."
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^r^s. Tliirston stonj w.itcliiii^ tiu'ir rctrcitini,'

fv^\u\> .IS they strolli-d ;i\v;iy aloii:; tlir d-vk, Violet
with licr liLMcl sliL;Iitly bent and Soinervillc inw.inlly
fuiiiiii;^ and erect a-, a ramrod.

When they were out of earsliot, and away from
tlie re.t of tiio.e on ihe poit-.ide of the deck.
Somervdle Npoke.

"Violet," lie s.tid slowly, lesfin.t,' \u^ hand for

a inointiit on lier-., whicli lay upon the rail, " yoii

mu-,t know what ,1 am ^mn'^ to siy to you ; I vvant
y(Hi to love me and marry me. We h.ivc .seen a

14rc.it deal of each other on the voy.i.i^e, and I'm sure
I could make you very happy. And then, after we
had seen Japan to-ether, wc would return to
Kn-land, which you love, and settle down— I to
w.irk U) -.tin a n.ime and hjve you, and you to love
me and be the mi-,tress of my home. What do vou
say ? Don't you care for me just a little, dear ?

'

And then, ere she could reply, he added with
a fl.i>h ol bn-htne^s, which almost served to cover
in-^ too matter-of-f.ict propo..il, "Or i. l,vin,- with
the impossible cousins t.^o j^reat an attraction ?"

liut he was not a -ooj har, and the .i,Mrl .it hi. side
knew too well tiie ditlerence between likin- and
lovin<;. He could not. therefore, deceive her? even
though she were wilhn^i^ enoii-h to permit the
deception.

Her v(;ice, when she spoke, was not very steady,
but there was a note of unmistakable Hnal.ty in it.'

"It must be no \rr s;, .,,,.., ,.;ii .,,.,: '

' . \ . . . . 1 V. . V. V e I i ; I. i I

nui^t
!
" blie ,.„d, i-n(.rini,' his l.i.f remark. "

I sli.ill
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.ihv;iys think ol tin-; voyi'^e with pI.M-urc, unci rc-

iiK'inli r ;ill your L^oo.hK'-.-. an 1 l;m(hu'-.s with

^latitu'lr. Vou liavr jiaul nic the ^iiati^t coin-

phincnt it i> po-Mblc Iwi a tnan to pay a woman,

and umlcr c irtiini->taiuf^ which only a woman c ui

(.juitc tiiily appucKitL-. Do imt a k inr to ^ay more,

IV'hrvi- nu-, it nni>t imt l>r ; lliink ol me a-, j^iatiiul

,ni(l even proud, ni)t a^ the tiivt)'(Uis t^irl I may h ive

appeared. (Joodbye. No," a^ he moved aloni; the

(leek at her Mile, "
1 would ra'her .i;o alone."

When he had rele i> d her hand and she had

j^one, he waited a few murate-. thmkiiiL^ vaguely,

and then went below to his state-room, lie eould

almost imaL^inc now that he ditl love her, that he

was cut up by her refusal. That she cared for hini

he had no doubt.

At last he recOLjnised that he had been too pre-

cipitate. Of course she had seen thi'ou;4h it all,

how the whole business had been as it were forced

upon him. She w.is a plucky j^irl, and he had not

been so wise as he mi^ht have been.

He turned in, and fell asleep thinkinj^ of his good

intention which had failed through no great fault of

his own.
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IIORTLV after sunrise Goto
Sliiin.i ua^ Ni'^litcci -a bluish,

indistinct line on the port

hori/on.

Most of the passcn^^'crs were

on deck", and Mrs. Thirston, in

no way chscomposed by her

encounterof the previous ni.i^ht,

was chattmu' ,L;aily to a knot of

acquaintances who had never
belorc belield the glories of a Japanese sum ise.

Vi(^let Desborou'^h, however, had not vet appeared,
and Somerville, notin;^ this, had l)etaken hiniseh'

forward to the turtle-deck so that he mi^ht gain an
uninterrupted view of the i^Iorie., of the j^rowin"
day.

A pearly haze floated hghtiy on tlie surface of the
Water, transparent as gossamer, through which the

15
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(limbiiic; ^nii ^ccnit d to --ti ,kr in ii l(lc-^c•(.•nt bp;ims,

\\\v }Miik liL;lit -ivm- :iii almost \v<ml look to the

prnplc aiul obJLLts on tin- str.mur's cUck. Soon

(iolo Slinn.i WIS sinkui^ lulov the lion/on astern

and It-, pl.ur taken on tin- starboard bow by woodi-'l

N'onio Saki, tlnu.tMi,; it- ponittcl nose out nilo iIk-

j;ri'V-bliii' sra.

Thf oMuard ru>!i of tin- \\--(l, tin; thud of whose

eni;nies seenietl to have increased a- though she

were hurrviii'4 toward-, the nearin^ port, created a

h,L;lit, cool air which blew wreath-, of mist across

the ileek to si'eedilv vaiiidi ill the ha/e astern.

Sonierville, with the seem- eye of an artist rather

than tlie devouring; but the non-receptive vision of

a }4h)be-ti otter, noted with wonder and admiration

the ever-chan,L;m,^ beauties of tliis hrst, fresh,

Japanese morrnnL,'. To tlie h)ok-out men the

opalescent haze was no more than the merest

Ciiannel wrack, stirred into movement by a southerly

bree/e, which miL;ht liide danger, aUvI .^ loi ihe.'i

strained attention and (hscoinloit.

The hu'^r, oliloiiL^ sail of a junk tloatin^ IvuhK-s-,

dead aheatl altove tlie shallow sea of lui-t and tipped

rose-pink m the sunrise caused a momentary con-

fusion as the steamer's coursi; was altered a couple

of points. And as she swept past the motionless

craft the sail Happed lazily, and then sliaiply and

quicker, aj^aiiist tlie mast as the uniiainly bulk of

the tisliin,^ vessel felt the steamer's wa-h, whilst

from the mist-eiishrouded deck arose shrill shouts

of " Abiiiuiiw) ! Abiinmyo" a> though the occi.pants
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tiioii'^lit tlio liiHT UMs Oil lup ,,f thrrn. Then, .i>

-li.' v,iiii>Ii(.-cl .istnii, tlicn- cum-, i ItMf- .ihf)vi- tlu-

fluid Ml the- (.'H.^inc^, ;i clioni-. of lUMtmn;; ;4it'ftm;4s,

"()//nc).'" Willi, ptTh.ip-, ;: I irniiK il
" Suwuiuru."

The niorimi^ cnilrc-lnll tl. 11114111:4 iM.i/i-ii-toiiqiu'cl

iHtwfcii tlu- (icck-> (liowiud till.' ;;<) ulbyrs of (lie

li-ht linen, and bmi.Mlit Soiuciville (o a sense of

lmii.^er and iiioie iniiiKlaiie tliniL^s. With a -^i'^li of

regret at Im.pi^ I'veii a lew iiiimite. of such a scene,
as the now ineltin.i; h.i/e {jisclosed in mysterious,
ethereal Vl^fa^, he hurried below to the saloon,
crowded by the thronLj of early risers and noisily

.i;av with the babel of talk.

X'lolct Desl-ioroiiL^h wa-, not tlu're. lVrhap> it

were better so, he thoie^ht, as lie hastily ^^ulped
'I'wn the steaming coffee, lie would be sure to
sec her at the I., a to say goodbye, and anythiuL^ but
a hurried farewell would he eiuharrassing for h,)th
of them.

riie third officer came into the saloon. Above
the babel ..f various que t!oiim,.4s i,., voice could
be heard cxclaimin;^, " How can I tell, .Mrs. Jones ?

V.Hi'll be told at the proper time.—A -ood hotel,
Mr. lilayner? the ' IJellevue,' on the lUind, would'
he about your ticket.- 'n a couple of hours. Why,
Me-- me, yc-., coolies ? Score-, of tlhiii."

H-capiiiLj his interrn;L;ators, he cro-ed to where
S'lnervillc was standing;, and said cheerib-, "We
li^ivejust sighted Cape Saki, Mr. S<mierville, and if

y 'U want to see Japan you cm do so for the ha/e
ha^ lifted."
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" Tli.inl.-, Mr. ICML'r>o!i," replied Somervillc, iu>t

;i> ,1 ladv i^a^^rnc^er anxiou^lv qiu-tioncd tlie tOriner

,1- til wlictlier li'.'!' lii^L;.i;4i' WDiihl hv r.iii>ack(f!.

W'lieii SonuTville reached Iii> point of vantac^e in

the l1o^v-^ the blue outline^ os' [apan were creepi)i;4

up out of the :-ea ri^ht aliead. The -nioke of a

tramp in ballast, her screw chuimu.4 ulnte and at

times h.ilf out of water, liun;^ on the pfv. '. bow like a

patch in till' skv over tin- Naqa--aki hill- a- thouL^h

Ihev wrie Volcanoes, with scarcely any air to draw

it uito a streaky vril alouL; the hori/on. Tiadin;;

iunk>, at lust mere dot-, on the scaicely ruifled

watei', became gradually larger a-> the d ::nt {^u.cn

drew rapidlv ui towards the land.

Soon the wootled heights tlankin;^ the entrance

to the Iiarbour channel on either side took more

(leiuute form, their ;4rey-^reen tones of [Mue and

cryptonierias and nioie vivid tints of bamboo, palms,

.md elms qrarlu.illy disclosiiiL; themselyes.

Th ' stir which pervades a vessel on nearini^ pni'i

was now audible ; and it must liave been this

which summoned Violet DcsborouL^h to 1' ive her

cabin.

As the steamer entered the channel which led

to the anchorage Somervillc left his po-t and came

d' )wn to the torepart of the promenade deck. He

had caught a ;;iimp-e of Vioh I as she came out of

the deck-hou-e and crossed to the lee side.

She was verv pale, and there wa-^ the strained look

which comes from sleepkssness in her eyes.

In the waketul hours ot the h''>t ni' lit, when the
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iiionrjtonniH thr.d "t the C'n;4ine.> seemed t'l lie.it

it--(lf iiitn l)ir br.im, she had reahsed lliat happiness

h.u! slippL-d from her ,L;rasp. Fate liad nrvrv Wvn
very kind to her ; and now in the person ( f Mrs.

Tiurston slif flit it iiad been eriicL She even per-

suaded IiLrsclt th.it "he mi^ht, hut for tlie hitter,

have been happy uistead of miserable in the thous^lit

that Somervillc had cared for lier.

As he approaehed she pulled herself to;:^ether ; it

would be added bitte^nc^.s if he detected lier dis-

trc-s.

'• Vou have misled the sunrise, Miss Dcshorouqh,"

he said almost reproaehfuUv.

"
1 am afr.iid I h.ive," she replied after shaking;

hands, turning away to c^aze at the now sunlit hills.

" I-Iut you mi! t rememlier it is not my lirst sunrise

in hipan."

"
I h.id forgotten. I have never seen .mythin.q

hke It before." Then c]ian;;inj; biis tone fie con-

tinued, "Before long we shall be in port. Let me
a-ure you, I trust you will believe me, how truly

Sony I am for Mrs. Thir-ton's impudence— I can

e ill it nothini^ else. I h.ive had very little experi-

ence of such women, th.mk God, or I should doubt-

l:'-s liave known better than to Iiave j^iven her .i

chance of meddliiit^. It may he a lesson." And
the speaker laughed soniewh.it bitterly.

"Think ne» more ab'Hit it," the giil replied sadly.

"
1 w.i- as much to blame as you, perhaps more.

Ijut it was a temptation to talk to one who knows
so niucli, and who lias been s,; amusing and kind.
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Ml'-. Tliiistiin WM-, onlv .m ci^i'i'l'', ;i thuiidcr-strcik

ill ;i elr;n ^kv. Let u> tOi'Lict it."

"^'()ll .UX- VlTV .L;r!)L-Ii>ll ,," cXcllinK'd SollHTVllK',

-^tlll Ireliii^ ->iiiiir\vli,it CDiitiiti' .i^ I;r iiutccl ilu-

-pvMhri'^ uiuisu.il p.ill'M-. "^'()^I will ,ll\v,lV-^ tliiiik

I'l' jiK- .1- ;i Iru'iul, will voii ni't ? It it \w\l- ii-il ti>r

tlic Mr>. 'i'liii^tun> ol tins wdilcl ;i .i^nod i1l';i1 of

Ul!~rliiri' '.Ui'Jit hv ,ivi)i:li.'(i."

"
1 -h.ill alw.iv> d') vo," s.iid the i^irl, rfplvin-.^ to

III-. _iiL'-li(in, '".nil i nImII mil iMf^^t-i ihr p'r.tsant

tlim-^ (if the V'lNM'^c. Srf, wf .iic iiuitc ui the

(_'h:uuu-l 11 iw, lull ,m hiiur or so and we -li.ill be at

aiu'hor oil die qiMV. 'Idio-e are the lii!!- above and

at the baek of the town," she continued. "Lovely,

all- thev iujI ? IJut u.iit till vou -ee lliein in their

full .^loiv, when the inapije- change Ciiloiir. It i-.

doiibtle-i lip on the hillside that you will luid your

htudio "

A rn-h of excited ,in^. vnhible pa->en;j;crs full of

wonder at the Ixauty of the p.inoraina L^radually

uiilO'.diiiu; it-i If, and the straii.L;e, sta^ev !i»nk of the

exquisite, fre-li ,L;ieea lull- iio^v clo-m^ m u[ion

them, drowned her concluding; words. When their

voices fell her companion lieard hei say

—

"Let us bid one another ;;oodbye. If you come

to Tokio I hope you will call on my uncle ; I flarc-

sav he niiL^ht be able to put you in the w.iy of

thiiiL;-- you lui^^ht otherwi-e niiss. Gixidbye, O.o not

for.t^el."

She held out her hai-!, wliich Soiner\illc cla-ped

warmly.
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"Siiw'iuirn, tlir.i," hi.- <:iu], n-.iii _; oiil' ot tlir \v<m(!-

slir li.id ! iL;liinL^ly l.niL^lit liim ;
" luit after all I

pix-lV-r (lu . LVi'iy."

" Sciyoiinm," >he replied. And di-en^,i;^iiv_; her

hatui, Willi line i;lance at his lace she lell hiiii.

As -~lie tliiew herselt' snhhin- on lu i -^tate-! . u )!n

Couch she reiiiciiiberetl the novel ; and llii> to", then,

foi- her \va~. /t' ///; d'lnitouy, or, rather, the end ot the

th eain oi it.

Round a sli^iit bend the steamer, -till in the sub-

dued liL^ht caused by the ovcahaii^ini; hll!-^, m the

In^lier summits of which thedaz/hnu; white -^uni!,,;!!!

was shiinn^, pa->e(i into tiie open ^un-hint- (if the

wide bay around whieli the town i-. luult. I'low.-v-

^eenied to li.iVe peiluined tiie warm air, UMcxpi-et'.d
i;iadalii)ns of coloar \\\ wonderful tie^hiu-^. ol tint

met the eye on the hilUide^ bihiiul the ^caltrud

town, on the heights of whu h could lie seen the

matchboxdike villa-, (jf the merchants and more

weaUliy classes.

Across the lai^oon-likc expanse uf water, the sur-

face just rultled heie aiul there by the tlraui^ht^ of

air stealin,!^ d(.)\vn tiie mountains, L;ivin;4 transient

motion to tlie white sail-, of the tiocks of pictureMpie

though unwieldy junks, the Onciil Ou.cn -,wepl aloUL;

at half-speed. A shoutiii'^ aro>e fr()m the lialf-naked,

yellowish, or co[iper->kinnetl rower-. (jf tiie ci'owd

of ii(/7//-'i///> that, like llock-. of watertowl, -.kunied

with apjiaient aimlesMie-s hither and thitlur,

hami)crinj^ the -.teaniei '-. pro;;re^s jt nnmiiuiit n^k

ot beui^L.^ run down, d'lu- booinduuMn of \]\c -t uu
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siren -cvcrbci-atL-d from the .Ljor^r.^ .iinl i oek--lrfn-n

liilUirle. AIie;ul \v;i-i the I'-mihI, lined with nui

tile and ^hippin.U dti-L-e-, \v!, te m tlie niiM nin.q .l;. ue.

On the (.]Li,iy itself SoniiTville, as tlie steamer (h-t;\v

closer HI toward- it, could >ee the crowd of coohe-,

clad 111 tiudit-iittiiiL; ho~e .md staL,ev, blue tunic-,

wailiii;; to uiilo.id, with tliiir in.iivellim- celeiitv,

the jiassen^er;.' iiiu^a^ie and ca!,:^o, u -jn iiildiiiL; of

luiropeani--eil hotel and re-taiu iiil poiter^ and

hare-Ie.L;^ed, iialle^-, or over-halted ininhn^Jui nieii

slaiuhn,^ in the bacl;,^'' aind.

^'unv to wa-. there, and McKeii/ie. Sonierville

cau.^ht si'^lit of them ahno^t immediately, looking

out for him with liand--hadeil eye- from the

elevation (;f some blue- petroleum ca-ki on end.

The ft)rmer, a tjueer li,;ure m Aii:j;lo-Ja'pane-e attire,

in a black bowler hat, teum- llamie'-. aiul a

brilliantly bine, llowered /;;r;,v';,\' ; the latter m
immaculately white ducks and a wide-bi iinmed

paiiama, perched well lorwird over lii- face.

They waved their hats .is tluA' caiii^ht ^i.;ht of

Sonierville. To both of them he w.i- a tiedi

importation from the \\"e-t ; to McKeii/ie "a w.e

l)it o' iiame," thoiiL^h Sonierville liad in taet Iks n

born far south ot the Tweed.

Soon the steamer wa- alonij;-;de, and tlie coolies

swarmed acros- her decks.

Yuuujto and McKen/ie were the two tlr^t lands-

men to step aboard, and they ca^jeiiy made their

w.iv towards Sonierville. wlio stoenl ori tlu- fiiivje of

the little crowd ot pa-senyc! > which was blocking

the alter L^'am;way.
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"So you've tiii'iied up all ii,uht," cxclaiiutd llif

Scotsnia;,, with i tiriii but uiuK'inoii.^trativc ,i^ra<p of

the hand. "'I'licii- aic jMcntv ol pwMy i^nJui la-acly

to lo>L' their heart- to ytni— lor a consideration,

and old Vunioto " (tlie person reterred to glared

comically at the ^-pi al<er) " kcip-i a capital -ttueol

Gleiihvet \u a ridiculous paper-[KUielled ciiptii>aid,

which 1 always feel uielmed to put my ii^t thiou.;h

in-5tead ol unfasten."

" IrasEJuiinuiJii " he^an Yumoto, at last seizin:;

hold of SiMiierville's hand.

" Which, bem^ interpreted, means in his ania'inL^

lingo ' Welcome,' " put in McKeii/ie.

" What he says all right. Very good wlii ky, my

b(jv, at my (jl'tice just along there. .McKen/;e c^nie

in olten, very often. Busincs- i* Xo ; whisky." .And

the little Japanese shook wath laughter at the -ly dig

he had given his big, sandy-haired, loo-e-hmbed,

Glenlivet-imbibiug frieiul.

"Hold hardl" ejacuLtt-d the latter good-

ternperedlv, "more ah(jut the wl.u ky anon. Hut

let's ^ct hold of SoUKiA ille's li^ht baggage, and away

tiom this crush. The coolie- can biing the I'e-.t."

" Hi !" he called out to a sm.ill coolie who was

staggering along under a huge cal iii li ui:k, and on

the back of whose blue cottrni tunic a white disk as

large as .i dmner-plate was embla/on.'d, " bring all

the lionoura'ole Englishman's au,^ii-t luggage"

(spelling out the name, and handing the coolie a

label torn olf the bag Somerville was him-elt

carrying) " up to my iKuise, Dura Hill."
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'' .\',!i n li.ul,i, li()---," rrjtiifd tiic in:m, witli a

p'.LM^c-d ,1^1111 a-- Ik- i.i;;L;rrL'tl aloM- llu- L^uv^way.

" It'^ all ri:;lit," saul Mi Kciizil' ;
"cniiii- altui-."

It wis (iiilv al'Miit a imruhrd .tiid liltv vard-^ to

\'uiiiuto\ ollice, wli'ali \va^ i i.^lit <Mi tt.r Ijuiid, and

faced the laiidiiiL^-sta:;r ni (luc ol tlic piiiKipal

JapaiK'-c ^tt-aiu-,hip conipanics.

Fniin tlic brilliant noDiulay stinsliinr, which

vtriick up t'iii!ii tin- Miifacc oi the watr|- i.i Mindm'^

flashes, Ilia- the Woi Ian--, ut' inmiiiu-i able hrho-

^raph-^, and the licat nl tin.; quay, it wa-. a relief ti>

pa-^-, uito tlie shade and cmnpai ative coulne-,-, ul

the ini[Mactical)le-l<iul;ni;4 otiice.

Si liiu-i'ville \va> bu'di inteie-ted and amused bv

tlie ^1iai;,L,e Mendin_:^s ol Ea-t and \\'e-t wIikIi it

displaved. A climb up a th!^ht uf rickety wood.en

stair>, that tieinbled and creaked under ^b !\en/ie'>

ponilerous tia'ad and the liambi)o i.ul o! which

-hi\'eied C'liivuhivelv wlieii any one laid a hand oil

it, brought them to the narrow lacqULi -panelled doi >v

on which huuL^ a snia", cjiiaint l)i()n/e knocker,

re[ires(.-ntin_u; a Japanese a!"ti>t'> fantastic conceptie.n

of a dolphin.

When SonierviUe, who>e ^lan:^ deii;4natioii wa-.

'
i^;////;;/ liatl been thru-t into the seat ot honour, a

revolving pedestal chair s;ilvai;ed tioin tlie saloon of

An En:^li-h steamer list on Hirado Shiina, he was

able to observe thin^-.

Opposite him, fa-tened to the ^^reyisli wall with

four larye |apanese hairj^ins and soine pieces oi

-;iimmed stamp pa[-)er, was a fl imini^ red, oian.Lje and



WELCOMING OF THE "GRIFFIX" 2:,

hl.iclc pn^tvr of Cliu-ct's di'pii.-tiii^ in -t.irtlin^ po^c

I t.tvoiink- (i,iiK'L-r at tlit- Cit'c cK'-. Ainb.i^-.idcurs ; .i

vcritablL- cclio ot lioiiu: to Sonn ivillr, tic-li fiom

P.ins and the Oiiarticr Latin. Near tlic ah>urdiy

trad littli- lacqujixd ciiidioard which hiiiii^ in tlic

cMiiK-i of the wall near hi^ dc^k, and from whicli

Yunioto proeeeded to extract tlie lar,L;e brown

^tjiiarc bottle to winch McKen/ie had lefeiied so

iiivitniL;Iy, wa-> d\\ i*Ji^li-.h poster, aLo ot theatrical

nn[^ort, alon'_;>ide an ideah-tic panel of IIoku->ai'> on

a bull-coloured ground. Leiie itli this liun:^ a line

plioti! i)f St. j(jhn'> Colli.-'^e, llanked by t;ne ot the

Liacc de la Concorde lnoknii; up the .Avenue des

Champ-> Llv-,ee>, and a panoramic view of Nagasaki

taken Irom the heights of \'emis Hill behind the

foreign settlement ; whilst the rest ol the wall -^paee

was uiostlv covered with steamship bilU, colouretl

pictures iVoni ilhi-trate 1 paper--, ,ind almanacs ot

iMuopLan shippiii,;^ tiruH.

SomerviUe's seuu-sarcaslic comment conceiiun-^

the hetero;;eneoUs cliaracter ui the ait di-played to

Ills astcjnisjied gaze brought torth Yumoto's in-

variable defence ot lus taste.

" It is true Art, a mixture of all a is -uch as that

in wiiich vou Used to revel m the Kue de la (irande

Chaunuere," he replied, ^milmg checitully as he

pushed m the glass ball of a soda-spht with the

top i)i a slender ebcmy ruler ;
" it arrests attention.

Art sliould be one big po-ter if one is to sfll one's

pictures ; that is what your frieiul Semperson used

to s IV when I discu-,-ed the oiie-tion with him after
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iiiv 11)1 ii-niiv^'- ^tiulv .it till' SiJiboniie. lie Cf)u!cl

iicvrr
'

1 .iilMliini; liii;, ^1) he f.iilr.l."

"Now tli.it tlniv.; nwv thcr.'," cijiitiiiucd the

speaker, alter a iMU-r ncciijii'-d iii tliinkin^ the

hcMlth aii.l tiituif pio-pcntv nt the newly arriv;;J

iin/lin, pMiiitin,^ to llr- ['ii^te!" !>v (."liii ct, " i->, .n the

I'liiiih havt- it, 'a Mnw in lli'; eye-.' Xn mw who

eiiteis inv iilVice ran i )VJi lo' ilc i',s oUvimut inei it-..

It 1 , nini'Lowi", ^1)11(1 lor liu^ine>-~. you
"

JUit MeKen/ie hmke in. " l)i y up, oKl chap,

that's another stnry. Let's _qet something; out of

Soinerville."

And then followed a torrent of questions eon-

cernin'.', We-^tern thiiiL;-, the doinLjs ot the !ell<nv-,

in I'ari-- aiul Li>n(l'P., and nuinerou> mtrre-ted

mciuii; - after tin/ pre-ent position of -everal of

the aIti^t-^' mniUK and lady art --ludents of th.e

( )iiartier Latin.

l'"or McK'en/ie, be it reinaiked, Wdulcl have h-cen

an artist could he liave made uiwiicy llu;rcby, an 1

IkuI pa^~-ed tifte',-n niDiitlis in the schdul-, ere he

di-ci)Vired he could iiot. lie was now niaki:!.;

nioni'V, and o^teii'-iblv pursuini; ait with a ^nlall 'a'

as manager of a Japanese porcelain lactory near

Kai;o Street.

Sonierville sati-licd all Meivenzie's inquiries

IM'oin'pted bv lioniedninL^fr and Yuun»to's stiuli-

<.)U'-lv pt)lite one> atiei llu- youn^ lady students at

the Sorbonne, and Uiv luilitlii.'i^ at the Cate d'llar-

court. who used to admire hir, '_;ay-culoured kiuicii

blue-ta-selled skull cap, and comical yellow face.
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111. rccollcrti-.i;. r,t ;i cltUmi lively little 1
uly

niLkn.mird " D/iui-Sipli-n " by tlu- .tudriit., .mi

account <>t her ^miill -:/c ;ind vtlnvc^cinu spirits,

were cut ^hort by the rumble .md r.ittle of the

mailboai bluwiii.L; oit steam.

Somerville st.iittd, for the detonations shook the

room, and rattled the outer shutters and the shdm-

paper panels dividin,:^ ilfrom a stoieroom, as though

the whole 1 ibric were about to collapse,

Vumulu smiled and calmly uuxed another

drink.

" Vou will ,^et used to it," he said
;
" my office has

stood tw(j earlhquakes, it is very Inin."

McKen/ie frankly laughed .it Somerville'-, .U.irm.

But to the Litter theie w.is .omethim; terribly

uiisub-t.uitial about tlie whole piemi>e..

With the -huttm^^ i'lf of the -team on the liner,

the miii'ir noi-es of the cpaay a^ain became ap-

parent : sharp, clear voices ; the clan.; of h.unmer.

on iron; the screech of steam wiuclie-, and crane-,

swavni" cat car,^o, in unl-^on with the brilli.int,

iiaish sunh-ht out^de. The reverberating^ bo.an,

bot)m of a 140; set the sunny .lir iiuiverin.L;. It

was that of the iihmto mona-terv, .md its sound

reminded McKenzie that he was ilue at home.

"We'd better be ,uettm,^ on," he said to Soir.e:-

ville. "You'll be gl.id of something to e.it, even it

old San-to, our cook, cannot entirely b.ieak tree

from native habits sufTiciently to serve u-> u real

Kur.aneaii meal. Yumoto. old c',,ip. you'll drop in

tor a smoke tu-night, and if you see youu'j, Fulkard
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Ii.in',;in:4 .iioiui.l (hmii.; thr d iv, trll lii;n U, comr
n.Lilit ;il(i:!.4 tdo."

^'^lIl^>Il) iiiifMril. Ill' uniilil bf ^uvv to turn up,

lie s.iid , aii'.l liL- ^iiiili-d (,()mpl.irc!itlv .it lii^ \\i\ n-c

t)t the kIidiii.

"And how," c.illrd he alter them. :is thi'V were

.^oiii',; i^in^erlv down th • >t,i!!-^, " i> M.irl.inie '/

"

MeKrii/.if l,iii.;hcd a h!tl<- iiiuointoitaMv, and

upli( (1, " \\i y wril, thank .."

Soinnvillr l(io!;.d my-tilK-d, and -aid i:ujui! ni;;iv,

"1 didn't kiMi'A' ywii wrrc niaiii'd, old (hap."

" No / " ifjihi^d hi> fi iiiid. " ^'olI will -(.<_ what a

ehaiiiun^ hltlc jK-i-on l\alal:iiii i-,."

l""i
'
un thr ti i[i I >\ thi- th^ht < .1 out-^iilc -'air> \'nino1o

snulcd. Ill, niiL;ht hiw lo ii;id a witr Imi- Soinci-

viile, lie ihwii'^Iit. It wa. icahv woiuh-Mul how
roii-laiil Mel\rii/ir\ alKLtion-- -till udi-.
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Tin: MAX AND Tin-: womw mkkt

u

WVy two nifii took tliL'ir way

.iIdiil; tho J)iiM(l towards the

cistern '-idc ot tlif harbour.

A birc-lr^^iil, bliiL'-j.ickLtcd

/1\ ^^^Kr^il C'^olii.', wr.uin;4 upi 111 his bullct-

,(i_^J^* • jy 11 -hajTil head, an aiitiqiiatrd

^'"''^^^^(jiK i
i'li lu'Inict, no loHL^ir whit-,

and (ii-naiii'jntc(.l witli a sprawl-

in:^ yellow dra'^on across tlio

tVi )nt, was carrvniL! SonicrviUc's

li^ht baq^iaL^e tied to the wooden frame on his

back.

McKen/ie's hou-e was a bit further "out of

t )wn " than ino-t of tho-e of the forcii^n merchant^.

bi fact, it clunc; on tlie hilKide ratlier c!o~e to the'

upper fniK'c of the native town, -tretchm.^ to

the north alon:^ the Ti)kit-u road, beavinq the

blinding; glare of the waterbide, McKenzie struck
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i;iltM.l. A tinii tM t!i- ii.Jit. .i;','l lliiM;i_h a

nanuw, -lii'l-.l p.illi. lli' v pm n.nl tluir w.iy

p.ir.ilUl 1" tlic ipi.tv.

S.lllUTVillr t.llkril lltti-'. Hi W.l. Ilntlll^ til'

(lu.iintiu --- of ivnytlim,:^. li' i'^' .ihi,-i>t .i> flioii^li

he li.id l.illrii from the i 1' nvl . irit" .i wo'.ld m1 u;i-

I, i';tv .iii'l ,1 1'>\vn "f lov liiii-f,. I-'i'iin tlic

iKiIcdiiv <'t ,1 bi- ^liiii^lc-r. i..}\-!l (7(,;v<7 'Ica-liou-c)

a (|<'/>/;.f Miw ki--<is to tluin licisii Im r tiii.,> i -ti',i> a->

tlifv p. I- .•(! lip till- lno-c-p.ivi-'l a-L-'.'iit. Till- liad

liappciud till) (ittrii to the s-a-oind Mclv.'U/ir tor

limi to do nio:c than -ini!r. -hake hi- iuad, and lmII

out,".!/,//,; Kr.r.iiu, >;;cav;;;o'H "— a va^Uf proiui>e

for thr tiiiu' whah iirVfr conic-., m lann'iiibrancc of

Katakun San at Iiosiic. To So;n.TviUr, thr ncwr-t

of ;')7//;;;s m thi- tlo^vny Lmd, the vciv act oi tin.'

httU' woman \va- in il-<h ili.ii nun.:^, .in I the po-c of

the dainty h:-;nrc, in it-, b; r^htdined kuncuo and

i-kilior.itclv tied e/'/, appi-.iU-d to hi- .iiti-tic scn-i'.

Sccin'4 he w.i- mchiied to h>!ter hi- eonipanion

kiuqhed.

"Come .ilon^;," he excLumed. " ^on Will ~ee

heap- of prettier .;^-//.\; and -.nu iiii:,'-, and with M:--

Siimonio there yon w^uid scaict_ly touch the friiv^e

of romance."

'riiell. lor the U -t ol the way up the -iopiii;^ -lieel

alon.ui which tliev went, now mlo h.u di -h.ido'A-

c'.earlv delined as thor,L;h painted m I'lyne's gi'^^-y

on the vellowv reddi-h -oil, ;uid then across

p.itche- of sunlight of almo-t blindin^^ intensity.

McKen/ic told him ot Mi-s Sumomo - errant
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I

.UliitiMiis .iml h'T m uiv tli.iinnni^ pccculilloc^

—

stories wlni li, Imc uisc -luii tliiiiL;- .w hr ^.v.uc

.ill tlir W'liM over, Ncenud to SniiuiA i!!c li> -m ick

t.iiuili.u Iv I it the < Vi.iitifi' l,,itm.

At irn-lli tli'V ir.ulud till' liMiiM', jii rJi( (1 up

;ib(i\c llif r<n'l nil ,1 I'lrcf <>i i(n.k .l4,lm^t tlif liill-

sulf, til wIulIi Mc!v,ii/i.', in ,iii oiitluu^t of n.ilioii.tl

ardoiir, li.i'i ;;ivt ii tiir n.iim' " KcLlt.iicli,iii "— .i

w-'ii] uliah In • |.i; ,inc->f friciui- iii'l acquaint.mcc^

could IR-ViT coriiTtIv p!o!iou!u;c.

Tluoii-li .1 litilr I'.mil'i'O wuk'.-t, uji .1 lli^lit of

inini.ituir ^ttp^ cut iii tlu' iihI:, nii ulinh i;av-

colourrd li/aiiU wcif suuimiL^ llimi-flvr-, .iiid .ijoii-^

.1 -'o[iin,u, pl.iiit-bortk'icd p.itli, .uui tlicywcrc on tlir

Vi'i.uid.ili.

Ouitc a fair--i/''d L^irdtii lav at tlir h.ick of the

li"U-f; tlic w.iv tliiv li.id coniL' w,t> Ml l\cu/ic'^

--hort-rut.

At tile -ouiid of tlicir fiMit trp-. .1 panel d'ior .it

tlic furtliff riid of till' vciMiid.ili u.is slid bark,

and a little ti'.aiie emu- iunniii;4 with ^hort, qirak

-tcp-i towaid-- th; in. It \v.l-^ " M.itl.iine " McKcn/ic,

ie>plL'ndcnt in ,i kim.no of [le.ieli-liued --ilk cni-

bmidired with '-:lvc-r cliiv-anthenuiin>, .and bound

round at the w.u-t bv a bro ir) --kv-b'ue c!'! tied

behind ni ,i hu'^e but'' itiv biAV. W'lien slie (an_,!it

-i^ht of A!i;^u> heit.ue h:;hted up witii .i -nnle of

welcoiuc, -ti.inL^ely conipoundevl of .iclnni .ition .tnd

deference tor her "very nuich bii^ European

husband."

Then slie cau^^ht ^i^:.iht oi S(anervirie.
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«:;./:;, ui^lunnia>tn, wclconu'," -lie cxckuincd,

pro.tr.-it.n- lui-rlf cpuuntlv. md then on n.in-

sri/i!i'^ Ills h.nid " Iii-let-lt w.iv."

Slic WM. vcrv clKinniivJ, thi> (kiintv. doll-like

l,,tlr wonrin. who sc.uccly .tood hi-luT th.iu her

1m" husband's elbow.

SonuTVillc h.id sc.nccly ti-nr to appreciate her

prettines. er- with a little lau-h -he vanid.ed into

the e.:.rs////ti (Hvin- room) which .,pene<l on to the

verandah. Through the thin >/• -; her voice could

be heard cxhortni- S.m-to theo^ok io serve tifhn

without dtl.iv.

The wonderful barene-^-.f the room into wlncli

MeKen/ie, after kiekin- oil hi- sho.-, led Somer-

ville, with the ho,pit,d>le remark that he w:i. to

con-ider it hi. own particular -l.p of terntorv for

just so Ion,:; a. he hked, struek the latter with a

sh-dit sense of Hokition. ll wa. more bire than hi.

sometime -tudio m the Kue de Madame, and how

immaculately clean 1

The spotless mattin-, on winch it seumed nnpns-

sible that anvthm- more delilim^ than sunbeams

eould vet have fallen, or at W(M--t the feet of the

little mistre-s of the houM- shod m suowv-whde

ctton /.//'/, brought almost a -eii-e of chill to his

,.,„,ul. which h.id not vet been elean.ed from the

numorv .>! the p,nnt->tained parquet of h:^ nuartier

1 u.n home. In a corner was the neatly rolled-up

iH-d a Ion- nvattres.-diaped cu>hion aHmit tour

inches thick, covered in some daik blue fabric,

^vah a short boMer for p.Uow - this latter an
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innov.ition of McKciizic's, who li.ul never t.ik^Mi

kiiidlv to OIK- of acaci.i wood like that in which

Mad, line's elaborately coiffured head wa^ wont to

repose.

A deck-chair, a copper jar on a bracket with

a flower -pot of Imari ware of ele,:;ant form

and chaste co'.ourinL,', which plea>cd Sonierville's

artistic sense, and a vase in one corner near the

wind(nv tilled with spri.i^s of pinky-while jihini

blossom, the tlowers rendered wonderfully tran^-

parent by the bro id --h ift of sunli,L;ht whicli -hiuk

in under the overhani^ing eaves and fell upon them.

That was all,

"You cm fix up your paintini; traps here ri,:;lit

awav," McKen/ie's voice struck in whilst Sonier-

viUe was inspectiiiL^ his surroundings. "This way,"

— sIioviiiL^ back a panel, which ran almost silently

in itr, wooden .grooves—" leacU into the .garden.

That is Katakuri's iris pond. Pretty, i^n't it ? It

is slie who must show you round. She knows

heaps more about the tiowers and tb.in:4-> than I do,

and s'ne speaks pretty f-ur Enc^lish. Besides, you

will have to learn something of the lingo, or you'll

find your models dull."

The view from the end of the verandah, which

ran round three sides of this strangely fragile little

house perched on the mountain-side amidst the

bamboos, pine>, and maples, and huge, gloomy-

looking cryptomerias, was m.igniticent. Far below,

the almost landlocked harbour lay placid and >till

ii 1 : J, - ,..;4.i, :* . ^.,].^^ f..^^. Iwn*. -.ti/-!
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there di-.uiilvNi by tlie iiVii[^a)ii fliUm'^ :ib'jut like

legless w.iterflies wilh tr;iilin,:; a,:',itatcd tails. Aw.iy

iiciuss the harbour \v,ir> the j^ap bctwecii the lull

'

by which the liiier had entered—a darker, narrow

slre;;k vl water, into tiie comparative gloom of

which several white-saiKd junks were slowly

driltmg wilh iiie tide. The road up which

Somerville and McKen/ie had climbed stretched

awav like a ru-ly red ribbon down towards the

flat-roofed setUement.

As tlu V were contenvjlating the outlook a soft

pitter-patter of feet soumled along the malting of

the passage lead.ng to the room. A panel was

slid back and Katakuri San appeared, a pretty little

figure, apparently artiiicial enough to have stepped

bodilv olt .1 fan or some rice-paper screen.

"Tit'lin is ipiile made," she exclaimed, with the

neare-t approach to a luiropean housewifely smile

of pride Hitting acio--^ her litUe tinted face, making

an elaborate bow, .ilmo-t a prostration, the while.

"Will the great, hoiKuirable Englee^li sir have the

august pleasantness to arrive?"

"The great Engleesh sir" tickled Somcrville's

sense of humour immensely, a-, did also the

quaint pronunciation of his mother-long" , wilh

a parrot-hke monotony of voice.

McKenzic laughingly explained.

"
I loid K itakuri," lu- -aid, " that you were a great

friend of mine. She m -understood what I meant,

and is, I'll go bail, a bit disappointed in your size."

It wa-j evident that Madame McKeiuie had
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Icirncd her En,^li>h sfntcncoa by heart, fur ^hr

app;ir. ntly I'.ii! 'cl to (-imlc comprchciid wh.it her

hnsbnnd w.in b.iyisiL^.

They went to,L;elher into t!ie cdshiki, on tlie spot-

le-^ UKittin:^ iloiM" ot whicli the me.d w.is set, .'i

nondescript ;irr.iy of food over who.-^e prep;u\ition

old San-to had atru^-led -gamely, tlioii.i^h somewhat

uniucce^^fully, to transmute Eastern theories of the

cuHnary art into \\\ -tern (h-he>.

Katakuri San ll:tted about, very proud tlial

Somerville treated lier .is tlie wife of the bi., Scot-^-

ni:in—the colour of whovj hair and complexion

ab.vavs reminded her of tlie simset seen fmrn

Kompuayama when it is hazy—for Mr. Yumoto

never seemed able to treat her so.

Everythini^ was deli,:^htfully fredi to the new-

arrival : the little woman in her ipiaiiitly arli-tie

dre-s, a blot of colour in the white bareiie-s of the

room; the brilliant sunshine, winch nolhuiL; could

bv;emin,i;!y prevent streamin.u^ m through the in-

terstices of the shcji, makm.:^ ladders of h:^ht on

which piartieles of dust floated like the interminable

au-dance of gnats, and the quaint insuiVicieney of

the numerous di-hcs, soup, hsh, meat and fruits m
bewilderin,^ forms.

Katakuri San, moreover, evidently regarded

Somervir -' with favour, fnr ^he tried per-evernigly

ti) converse with hnu in the -tiaiiLie mixture of

Japanese. Eiv^li-h, and iMeiich, nio^t of winch she

Iiad picked up ere McKenzie had started house-

keeping with her.
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She sent liuth men into ro;ir- of l,ui,:;htLT, ju.l ;h

Mi(.-S;in -.1 pretty little m;u(l—was handin.c^ round

the L-n\uiki (.u-,a--co;i(ed pliun>) by d.clarint; with

prettv solemnity, aftrr evidently much thnii.uht, tlr.it

" /,. KnuK'edi vellv Iv.;; honourable Irieiid must lind

a n;;/ niui."

"Which bein'4 mterpreted mean< 'a wite' to

inana.i^e your prospective hour,ehi)Ul," explaii-.ed

McKen/.ie.

"Vou white wile liave n.^t? Vou honourable

Kn-!eedi woin.in brin,:^ not?" du: continued m-

(iuirin,i;ly, wlien the two men had ^Vn\i^ lau-hin.L; at

lier remark and the serious hnes which so important

a ^u,L;;4e>tion liad caii-ed to creep into her delicately

rou.i^ed checks and ivory f(M-el)ead.

"Xo," an-^wered Soinerville, with an emphasis

which -he understood to be a-surin,q.

"
1 you one bnn-, iV-n" slie exclaimed gleefully,

the match-inakin,i4 m-tmct akindle in her little soul.

"So bi-. not one little bi.i; piece bi<^,i;er." And

jumpin;; up from her kneeluiL^ portion ^hc

Mretclied out lur liaiul> with a ,L;raceful -esture on

a level with her own ^p.'.rklIn- and roguish-lookin;^

eyes.

"Observe lier sen>e of proportion, old fellow,"

said McKer.ae smilm.i^. "It is not n-ht to her

thuikm.u that, bein- sliorter than I, you should

h.ave a little housekeeper as tall a- herself."

Katakuri San must liave thought that they were

1 ,1,;.,,^ •)< '"•'• Hi, Midi sli(> could not exactlv follow

the conversation, for she smiled a rather artiiicuil
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little smile, and sat down on the tli;n mat-like

Ziibulon (cushion) in silence.

McKenzie did not return to his ol'iice as he usually

did after tilfin, and the two men >-at on the verandah,

which was on the side of the Iiounc overlooking the

town and harbour, smokincj and talking over old

times. The sometime artist, but now uurchant, was

ca^er to hear h(nv his old chums of the Ouartier

Latin fared ; and Somerville was only too willin;^ to

talk of the place which had for the 1 i4 live years

been h(Mne to him.

Vumoto and Folkard came up quite early, and

then over coffee and ci^^ars the four men talked on
;

Katakuri San li:-,tenin,L^ with strained attention for

tlie English words she knew, as they spoke of F-*aris,

London, European politics, and their mutual frieiuK.

Then they discussed Somerville's plans till the du-.k

becjan to enmesh the hillside, the sky assume a deep

blue tint powdered with j^old du>t, as the myriad

stars came slowly out and the harbour became an

irregular-shaped grey pearl, turning to black as the

night drew on apace.

Down below the lights of the town sparkled, and

here and there along the black ga.->hes, which

indicated the streets, paper lanterns carried by

pedestrians or swung from the balconies of tea-

house<, gleamed fitfully. Each sauipdii and junk in

the harbour had its own gay retl, orange, o:- pure

white )) iper lanterns, which were >o numerous, that

Somerville was milled nito tlunking thai ther^; was

a /c!c.
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Into tlic fill thvr recesses of the bay and liillsides

the Orient Qitccii, wliicli was coalin.i^, Hashed an

improvised electric -earchh^ht, tliiowin.^ into ^Uowj,

relief the :-liippiii;4, the hou-e-, and Ih- crowds of

pt'ople gathered alon,:; the hinid, llie inch>tinct

nuirnuiiof who-e v.ne./^ Ih Kited up hi.e th.e breakni;;

of sea on a sandy ^h'nc.

Once the bhndm:; beam of h,L;ht r.,idied into the

verand.ih and startled Katakuri San so violently that

she declared that she had seen a IhiL-iuomo (;;liost),

and cowered frij^htened at McKen/ie's feet.

"It is bad, velly bad," she exclaimed, almost in

tears of vexation at havin;^ shown fear before tliese

En_L;Ii^lnne^.

" Yes, it isn't nice," agreed ynim.Li Folkard sympa-

thetically. " It makes thin;.;- look tawdi y."

" Kobs the ni-ht of its pnetry," said Somervillc

musini^ly, as ;he sky -eemed to be cut off from them,

" and turns ihe kind-capc into a Caran d'Ache—all

hnes and realism, a mere silhouette."

Yiimoto was commercial. " But it enables us to

see thini^s," said he.

Katakuri San shook her elaborately coilfured head

(hssentingly as she remembered its blinding Hash ni

her eyes.

<'\Ve could tell if there were an enemy in the

Mc'^anu Chaimel," Yumoto conliiuied. "And then

what a wonderful tlnn.u electricity is! It will revo-

lutuMiise 1 ibour and the commercial world."

-^, . - -i- —1 -- *i.-. ^ ^'J '>' »•»-» ^^/i.it-n

1 lie 11 iiie iuur nien a; -;i.;eL; :i;i v;;-^ i ;•.;.•.: •; 1 1. ••-:- r :.

p:o-iessfrum Iheir individual points of view till it
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^nt l.itc. But at last Katakuri San took two paper

lanterns, suspended from slii^ht bamboo sticks, from

the corner tor the guests and li,i;hted them, her

(lamty httle h.^ure haU' in shadow makin,:^ a pretty

picture as slie did so, the rou.L;e and bhinc de fcrlc

(,f Iier cheeks beini^ softened by the diffused oran.c^e

radiance which lighted them as she peered cautiously

into the narrow mouths of the lanterns to make >ure

they were burnin,^^ properly.

When Yumoto and his companion liad hnally

disappeared down the winding hillside path Somer-

ville and McKenzie went in.

The former fell asleep under his smoke-blue mos-

quito net with the eternal chirp of the cicadx- and

Katakuri San's voice in his ears, the last words

which came to him faintly through the panelling

being, " Yes, Fuji just the one sort girl for hiiu."

This' in Katakuri San's funny little drawling voice,

fullowcd bv a murmur of dissent from McKen/.ie.

Then a silvery little laugh, the clapping (jf hands,

and silence.
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ERY early next rnorninj^ Somer-

v;lle was awakened by the son^i^

of a grosbeak and the twitter-

\\v^ of tlie tree-sparrows in the

garden out^ide.

The last thini; ere turning in

the night before he had pushed

back one of the upper panels

(if the shoji, through which

now fell a ladder of golden

M.fl and tran>:ucent. He lay on his thin,

iiKittre^s-like bed, watching it through the ha/.e

formed bv the grevi^h-blue mosquito curtains, and

li^trmng lo the song of the birds. And as he did

M. he suddenly remembered what Violet De>borough

iKid told him about the latter. " Vou will only he.ir

,t if vou waken earlv or travel late," >he h;ul s.ud,

- !:-;. noon and duriiiL! the middle part of the day

4"

ht.
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oven ill the woods there is a stran.t^e hush of >tiHness

wliich leads maiiy travellers who sleep soundly, and

who do nut travel exeept in the middle liours of the

day, to speak uf Japan a-, a land without binLjin;:,'-

birds."

With histhou;4hls of what Violet Deshorou^h liad

said came thoughts of her. He lay and wondered

whether slie had already proceedetl to Tokio or

was still aboard the Orient Ouccn down in the

liarbour below, waitin,:^ to j;o on by it to Vokoliaina.

He remembered she had said she was undecided

what she would do until she i^ot a letter from her

aunt at the post-olTice on the Bund, which she knew

would be awaiting her.

He wondered someuhat vaguely whether she

would ever think of him, and then his thoughts trailed

off in speculation concerning what might have hap-

pened had only Mrs. Thirston's ofticiousness not

forced his hand, and—the voyage lasted no longer.

At leniith fi>j liiiht became stronger. Outside

(he sun was climbing up from the sea and over

the hills to pour a flood of soft radiance into

McKenzie's beautiful garden. San-to could be heard

nnning about humming some dirge-like song;

and the boom, boom of an incoming steamer's

siren signalling to the look-out on Iwo Shinia

lloated up from the harbour and re-echoed amid

the hills surrounding it. Then away U) tlie we^t

came the shriller hcream of a whistle at the Imperial

Dockyard, then the sound of a clock striking down

in the Foreign Settlement.
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I'ii>liiii_q tlic curtains (if hi-, bed a-idf, Sonicrvillc

rolled out from lu-nc-atli what iir had already face-

tiously named tlie " nieal safe," and looked out

lliron':;]) the s//,/;.

Ai lo--^ the ^ard'-U came the soul; of the ^roslH'ak,

;ind lioin a tiee hard by a biullnuli was scndim;

hack a nniekin'4 waible. Down below lay the

exquisite harbour, only ju^^t bathed in the soft but

clear early monun.i^ h,L;ht, which showed up every

junk, SiViipjii, and steamer on its surface as though

they had been carved c l of ebony or coloured

woods. The trader that had hooted at iwo Shima

was just coming through the narrctw passage of

scattered islets with a long black trail of smoke

behind Iier lloating back to Takaboko.

But it was to the garden that Somerville's eyes

turned. Near the pa'li up which he liad come the

day before was a plum-tree in blov.om, an excpii-

site tracery of blue-black twigs and branches thickly

encrusted with nacre-tinted flowers. Beneath it lay

a carpet of petals as though snow had fallen in the

hours of darkness. And further d^wn the path,

where a tiny britlge crossed an ecjually dmunutive

stream, were tiie ciicrry-trees Katakuri San loved,

with their blo>soms just about to burst the gummy

sheaths which held them.

Away on a bank uiuler tlie bushes and diminutive

trees, which bordered the garden on the hillside,

was a patch f)f tleep blue where a carpet of scent-

pine.

<K.. .1,
t ev'^i'ess aiv.

!
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\s he w.is woiKk'iiiiLi ;it the fXiiui-itc br.iuty of

uiis little .^:irdcn, he he.ird the sntiml. ni <Uvn\y^ \\\

the afljoinin.<4 room, with an .locomi'aniiiunt ol

.\:,U'en/ie\ tone-, ^-peakiii- J.ii' iiie-e, ami the luoie

triMe ones of Katakui i San.

A few minute^ later and tli'MC was a rap on the

L: jLiiin whicli served as a door leadni.14 into the

na>sa,:;e, tlie sharp noise of a small bron/e knocker

meeting; lacquered wood.

"Oliayo! " called McKenzie from outside.

<' Oli>i\o !
" replied Somerville, addm.i^, after some

tl'.ou^jht, a polite phr.ise whicli Mi^s Uesborougli

iiad tau,i;ht him, " Oj^i^.ni lui^r.i."

The panel was ^lid back .md McKenzie appeared

lauL;hin,q at Somerville's pronunciation of the Li>t

two wolds."

" .And how have you slept ? " asked the former.

" Fir^t-rate," replied Somerville. " 1 have been

awake since live, and lay li-,tenin,i^ to the birds and

watchin,^ the lij;ht .Ljrow stron.i^er. It i-, exquisite up

here. But liow is Madame ?"

McKen/ie smiled.

"I think," said he, "you may as v»-ell call her

Katakuri S.m, at least when we are at faunllc. It is

Vumoto's politeness which makes him call lar

Madame. You will soon be,qin to feel that your

be-t manners iiie oi (.piite an inierior kind wlien

vou come 111 contact witli the people out

hell'.

'•C;^ \fi-;-. Di'sbn!''.v.!"h. IcL

markid Somerville.

to bL-i:eve," re
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Mclvn/K; .^I.uued at tlic vpcikcr narrowly, and

tliL-n --aitl, " And \vli')'> .Mi>s I )(_••>! mhou;;!! ?"

"A ,l;iiI c»n tin- steanuT. Slic's conic out to live

fi)r a tii!iL- with lirr pfvijilf ,it Tokio. 'I'licyVi-

-•anitliinL; in diplomacy; at Ic i t her niiclc i--, I

lu lu'Vf."

" I'ictty ?
" quirifd McKcnzif.

" Ivitlicr," iiplicd SonuTViIk'. '' lint wliy do yon

so paiticnlarlv a^I; ?
"

'• liccau.i'," Saul McKcn/.ic slowly, "
I tliou;4lit

there nii.i^ht be sonietlnn^ ni it. And then I should

liave to sce that yon don't .(•^ Yuinoto calls it, ^o

nap oil A i^ciiliii at the I'"uku-ya in MaruyaTiia-inachi,

or on one of the charniint^ frei-iuenter-^ of th-.- Sei-

vo-tei ni Ilama-no-machi."

SomcrviUe laughed a little uncomfortably.

"There is nothin,:^ in it, 1 can assure you. Miss

De^borou^h is a very pleasant and intelli;4ent youn,:^

woman of wh^m 1 ^aw a t;oijd deal on the Ciunt

Qnccn. She tried to teach me Japanese ; and told

me a lot of interesting thiiiL^s about the people and

the country. That is all."

" So much the better," rejoined McKenzie.

" For love is bad for Art, antl you oui^ht lo do well

out here. As yet Japan has not met with many

interpreters, nor has the country or the people been

over-painted."

Somerville smiled to himself. Even in llie Ou;ir-

tier .McKenzie used to enunciate his view.^ in much

the aiue way respectin,^ Art and Love, but he had

ne\er practised either very seriously. And now, no
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(loiil)t, Ik- (lid not consiiltr tli.it his position ,i,

ni.ui.i;^cr of the I'orccl.iiii Works \v.i-> of sutlicutit

artistic inonicnt to forbitl his indulgence m the

l.itter.

"You've '^(){ cverytliinL; you w.int, I hope?"
vjueried McKenzie, with ,i couipiehen^ive ^^I.incf

round the bare room.

"Ve—I's," replied hi^ friend onicwliat dubiuu-ly,

"if 1 CDuld have a wash."

McKenzie bur>t out lau;^hin;4.

" riicre's your washing kit ovir there," he '-aid,

after a iiau>e, pointing to a small bowl iii the corner

of the room, and a very ornanuntal but dnnmutive

jar which stood beside it.

"That!" exclaimed Somci villein a>tonishmcnt.

"Why, it's not so bi;^ as the ridiculous tea-cup

affair I found had sui'iiced for the ablutions of niy

predecessor in my room in the Kue dc .Madame. I

caiTt ^et a wa-.h in that thuiL;."

McKenzie laui;lu'd.

" I'n^ afraid," said he, " you'll liiid everytliin.c,' out

here on too Muall a scale at lir-t. Hut another

mornin,::; you can liave a bath—a real 'tub' Mich

a> most decent japs take every day or oftener,

and hot enouL;h to cook them, which does away
\Mdi the necessity for much w.ishmL,' between whiles.

liut this mornini^ Katakuri h.is aniKXcd it ; and I

re_i;ret to say my own leaks. San-to's yv)un,i;est .L;irl

fell into it .ibout a week ago when it v.as out on the

verandah, and they both rolled to-ether duwn the

bteps into the garden. And when I extricated
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hvv I foinid lh;it the shock of the l.ili Had km ckccl

,jut two of her k'L-th ;ind ^tartud sc-vcnd of the lulV.

nhs. It Icik. hkc a sieve now, and I don't want to

turn yonr floor into ,i swiinniin.i^ 'oath. If you w;uU

a ' tub ' tiMlay you li;id better .^ct out in the .garden.

The 'ake i- jn^t about h\:J, enou.^h ;
but mind tlie

,c;old h^h don't eat you, for they chdn't ^et a meal

\-e,.terday ;
Ivatakun wa^ m) excited at the proiuxt

of your ;u rival that she clean forL;ot to feed them."

'Mil cut the bath m the -oldh-.h pond tin.

morning," said Somervillc, "and try to clean my>elf

in the eggcup."

"Come out on the verand.di when you're

througl;," said McKen/ie, " I hear Katakuri calling."

"Oiilc ua>di ! OiJc misai!" -ounded down the

passage as McKen/.ie disappeared. And then came

the tones of Katakuri San's soft, gentle voice in

what was evidently serious conversation.

Somerville hastened over the rest of his toilet, and

pushing back the shoji strolled out on to the

verandah.

The hri,t thing he did was to search the harbour

and waterside of the Bund for the Orient Quc:ii.

He would perhaps h.ave been puzzled to exactly

explain why he did so, but he felt the mail steamer,

which had been his home for more than six weeks.

was as it were the last link between the life he had

led and that he wa> ju-t about to le id. And

besides, Violet Desborcnigh possessed a greater

interest for him than ' e had suppo-ed.

As he leaned against the wooden post of tiie
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verandah, whicli was painted a brick-dii>t rctl, and

swept his eyes across the harbour lie caught si,L;lit

of the Orient Qitccti moored witli steam up, her

white hull .^learning Hke ivory in the morning hght

and silvery plumes of vapour issuing from her steam-

pipes. These increased, and before long the tearing

concussion of the safety valves reverberated m tlic

still air, c.iusmg the fragile panels of the hoii-^e to

vibrate like tympani. Then a whistle sounded as

the mailboat cast oft her moorings and began to

drift round maiestically, with her bows pointing to

the narrow channel between Iwo Shmia and Kame-

no-shima.

Somerville watched her gathering way, and

leaving an ever-increasing, fan-shaped wake behnid

her, with a pa* of regret. He stranied his eyes

Uselessly in the vain endeavour to detect the identity

of the people on her pro. .enadc deck, and was so

preoccupied in doing so that he did not hear the

soft shoo-shoo of Madame McKen/ie's tabi-clad feet

along the matting of the verandah.

"Ohayo!" she exclaimed, after gazing intently

for a moment at Somerville's face in profile.

He started, and turned round.

Madame McKenzie stood in a little pool of sun-

light, which struck in beneath the rafters of the

verandah, a dainty little ligiire in .i bi i,^ht oiange

cotton l.iiiicno, into the fabric ot which was W()\ i

a pattern formed by sprigs of plum blossom, a

gayer garment than married women usually wore.

But then Mclvenzic loved colour, and she to please
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him li;id in.i'.l^' .i 1-iw of f i-hions of her own wliicli

h.icl ;it fii>t soniL-wh.it sc:inchUi>ccl her rilativcs.

Ikrf.icc h.i'\ th;it cliinty :i!tiiici;ility \vliich the ii-e

of rou.L^e and powder produces ;i delicaey of

nuance whieh would have done credit to an

I'jiL;Iidi fa-hioiv,iMe beauty.

Ti) tell tlie truth tliis ->aiue complexion had taken

her quite a while to build up, a. ^he had sat that

inornin,^ cio^.-le-^ed on the white maltin- ot lier

sleepm.Li chamber in front ( f her tiny dre-in.i^-chest

witli its numerous miniature drawer^ of camphor-

wood, and its circular mirror of polished steel

swm-m.^ between scrolU "f hammered bronze.

"
it is well to do honour to one'^ honourable

'^ue-t," she had sai 1 in a circumhjcutory phrase to

McKen/ie.

But at the back of her little mir.d lay the desire

to please, which Iiad been inculcated in her for

years before she became one of the most admired

attendants at the Fuji-tei restaurant in Ima-maclu,

;it which she had picked up a strange medley of

American, En,L;li>li, and French phrases.

Somerville smilm-, replied to her good mornm<;

in his best Japanese ; and then fell to a considera-

licMi of her a^ .\n artistic whole.

In that sense there could be no manner of doubt

that Katakuri San wa-. a succe-. He noted the pure

oval of her face and the soft peach bloom upon the

curve of her cheeks where the poitdrc dc n: blended

;;,,,,.,;-^,.pt,hlv with the vciiLlc fin. Her kwiono was

rather widely open at the neck, and displayed a



FIRST STRANDS OF THE WEB 49

throat and a suspicion of her shouldtTN, which were
plump and ahnost as wliite as those of a European.
In fact they were only liiitcd with tliat ^'olden ;^Iow

which had often plrased Ins artistic sense when a

beautiful Creole, named Hermione Doucet, was
\^<)>nv^ at Colorossi's, And where in many women
" salt cellar^ " appeared, with her there were only
dimples. Ik- noticed, too, that where the wide,

hanging sleeve of litr kiiiioiw fell away from her
upraised left arm, that the latter was well shaped and
her hands small. And as to her eyes, they were the

slyest and most mischievous he liad ever seen. As
Mademoiselle Katakuri San of the Fuji-tei Restaurant
in Ima-machi, she had learned to use them pro-

fessionally and effectively, as her capture of McKenzie
testified, and as Madame McKenzie she did not
make use of them less skilfully.

As she stepped to his side and gazed out over the
rail of the verandah Somerville was able to appreciate
the exquisite care which Katakuri San had bestowed
upon both her complexion and her coiffure. Her
mass of blue-black hair—coarse, it must be admitted,
but lustrous—was piled up high upon her shapely
little head, and in it were stuck some huge jade-

headed pins arranged like the "spokes" of u
conventional halo of semi-circular form.

"Your honourable body I hope itself has rested."

slie remarked, with a smile in a quaint mixture of

English and Japanese idiom. "And that the noise
oi the sparrows has not too early wakened you/'

Somerville was assuring her that he had slept well,
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;ind thattlictwiUuin,^ of tlic -ixinows was alto.^cthcr

(Kli-hlful, \vhc-n McKcnzic appcarc-d ci.i^arctto in

n.inuth, and wilh a opy ol U /V//7 jcunuil in his

li and.
" I've only ju.t ,^nt the mail tliat the Orient Cit:::i

liion-ht," he said, "and rcadin.i^ thi^ has nride nic

qtute^onie^ick, or, raU. '•, 'Ouanic:"' Mck. What

inncs we u^c-d to have, Snmcrvi'.le ! And tlic boys.

We would have been -o.n- home to roo-^t about this

tinu' in Pan> after a ' l.cree' ni-ht up on Montmaitre

nr ;vt BulUcr. And Suzanne, what a .Uirl !
She would

have made two of the l^i,--^'st .i^aJui down m the

town. And then there was Herinione. Do you

remember the mornin- we returned witli lier trom

the 'Ouatz' Art IJall wlun our ' lloat
'
took the tust

prize.^and she would insist on mounting; the pedestal

c,f the monument m tlie I'lace du Carrousel m her

ti^er skin and haran-uin- the Ser-ents de ville.

Those were davs. if you like ; and 1 sometime, feel

sick of the r.reelain Works (thou-li I'm makin,:^

money fast) and Ion- for the old, bare, duty studio

,n the Kue des Fourneaux, with its north li.i^lit

subdued bv dust. All which has been su-,L;ested/'

lieeonlmued, " bv this pira-raidi announcin- little

Pauline Devmoulius' suicide by charcoal. Poor

httle Pauline! 1 wonder how many time sketches

1 made of her whibt she used to pout and pretend

that all artists were c.^hon^, and po^ini; was the most

arduous of all the professions open to pretty .Uirls."

Sonierviile smiled at McKenzics vair; regrets con-

cerning the hfe he had abandoned. He had b.eard
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of Pnuline's mishap ere he left Paris. But such thincjs

were so frequent in the Quartier that a couple of

months IiacI servrd to dull any poignant re;^rct he
miLiht have felt at the time o\ the occurrence.

Katakuri San looked at McKenzie hxedly. She
could only j,'ather from his speech that it eoneerned
his former life about which he sometimes spoke to

her, and—a woman.
In her little mmd there lay dormant mostly. Ivit

occasionally very much the reverse, a dislike- of

foreign woinen, for so she classed all European^.
And that .Mck'enzie had spoken of women he had
known she quite realised.

After a pause slie ventured to say witli a wonder-
iu. mispronunciation of Pauline's name: " Paw-leen
Days-mow-len, who is slie, Kumataka ? "

usin.^: the

name which had been bestowed upon McKenzie on
account of his piercini^ cjrey eves.

"A Ljirl I once knew in Paris, Katakuri," McKenzie
replied.

"One you used to love?" questioned Katakuri
San, with just a sli-^ht hesitation in her voice.

"Xo; one cannot love every woman!" said

McKenzie, witli a laus^h. "Can one?"
But she made no reply, and only turned away lier

face and looked out uito the sunlit ,t,Mrden.

Perhaps she remembered the numberless com-
pliments of the frequenters of old Tai-shr> res-

taurant ere McKenzie had carried her <.ii' to Iiis
Ii, .m 1.; .,K I ... _

j ,
1::i-^, •..:i:-^:; ;a^ aiUIU-jl UUCICT liic siiai-ioW ut VcUtlS

Hill.
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If she had been a European she would have said,

" Pauhnc Dcsnioulins— I hate her ! " hut she was not,

and so she turned away and her eye^ U;oked r)ut

into the j^arden, but of it or the town which hiy

beneath its boundary she saw nothing,'.

Thc-t\v) men th ittrd iucon^cquently for several

nnnutes concerning; the old life in the Quartier,

which tlu)>e who have lived in it can never

bani-.h from their memories. For life there is so

streinunis, so full of alternatin.i^ tragedy and

comedv, that it becomes bitten into them like the

lines of an etching upon a plate of steel or copper.

And all the while Katakuri San stood thinking

of the woman in Paris and of Somerville, with eyes

which saw neiUier the j;oldfish in the tiny pond

bineith the verandah mouthing anxiously for Hies

and insects which were over-bold in their flights

across its surface, nor the new wealth of blossom

on the plum-tree she loved, that had come to

replace the fallen petals of the night.

All three were disturbed by the creaking of the

verandah as San-to came along it to announce that

breakfa>t was prepared.

"A't'Hv," said McKenzie, without turning round.

And then, a,: San-to, a wrinkled-faced figure, disap-

peared into the house, he laid a hand upon Katakuri

San's shoukler. " Come," said he, "I am hungry,

and our honourable guest will be wanting his

breakfa-t."
-1 " •!' * ' 1 la-
bile luiiieO, .ilUi liiC lacc siic siioweii lO

McKen/ie, however sad it had been the nuuuent
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before when she looked out over the j^;irclen, was
smihng. For from the revered p.\i:;es of K.iibara's

"Onna Dai^aku " had she not learned in early j:;irl-

hood that she should never offend her husband or

male relatives, or even his relatives, with a frownin:^

face? In this "Whole Duty of Women" (which
a facetious American girl has called "The Whole
Gospel of Women—According to Man ") she had
also learned many other things which make for

domestic peace, even though they spell the cfface-

mcnt of individuality in women.
It was not easy for Somerville to squat cross-

legged in comfort upon a zabnton, which McKenzie
had by this time learned to do so easily.

"It is strange at first," said the latter, laughing at

the wry face of his friend, "but now I would rather

sit on a cushion at meals like a tailor than use a

lair.

" You much pain in your honourable legs have,"

remarked Ivatakuri San as she was handing round
the hsh, tea, uwchi (rice cake), and vicboshi (dry

salted plums), and noticed his discomfort. " Mi.-,ter

llolton, him a great man say bad words at our
abominable floor and zabiiton at first, but now
quite beautifully he shut up like Kumataka there."

MeKeiizie laughed, and explained that Mister

Bolton was an engineer in the Xaval Yard, some
SIX feet in height and with legs rather dispropor-

ti')iiatc!y long, and that by "shut up " Katakuri San

to sit down.

case witii ulneh iie now mana;'ed
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" lie IS ;i .i^rc.it chum of Kiitakuri's," hv explained.

" She Iki> ;i (juaint way of estimating; importance by

si/r, aiul 1 think still believes Bolton was some one

(jf ,u;reat mark in En.i^l.md."

"A'</;/i.'" exclaimed Katakuri San, with an inklin^;

that he was laughin.c; at her, addin,<4 after a pau>i',

as she cominchended what had been said, " U'nl:,i-

riniasu. Mister Bolton a very ^reat man, a very

important ollicer .gentleman."

As she was spcakin;; she rose to her feet, with

an alino-t imperceptible strai.^htenin^ of her lower

liml)>, .ind pushini* one of the karakami back in its

j^rooves disappeared.

"She has '^nwi^ to .L;et some biscuits," explained

McKenzie. "Slie ha> noticed that the )iu\hi haiiL;s

lire with you. 1 have been tryin.L; to educate San-to

into the way of preparing an Eni^lish breakfast ever

since 1 came up here, but to no purpose. And at

last I am .^ettini^ accustomed to all sorts of weird

thin.L;s which appear wlien Katakuri San and she

liave been puttin.L; their heads to.^ether."

Somerville looked somewhat despondently at the

array of small dishes which were spread out in a

semicircle in front of where Katakuri San had been

sittinj:;. He had been catin<4 all the lime (what he

knew not) and he wis still Iuuil^'v.

"
I suppose," said he at length, with a .^rim sort

of smile, "there's not a restaurant down m the

town wiiere I couKl g^-i a ^cj; ;irc nieali'"

"There is, '" plied McKen/.ie, "in iLima-no-

raachi. But no one takes a square meal at this
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tunc of (l.iy. And besides, K.it.ikuri S.m wniiM

I'rcl insulted be\'ijnd measure were you to -corn

Iier bre.ikf.ist, which I beUeve she thniks is qtutv.'

European, by jiroposiii^ to feed in tlie town."

" liut," ar^^ued St)uierville, " I've only had

samples. And Heaven only knows of what ! I

can't starve, man. And I

"

Ere lie could linish what he was about to say the

kaiahami once more slid alon;^ in its grooves and

Ivatakuri San appeared. Her face was ra'liant, and

^he bore in iier arms a tin of Americ.m crackers,

wiucli were only produced on slate occasions, or

wlien she wished to ^ive a lady visitor an .isl(jni-h-

in^ treat,

" Vou much like these," slic exclaimed, sealin.i;

herself with the biscuit tin between her knees.

"0(fi<<(/; iiasai, take much," htjldin^ out a tiny

jilateful, adtiin^ with the politeness which compels

the Japanese host and hostess to depreciate tlic food

offered, "They are very nasty kashi, but I hope they

your honour.ible stomach will please."

Somcrville laughed and took a handful of the

crackers. He had had a good many makeshift

and inadequate meals in the Quartier Latin during

the four and a half years he haci lived m Paris, but

none stranger than the present one. Even French

rolls and collee, he thought, are a better }ir(.paration

for a day's work th.ui the small slices of raw ti--!i,

sailed plums, ininutj cii[-»s of weak tea tlie colijur of

whivL'v -itifl (lie 1
1

' L- 1 > I-

'

witn \\ •),.,1, »,,. I, ,,I U. en

regalcti, not to mention half a dozen otlier myste-
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rious thiiv^s wlujsc nature lie luul not ventured

to :i>k.

He ate a ;;()()cl many of Katakuri San's "nasty

k shi" ere he felt the appetite \v!iicli had been

induced by the clear, fresh morniiii; air had been

in the least appeased. Had he glanced at his

hostess instead of confmin;^ hi> attention to the

crackers and conversation with McKerzie, he would

have noticed tiiat her face wore a look of almost

plaintive anxiety as she watched the precious

biscuits disappcarini;. To tell the truth, it was

the la-it tin, and Mci\en/.ie, for economical reasons,

never let her know tliat the fresh supply which

presumably came each tune from San Francisco

or Vancouver actually emanated from his office,

where he held stock.

At leni;th Katakuri San felt that she could without

impolitenc-s replace the lid ; and when this was

done lier face resumed that expression of tran-

quillity with which she had been tausdit to endure

buffets of fortune, lest her honour..ole Scotsman

should think she were growini^ ii.L;ly and dismiss

her with that ease of divorce which ma 'e her tenure

ol witeliood so insecure.

Down in the town below them a s^op' xnindecl

in the Shinto Temple, recalliiij^ McKe,i/.ic tc; a

realisation of the lact that he was already due at

his office in the Porctlain Works.

"
I must be i,oin^ !" he exclaimed, i^ettinc; up C)n

: . .» ,-k;,.i. Cf^..-..>..•;ll..

attempted to imitate. " Vou had better walk down
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witli nic, .iiicl yjicnd tiio n orn;.!!^ \vanclcrin;4 about

till tittiii, wlun I will meet yt i at Iclio-tci m Hama-
no-machi. \Vc shall [m-.^ it on )ur \va\

."

Katakuii San made a little )iiotic of disappoint-

ment at McKenzie's proposal.

That ni(;rniny, almost as soon as her eyes were

open, she had decided !iow deli^^htfiil a day she

would -jiend lookin.i;' on wliiNt Soinerville unpacked

hi^ things. The cases wine the coolies had st.ii;-

i^ered uiuLr and eventually placed ; i the room at

the far end oi the cii<^.jua (ver.intlah) must surelv,

-lie tliought, contain thin..;-, of i;reat intere-t ami

importance. And had not Kum itaka himself told

her very funny stories of lier honourable j^ui'^t's

paintings, and 'low he made pictures cjf women
appear in a ve: y few moments and in brilli;int

colours on pieces of canvas ti^ht on frames?

And then, perhaps, she had thought, as she lay

with half-closed eyes lookiiiLj at the sunli,L;Iit which

came in through the rainiiia which McKenzie
always left open for ventilation, in one or other

of those immense packin^j-cases there mi^ht be

some books with pictures in them. And K.itakuri

S,ui was fond ot pictures.

It was, therefore, with a sad heart that she' watchc!

Soinerville disappear in company with McKenzie
I'Ver the tlip in the road which ran alonu; the

bottom of the c^ai'den.

San-to wa> not an exciting t, mpanioii ; Mio-Sn
only sanleti when hci- n!i>t:c^s ta,|l:ed senijuslv, aiid

notwithstanding her honourable position which had
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"y\\.> Moriiin- C.loiy," " Mi->^ Sii',\v," :w\

Moon F.icr," who >till cntvit.iiiKcl tlic vr-itois

,it till- Kufi-tci, Liiviou^ .mil luT rcLitivcs pioiul,

K;it:ikuii S.m w.i-. otttii dull wlicii McKcnzic w.u

iiw.iv, .iiiil ;it tiuiLS oltui loll- • 1 inr her (>!:1 hic

of pli..i-,uic and LXcitciiiciU.



CHAPTER V

A 15hi:-STIN\; HAS IMPOKTANT K'KSri.TS

(M\K tli;m a iiioiitli had pa-^-rd

>incc SouKTViHi.' had landed

al Xai^a-^aki, and by that

I Umv, Willi the adaptability

ot a cosnu)p(jlitaii tcinpcra-

nicnt, he had already bf;;un

to feci at hi)nic.

" He sheds hi> ,t;iitVuiho(id

readily," Yumoto h.id e.\-

tlainied one eveniiit^ at the

Ihinazono Kestaurant in Xisliiyaiua Go. And the

phrase exactly described the bitnation.

Long ere thi^ the room which McKeii/ie had

allotted to Somerville had been converted by hiin

into a very fair semblance of a studio. And to

Katakuri San's eve^. it had become a chamber of

mystery and delight. Never, certainlv, had she

been in so " very mucii filled up :i luyu." And, to



GO A JAVANESE ROMANCE

tell llic Irutli, i)-: mt'vc sense of orderliness and

her deii;;li' .. :i e ^.-c vvd of different objects which

! ) n ilitateci a^.j.v-t . i :h a desirable thing were in

I '>n-i uit opp 11. 111.

1.1 this room, whu',- overlooked the most beauti-

ful coirer or he !;,.rdin, and had a distant view of

the wirj scaip -t '/rius Hill, the triple summits of

Shichi-Men /all arid At woods of the lower hills,

Somerville w:is ilrendy .^alherin;^ toj^ether bronzes,

brocades, fnia. . v are, porcelain, and examples of

IJ.m-ko jiott rv, liin.i^s which he h.id longed for

in Paris, md h.ul v.iinly sought to oht.un cheaply in

the markets and turio shops of obscure streets.

A beautiful bronze mirror with .i relief i f b.uiiboo

s[-irays on its back, which lie had fcjund bene.ith a

pile of (/i /);•/_, in tli-. 'lop of Hushiii in Funadaiku-

ni.ichi, ^lo()d in the coiner of the room upon an

upturned p,ickiii;4-ea>e. .-vnd into tlii>, the once

dulled suif.ice 1)1 :\v bri'li.uit as sunlii^ht upon still

w.iter, Kat.tkuri S ui was never tired of i^.iziiiLj.

In anotiier corner, on a ciuamtly-dchigned bracket

in the /.'.j-;;, '-;;/<?, or recess, Somerville had placed

.1 lit'le biou/e riuddlia, into whoae placitl face

il> maker h.ul put a wi.ole world of expression.

lUfore tlii-1 ii.^uie, ^Ieened with ai^e, which Kat.ikuri

S.iii wi>hed to clean off, Somerville once found her

p:.iyin,L; (lev. lutly, and in a moment of ctirioriitv he

had a--ked her tor wh.it she pr.ivevl. She seemed

al^mt t) tell liiiii, but -lie turned .iw.iv, her clieeks

llu>iied .IS red .i> the jK't.ils ol the tree ptony m the

i;,irdeii, whieli, when they fell, looked, so Somer-
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ville thought, !i' \ \c brilliant-coloured lips of a

yiijo. She did n jok at him, but said softly, " To

tell one's prayers sn il ni.ike tluni not C()me true."

And with that she had left the room.

When she had <^one he felt that he had been

about to pry into a locked and secret chamber, and

hat' been checked just as the door was about to

opLii, After all, lie thought it was probably some

trivial woman's secret. And yet ? With a sudden

comprehension the idea seemed to form in his

mind that it was somethin;^ to do with him.

After the first week of aimless but fascinatinj*

wanderings through the quaint streets and narrow

alleys of the town, or away into the woods above

Ippon Matsu, Somerville had settled down to

siTious work. In the room now known as the

Ntudio, which Katakuri San called with involution

of phraseoloijy "the Iwxa wiiere the honourable

a^t!^t paints his august kukoitono," he was ever di^^-

covering new schemes of lighting. The translucent

slu'ji were a never-enduig delight; m iiupiilations

of them gave him golden sunlight, strong diffused

radiance, or a wonderful orange-coloured glow

such as proceeds from paper lanterns in the du^k

of evening.

He soon had his sketch-book full of studies of

{)!d San-to, Mio-San, and Katakuri San—the first

named a quaint figure generally clad in a slate-blue

cotton kimono, with a triangular cap of linen on her

grey coiffure, and a face tanned to a reddish brown

by sun and wind, and so deeply wrinkled that all



C2 A JAPANESE ROMANCE

the emotions scjincd fro/cn upon it. " Nothing,

not even an Lartlu]uake," McKcnzic once declared,

"could add another hne to San-to's expressive

coiiiitcnancf."

Mio-Sm was Hke sprin.L,'. She was fresh and
t^ictty, witli cheeks hke a sun-kissed peach, and an
artle-s smile that would liave played havoc with the

heart-, and }Mn-se^ of the otlicers off the mailboats

had she been down at Ilanazono Restaurant in tliC

Ni-hiyama Go. But she was not, for her people

were hi.L;hly respectable florists wli'^ lived near tlie

batli-. at L'reslnno
; and so slie pr.ictised her wiles

on Sonierville, and one day came runnini^ to him
in ,L;!eat di^tris-> for some of thi- wf)nderful >lnii he
used for ihviii bitrs, ^lippini^ Iier knnoito from off

the plumpe>t of shoulders imaginable to show him
where the Ine had stiiiiL; her.

But this piece (jf coquetry almost cost Mi vS.in

her place on the spot, for her mistress, heariiiLj her

minj^led lauL;hter and sobs, came to inquire the

cause .uid tlrove her from the room with unneces-

s uy wrath, but not impolite lan;4ua^'e.

SomerviUe u-etl hi-, best Japanese in excusin;;

her, "She is but a child," said he, "and a bee-

stini^ is unpleasant. And how was it possible

to cure the ill if one saw not die place which
hurt ?

"

Katakuri San '^.\7xi\ at him with a slow, wide
ojxnin!4 ot her eyes, and an almij-t scornful curviiiL^

of her lips. Then she said quietly, "One is no
longer a chiKl wlu n one's eyes can look out as
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Mio-Snn's, and when one isstun;^ upon the sliouldcr

f. M- tin- ni'cci of lifuHni,'."

Sonicrvi lie loi-kud it r it.ikuri S,in, and tlu-n lu

iinc'.cTs

i;

>t(")(vl.

1) lb MlUit all tlie 'ianu- lie rememncrcci .M!n->,iiis c\-

(.lui-itclv (iimiilcd shdiiKlcr, and tli():!;;ht what a

vcn-ation it wfild liavc created it CoIdio^^i'--.

Kalakuii San wa-- not npea (I until he hid let

her >ee the -ketch he had made the day before in

the court of the Hon-reii-ji (Teinj-le) in Nidii Xaka-

maclii.

lint as she looked at the p' ture and won !•, red

h'lW he h'. 1 "cau.L;ht the MUi-hme and put it down

on the earth beneath the tree-," her nii!!l w.is

evidently elsewhere. At la-t -he -aid, " Vou Mi'>-

Sm pretty, nice onl think ?
"

"Yes," Sonurville admitted fr.mkly.

Her face fell, but -^he per.M^ted with lier (.pie

1114 allhou'^h -he felt a^ one who walked lorwa

the dark, fe:uing le-^t she >hould stumble 11

buttomless pit.

"Your hoivuirable mouth her alto'^ether con-

temptible face lia-, l:i»ed '" -he iiuiuued, K.weiin'4

her eve- from Ins face.

" Xo," replied Somerville -l)\vly. "Why do ycva

a-k ? Has not O Kumatak.i San told me often that

there are noki^ses in japan ?
"

" Xo ki-se-," agreed Katakui i San, 'Mil! the

lionourable foreigner hi> august lips on our-^ places."

"IJut.O Katakui i San, the lip-, oi Miu-San and

mine have not met. And sO ?
"

n-

iii

a
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"You do not love her well," replied K.it.ikuii

S.m ; "and no li.irni i^ done."

SonicrviI!i- li.id bicii ^l.iiuuiu; it tlie -speaker from

bfiieath his brow^ wliil-.t slie -poke, and he notierd

that her chagrin had mostly (h^slpated by the time

>\\r I'lnished -peakim;.

Isatakuri San looked at him for a moment with

siiftriud eves, and then she tuiiicd -lowly away.

" Siiwviiiiti ! Mdlii iiu'iiiiii(t>," she s,iid, a> she

vanished oil to tlie verandah thnni^h the open

.s/;e'/.

"(]o()dbve,0 Katakuri San,"' called out Somerville,

opening liis colour-box and preparing to Imi-h a

sketeli of a coolie in which he was enL;a!;ed.

Atldin,<4 as .in aftertliouL;ht, " ^\s, come a:;ain

soon."

When he was alone lie be.^an to think. The

an^er his little hoste-s had shown had been stram^e.

'i'heii, as he painted and -aw the expre^-ive face

and bion/e limbs of the coolie Ljrow under the

strokes of his bru-h, he remembered several inci-

dents which liad occurred during; tlif last two

werks, and the-e suddenly assumeil a new li,i;ht.

Katakuii San had certainly shown a Ljreat pre-

dilection for Ills siiciety (jf late, lint he had not

sou^nht to aiialvse the reason, merely suppo^im^, if

he thou,:4ht about the matter at all, that it was

because of his " .lUi^i.-t skill in p.untinL;," or because

she was foiul of lookm;,; over his skt'tch-books.

Three nii^hts ,11^0, he now suddenly remembered,

they hatl been cluiibmL; up the hill by the hj^hl ot
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flii-ir paper lanterns and a p.ilo white moon, after

spcndiiiL; tliL- cvcninjf at the theatre in E-no-kid/u-

machi, wlien McKeiizic and yoinv^ Folkird had

outpaced them. A^ they pioceeded further up tlu-

hill the niDonliL^ht had become >-troni;tr ami iiKHf

silvery. He had remarked on the fact to Katakui i

San, and she had replied in a soit tune (j1 voice,

" Sli!:iikii ni iki kiitcibirciiu} ,li!a !"

And when as desired he Iiad walked still -iluw^r

she had said, "The honourable moon i-, n>en. We
can see our i oad without tiie lanterns."

As she stooped over to blow out her own a flood

of ye'Iow-reddish li^ht lit her face and neck, throw-

ing a brcMize tint upon her beautiful black hair, and
into her eyes had stolen a cotjuettish look which

turned tlieir Uiual softness uito something cjuite

different. When he had stooped to blow cut his

own their two heads had come suddenly clo-,e

toi^etlier, and Katakuri San had ^^iven a little si^h

which no man who Iiad ever known much about

wi)men could well misinterpret.

Iler eye^ glanced at him strangely ere the liL;ht ui

the lantern went out, ami he was con-^cioiis that

raising his heatl away from that inviting rounded

cheek cUid leaving it unkissed wa> an t Ifort, and one

th.it the owner herself did not appreciate.

" Vou a very funny man," Katakuri S.ui had ex-

claimed, handing lumthe lantern, with a little laugh,

in which there was a trace of chagrin.

Lut when he said " Why /
" >,he would not tell

hun.

6

W
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Shf only '>hni,qsccl Irt slioiilck-rs, :is slic hiul ^icn

the wife of the French Vrc-Coh^hI tl.. when nnnuycd,

and w.dked on ni silence.

When they h;id come to the turning where the

narrow, roii.^h-paved path tn McKen/ie's home

braiiched off Katakiu i San once more compl.nned

of fatigue. "Siikoshi mule, kntabircnia^hia," she

said wearily.

And when Somerville liid stopped .md turned

roiiiKl, with his face down the road antl ul'i"<-'"U

out over the harbour, she laitl a small hand on his

arm. And then, as lie did n(jt resist it, she thrust it

throuj^h his and leaned upon it.

When they went on a-;aui >he ilid not remove it

till they came to the small bamboo j^ate which led

into tlie lower portnui of the .i;.irden. Tijere they

found both Kolkard and McKenzie awaitin;^ them,

and on seein.L; the latter Katakuri San had suddenly

let go his arm. As they all four turned to pass in at

the wicket the light of Folkard's lantern had fallen

upon K.itakuri San's face for a brief moment, and he

had noted the red flush which stained her cheeks.

Then the h'^ht from the lantern had Ihckered off

amongst the trees and shrubs before McKenzie

turned to speak to him, and in the moonlight

Katakuri San's face look'-d no more Hushed than

usual.

Remembering her anger of half an hour ago the

incidents he had now recalled bore a new and rather

disquieting signiiieance to S(jmerville.

All the moining, whilst he sat bel.>ie hi-' ea-^el



A IJEESTINGS RESULTS 07

piintiii.:,' .iw.iy at the cof)Iic, In- thouMlit ')f tlicm .u

he IkMrd K.it.ikiiii S;ui ritlur moviir^ .ilinut or pl.iv-

m..; on Irt ui»ii-,n. Once- lir c.iii-Iit 1i«m pcfpiii^^ at

liuii round the corner ol the slu'n. ,uul oirc he
thou-ht he heard her f.ilkni'4 severely to Mici-San.

Il Ik- IikI hilt known what k'.il.iknri Sail w.i-,

sayni,:; to her httle ni.r.d he w uld not have pamted
so >tea(hly, nor have wlu-^tled sottly to hnn ell an
air from " La lielle Ileleiie."

Mio-San, poor httlc -.oiil, was very niiseral)Ie a!l

that day iii conhei|iu>nce of the niterview with her
Inl^tre^-^. hor had not tfie latter pointed out to Iier

II! pictnre-tiiie lani^ua.i^e the enormity of licr otienee
i:i trouhhn- " tlie hononrahle Kn^h^Ii sir" over a
miserable liuJii (bee) stin;; up,, a her contemptible
body ':"

lnt(i httle Mio-San's heart there crept a .qteat

Mankne^^ at the enormity of her olfL-nce, auA with
It was min-Ied a sadiu-^ tliat she must no lon.t^er

-eek to ii-.trude her unworthy presence upon the
lionourabk Kii^h^hman. If slie clid, had not Kata-
kuri San told lier ^lie w(nild be driven from tht
liou.e? and then not even at meal-times would she
see him. if, too, sb.c were to l..~e her place us
Katakuri San's -ervant, wliat lay before her ?

b're.himo seemed to her a ^^rcat way off, and lu r

parents would be aiii^iy at her dis.cjrace.

An hour ur so after Mio-San had been "lectured,"
jn>t a> Somerville wa-, blockin;,^ in the backi,Mound
"^ 1". ^ketth. fie heard McKen/ie's voice on the
verandah, and ^o,.n alt-r the -oni; went fur tilfin.
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Somcivilk- li.ii'. met with .ml known -o mmy

women \n i'an. tli.it lie wi. not, pc-rliaps ^'> keenly

ohserv.uit ot tlieni, exeept .is re-.uded tliew artistic

merits, a. lie otheiwiM- mi,-;l:t h.ive been. II«-

noticed, however, tli.it K.it.ikuii S.m li:ul .ittired

lursell wall inoi.- tli.in ummI cue, and that her

kimono of .ipiicot-colouied mH;, emhroideicd with

nianve ii i^e., w.is one that she .L^neially^ rc.ei v..l

for Jell' I'.ivs or -prcial oee.i-^ion-. McKenzic le-

maiked it. "Why are yoii bu iiehly dies.ed?"

he uKpiired m Jap.mesi-.

«'
1 am ^oin,Li <" P-'V •'

^''"^'^ ''"'-'' ^'^'"* ^" ^' "'*^'"''

Dubois at die Con^ul.ite," she replied. "She has a

new dre-s from that woiuleilul pl.ice, P.iris."

McKenzie lant;lied. He had found women in

Xa'^as.iki nuieh the -ame as at home .ind in I'aiis.

They dressed not to clothe themselve-^, but to excite

the envy or to equal the splendour of other women.

"There i. not much news," lie s.iul to Somerville

after the nual wa. hnishrd, and the two men, with

Katakuri s -img on a '^,ihu!on at McKeii/.ie's feet,

were stnokm- .uid chaltin.i; in the vtiandah. " But

that affair of Kyna ion's 1 was tellin- you of the

otlier ni;^ht has ended disastrously. You know 1

told you" he m uried old Sakaka San's daui^hter.

His go-down is next Yumoto's, on the Bund."

Somerville nodded assent, avA as he did so he

cau"ht siuht of Katakuri San';, lace, it had a look

of intense interest upon it.

McKen/ie continued: "About three months ago

(they've been married about a couple of years now)
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Kyn.i>fon ^.iw a ^V/^/i.r, K'.m San. in nnr of tli-'

u.itfi^iilc ili(i\ii, .iiiii since tlirii lm!f A>.i_;;a() San

1:.!^ haJ to put up with mcoiuI place. ^'olI saw lu r

the other clay down at Tan/awa's whrn you wire

hiiiitui.L; for that bron/c \viA//c' (pencil aii<l ink cisi-).

IK'i- face has latrly been like that of ,i p.ilo ^ho-t.

W'rll, it appears tiiat l\yna-(on li is not been home
t^i sfverai (lay-, and this inorniiiL^ A a^ao San's

body was found washed ashore near tlie Imperial

I) ickyard. I liear that her people had uiu;ed her U)

remain witli Inin when she complained of hi. treat-

ment months a,:,'f). And she did ; but it broke her

spirit, and the end has been that whicli so often

happens.

iMirin.; the recital K itakuri San's face had und'-r-

;^'iiH- many chan^jes, and when Somerville ,:;lanced

at her as McKcnzie linishcd speakin;^ he wa^ as-

ton! lied to see the lo(;k of apprehension and alarm
on it. Suddenly her eyes met his, and in an in-faiit

she L;iined complete control of her features, and she

be_L;an to iaiL^h— a harsh little laii;;!i with no real

merriii;ent in it. For down m the depths of her

heart .i i;ifat die.id had b'-n .i^iowin.:^ wliil>t

McKen.;:e spoke, although ^Iie could not undcr-

t\..::d all that he hatl stiJ.

rerhap, the :,tory ol .\sa_;aO San's misfortune^

Mi-^ested the thought to McKen/ae, for lie turii-d

t" S.Hnerville .iiul said laughingly, " Katakuri has
I. t VL-t found you the little ,;V/,7;.i you are to marry,
lint when she docs, remember the end of Asa-au
Sail.'
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Somervillc smiled, ;inds;ii(l somcthin,^ about being

contented to remain as he w;;-^, whilst Kat;' ri

San, withoiit a chai^^^e of colour, remarked, "He

marrv nothin,^;, much nice more as he is."

" A very pretty compliment," exclaimed McKenzie,

" O \v;-e one. But sinne day, when he is wanderm:^

about the town, he will see a face that he likes, and

then before you or I know he will be gettin,:; ahousc

for himself."

If Katakuri San did not a-rce with this view ;,he

wisely said nothm,<4, but stalled to tell McKenzie of

some ima_L;inary misdeed-, of poor little Mio-San in

pursuance of an idea which she had been turning;

over in her mind all the morning; whiKt she sat out

on the verandah near Somerville's studio listening; to

him whistlinj; and sinking to himself snatches of

soul;^ he had sung in the cafes of Montmartre and

the i]oule Miclie. But she said not a word of Mio-

San's crownint^ indiscretion in regard to the hachi

sting.

Dining the .itteriv xm, whiKt Mcivcn/ie wa^- down

at the oUice, Kitiknii San paid sever.d vi-.it> to

the bludio. She liad had no intention of visiting

Madame Dubois, although rhe had put on her

moht haiuKome k;iiioiu> and a kerchief of hnest

cliiiiiiicii (silk crepe). With woman',, suMlety she

liad put the>L- things on to emphasise the gulf fixed

between herself and Mio-San.

"It IS very sad," :,.iid she to Somerville, "about

Asauao San. liut a woman will always rather die

tlian be bcorned." And as bhe spoke she looked at
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SomcrviUc with mockingly inviting glance. But

just then he happened to be gazing intently at a

patch of hght on the verandah outside, and so he

missed the true significance of her words.

Katakuri San had not served her apprenticeship at

the Fuji-tei for nothing.

In the evening Yumoto came up from the town,

as he frequently did, for a chat and a smoke upon
the verandali. He, too, was full of the tragedy of

poor little Asagao San. Somerville noticed that he

looked very hard several times at Katakuri San

whilst they were talking, and at length he said, widi

a strange smile which Somerville could not quite

comprehend, " And you, O ku-sama (honourable

lady of the house), what do you think of the finish

of O Asagao San ? " And then he added, " And
thou, what would'st thou do in like circumstances?"

Katakuri San let her eyes fail for just a fraction of

a moment, and then, with a noticeable pallor of face

sav-e where two hectic dabs of rouge glowed red,

she raised them and looked straight at Yumoto, and
in low, drawling tones said, "

I should do the same,

or—" and there she paused, and an almost threaten-

ing look came into her face—" I should seekanotlicr

hu-.l)and."

McKenzic started half up in the deck-chair in

which he was reclining, and regarded Katakuri San
curiously. With a superb control she threw open
her arms as though to embrace him from where she

s.it, and then burst out into a peal of low, musical

laughter.
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" Viinv)t(> San," ^ai'l slic, " is a philosopher ; he is

always askin_:4 his questions of women and obtaininji^

women's answers. Ah," she cnntiiuicd, with a dull

j^low in her eyes, " hjve lias not left us with the red

petticoat. I las it, O Kumataka San ?
"

McK'eii/ie exclaimed, "No, no, truly it has not."

And '<eiii^ Somerville looked mystified he said,

" When a .L^irl marries she lays aside her red

petticoat lor ever, which is the symh(jl c)f love.

I li-ncf the jMoverb."

"Oh," exclaimed Somerville, and then the con-

versation stopped for a while, and Katakuri San sat

re^ardin.q the men in turn with a face out of which

she had driven all si-^ns of emotion.

In her mind --he was turnin,q over and over with

Oriental persistency every aspect of poor Asagao

Sail's fate. It was almost incomprehensible to her,

for her temperament had been hardened whilst she

danced and sanjj and amused the frequenters of the

Fuji-tei in the town below. She travelled back in

thought to a certain ni^ht when, intoxicated with

the applau^o of the jokiscn ofl'icers, she had thought

the whole world at lier feet. And ikjw the whole

woikl as represented by McKenzie was .i trifle dull

at times. And from where she sat she could just

see the vcllow ijlare of the many lanterns swiivintf

outbidc the restaurant ir iiie busy Ima-maclii.
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TWO WOMEN AND A MAX

EXT morninq as Somerville was

preparing to saunter away down
into the town his thouglits, from

a consideration of Katakuri

San's strange conduct, wan-

dered to MissDesborough. To
tell the trutli, he had been a

little disappointed not to have

heard from her, a^i she had

promised to write and give

him some uilormatiun concernmg the best quarter

of the town in which to bcttle if he should decide to

proceed to Tokio.

As lie came out on to the verandah, sketch-book
and C(jlour-box m hand, and a folding camp-stool
slung over his shoulder, which always aroused the

keenest interest in Katakuri Sim. who r«''^'ar''led '* ^-

a wonderful production, lie found her lounging in a

7J
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dcck-cliair cl.id in a ynluila, fjr bath wrapper, of

bluish-gicy cotton iii place of her usually j^ay A'nno/JO,

her phimp, hare feet only [)arti. illy thrust into ivaraji

(straw sandals), and her tiny tobacco pipe between

her lips.

As she s.-iw Iiiin she slipped her left foot free

of the 'iVaraji, anrl thrust it out into a patch

of brilliant sunshine whicli fell upon the white

matting like a gokien lozenge. It was an exqui-

sitely beautiful foot, as shapely as a baby's, with

nails hke nacre, for Katakuii San liad not yet

adt)ptcd the hi,L;h-heeled Western shoes that were

temptingly displayed by Akasaka in Teri-inaclii

amid much more beautiful and quaint native gda
(clogs) of lacquered wood. The artist in Somervillc

caused him to voice his admiration, and Katakuri

San, into whose ej'cs stole a flash of pleasure, under-

stood what he said.

"Gontcii nasal!" slie exclaimed, with a kiugh,

''you find my contemptible foot beautiful ?"

SomerviHe glanced at her curiously. He wa>

beginning to comprehend Kat ikuri San. But lie

answered notlnng to her question.

She lay back in her chair and laughed again—

a

low, musical laugh. As bhe did so her yiikata fell

open at the neck.

" Is it," she asked, " as pretty as the shoulder of

Mio-San ? Come, have the politeness to tell me."

SomerviHe looked steadily at her. Slie certainly

presented an adorable ligure as she lay in t!ie deck-

chair with her mocking, smiling face turned up to
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lii-;. If K.itakiiri San Ii.ul studied Iut po.c it coiiM
not h.ivu been more effective. IVtImjis she li.id.

From fier rouged and powdered face with its smile,

wlucli was Iiecoming impudent, to the tip of her
phimp, /a/)/-less foot, thrust out s(; that its nails

shone in the patch of sun-.hine, slie wa-; instinct

with a grace of whicli Somervillc was fullv

con-cious.

His keen, critical cye^ took in every line of the

rechning woman's figure, every fold of the cott(Hi

gown on which were embroidered stork-, and willow-
trees in orange silk. Then he s.ud slowly—

" Your foot, O Katakuri San, !•, the mo^t Ix-atitifiil

1 have seen ; it is like a half-open lotus flower in

sunshine. But we cannot compare a foot with a
shoulder. How is it possible ?

"

An expression of annoyance flitted across Katakuri
Sail's face. It was quite momentary, but it did not
escape Somerville's notice. She sat up in tlie chair,

and, resting her face in her hando with her elbows
on her I;necs, she rephcd—

" Vou siv my foot is beautiful, but that if and the
shoulder of Mio-San cannot be compared. See !

"

and a liiilc shudder ran through her shoulder,-,, as it

docs when a ^'cislui changes one kimono iof another,
'i'he cotton yii'uilci slipped off them, revealing their

sJiapeiiness, and Katakuri San glanced up.

At that moment a voice came from tiie garden
1 c!ow the verandah. She started and lay back in

her ch.jir vvith \inr f-if-,i fii.-,,..-I o.. f,--.,-, e -
^•.t:.--vi Aw.iy ilwiil OOiiiel-

ville, and on it an expression of chagrin.



A JAI'ANESK IJOMANCR

"Coiiicii ua9.i:i. Here i> ;i chil," called a man's

voice.

Somcrvillc stepped forward and j^Ianced over the

rail of the verandah. Down hclow stood a coolie,

his bronze body bare to the waist, a coloured cloth

knotted round his liead, and a letter in his hand

which lie had just removed from the cleft of his

carrying:; stick.

" It is for the honour.ible Mr. Somcrville," lie

exclaimed, "and tlie honourable ^b•. Yumoto has

sent it."

Somcrvillc stretched out hi-, hand for the Icttrr,

which the coolie handed to him.

" How much to pay ? " inquired Somcrvillc,

t;lancin;:^ at it.

" Three sen, honouiable sir," replied the coolie.

" Takiisan takai !" interjected Katakuri San.

" No, no," said the coolie. " It a very much hot

run up steep hill to this honourable house."

SomerviUe threw the man a couple of coppers,

which he caught dexterously and transferre 1 to his

cheek. And then, after making an obeisance which

would have done credit to a Ccnirt official, lie

vanished at a quick trot down the c^arden path,

his copper-coloured buck f^lcamin;^ in the sun-

light.

SomerviUe sat himself on the rail of the verandah,

and, conscious that Katakun's San's eyes were

regarding him, slowly turned over Iiis letter.

It was addresst'd care of Mr. Yumoto willi an

elaboration of polite phraseology, and he soon
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rt'cognised tlie handwriting as tliat of Miss

DL'sboroiigh.

With a glance at Katakuri San, who was watching

his face closely, though she had aUowcd her eyehds

to (hoop till the King hhick la>hes ahiiost lay upon
hti check, he tcjre open the envelope and coinnieiiced

to read. It r.m thus :

—

" KoH M\ciii, ToKio.
" May lo, 19—

.

"Dear Mr. Somerville,— I am afraid that you

will have thought 1 have forgotten my promise

to write and tell you in which quarter of tlie city

my uncle thinks you would be most likely to find

suitable accommodation and a studio when you

come. Such a thing as tlie latter in our sense of

the word does not probably exist in Tokio. But

one could easily be made if you found a house that

you liked with a large room in it. The Japanese

carpenters are so clever and ingenious that they

would soon cut a hole in the roof for you as a top

light ; or, in fact, build you the nearest approach to

the English idea of a studio if you gave them rough

sketches to work upon.

" I fancy that you will find the best accommoda-
tion in Moto-machi, and so docs my uncle. But

this you will be able to decide when you come. I

hope we shall have the pleasure of seeing you before

long, and my uncle bids me say that anything he

may be able to do to assist you in any way he will

be delighted to do, as some small return for vour

kindness and attention to me on the steamer.
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1 .iin lookin;^ forward to tuiniii^ owr llic pat^ps

of your skctcli-lionks. |.lpaIK^c• life i-. so full of

cohjiir and romance lli.it I feil ^\uc yon will have

much fhat is bcautilul (o show inc." And then fol-

1()W( 1 a paia;^raph wliich ':aused Somerville to (lush

and snnli-, a circumstance which did not e ca[^e the

notice (jf K itakui i San. " I'.ut il I am to have thai

pleasure, which I am lookin,:^ forward to, 1 hope it

may be possible for yois to come to Tokio before

loni,', as there ate already rumours u( chani^e at the

Embassy, and it is even possible that my uncle

(who has been out nearly six years) may j^o ht)nie

on lons^ leave or even be transfeircd.

"
1 trust tiie information reijardin;^ tlic studio may

be of service, thouL;h I fear it is somewhat incomplete

and inadequate.

"With km'Ie-t re'.;ards,

" Yours ever sincerely,

"VlOLLT UliSBOIJOrCII.

" Leslie Somerville, Estj."

As he had been re idini^ the idea had come into

Somervilie's mind that Violet Desboroiiijh was even

anxious for him to i^o to Tokio. Her letter, of

course, he admitted to himself, was perhaps not

warmer in its expression of her hope of seeing him

tlian ordinary friendship dictated. But— it vas

diflicult for him to disabuse his mind of the idea

that she had missed liim. And then he laughed at

himself rather contemptuously when he remembered

what Miss Desborough had told him of her impos-
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Mh!c aunt and not less uncomfort.ilile consitT^.

Perhaps she was only liorcd uiili thcin. l\c

thrust the letter iii his pocket am! turned to

Kafakuri S.ui.

"\nu have a kfter," sfie s.ud ; adchiii;, •'Fiuiu
your honourable relations in Kii^lantl?"

"No," replied SomcrviIIe ; "from a friend in

Tokio."

"A man friend?" queried Katakuri San, with a

sh^ht deepening (^f her colour.

" No, a woman."
As he said this he tried to look into her eyes, but

slie kept them lowered.

She gave a little start, and then she said, " One of

yuur honourable countrywomei, on the niailboat?"
" Yes. But I must j^o, or I shall do no painting;

to-day, and the blind be^i^ar who is waiting for me-
at tlic foot of the steps of the Temple of O-Suwa
will have got tired and gone away."

" Let him tire," said Katakuri drawlingly. "Stop
a little more time with me. I wish wiMi you
to speak."

Somerville looked at her. There was something
almost feline in her eyes and pose—something
which made him suddenly wonder why McKenzie
had fallen in love with her, though she was
beautiful. But perhaps, he thought, he knows
how to tame animals.

"i must go!" said he, and with a nod he ran
lightly down the .teps of the verandah and walkrd
away down the garden pith.



80 A JAPANESE ROMANCE

As Katakuri San watched him disappear behind

the old pUim-tree, now a mass of pale green leaves

unbroken .ave here and there by a few belated

blossoms, her eyes gleamed with a bronze light

around the irises, and there were marks of her nails

in her soft, plump palms when she unclasped her

lingers. At Fuji-tei in Ima-machi men had not left

her when she bid them stay.

The one who had gone away down to the town

without even throwing a glance behind to see if she

were watching him was a puzzle to l.er. Her ex-

perience of Europeans had been, it is true, fairly

extensive, but those she had known ha^ been much

of a sort, until she met with McKenzie—idlers,

officers off the mailboats, naval officers from the

warships of "friendly" Powers wlr^h came into

Nagasaki to coal or repair. And Katakuri San was

only equal to tackling the average man, and to her

chagrin, Somerville apparently stood outside that

category.

When ^he lieard the bamboo wicket rattle to, she

lay bp.ck in her chair to think, having first refilled

her tiny silver pipe, which had a bowl scarcely

as large as a child's thimble.

In the garden no birds were singing, even her

iiguisu in its bamboo cage at the end of the

verandah was silent, but there came the hum of

bees and the silken whirr of the wings of dragon-

flies hovering above tlie surface of the little pond

below the verandah near where she sat.

!• .1-1 : C.J.,'. «i,r>..-Th*^' <v'"'"*^ "i^*^ nl^a'^aut ones if
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one mi^ht jud^e tliem by the expressions whicli

HiUcd across her face. A strange mercenary Httle

soul dwelt in her, and now she was wondering why
Fate had permitted her to see McKenzie before she
had met Somervillc, who was so much handsomer,
more interesting and, she fancied, riclier. Wlnlst she
was so lonely, after her gay life of the tea-house,
when McKenzic was down at his ofticc at business,
she would have been able to have watched Somervillc
at work, and to have gone into the town with him,
even to have done something to assist him by
carrying his colour-box or that astonishing foldin<»-

cJK'ur.

Although Katakuri San was mercenary, ^lie was a
httlc woman in whom the artistic sense was strongly
developed. Any one could see that in a moment by
her choice of colours, the way she did her wonder-
ful blue-black hair, the perfection of the bow in

which her obi was tied. Fate had not been kind
to her, she decided. In the be-mning she had
thought it a wonderful thing to keep house for the
honourable manager of the Porcelain Works, and
her selection by him for that important post had
c.uised several of her rival i^cislias at Fuji-tei many
huart-burnings. Now thne was somebody else.

Katakuri San's training Iiad not been oi tliat kind
v.liich made her loth to adimt such a thin- even to
herself. She smiled a little bitterly at the idea, that
was all, and rather contemptuously when she thought
of McKenzie and his blindness to the fact. Her
LUileful rnniii-'triT r^( U-^M ..« U„.._ - .-
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merely a continuance of many previous attacks upon

Somervillc of a like nature, the thing that caused

her mobt chagrin being his calm indifference to that

side of her nature. " His heart is as cold as the

water of Katsura-gawa when tlie snow from off Fuji-

san is in it," she s.iid to herself over and over again.

Musing thus she fell asleep, and so she did not see

or hear Mio-San come along the verandah from the

kitchen and enter Somcrville's studio.

It was a strange tragi-comedy which was being

played out in that dwelling on the Nagasaki hillside

—mistress and maid with the same thoughts of and

feelings concerning the artist that Fate and friend-

ship had conspired to introduce into their lives.

But not quite the same, after all. For whereas the

love of Katakuri San was ,'^cliish, calculating, and

evil imagining, that of the poor little tmisitim*,

Mio-S<ui, was pure and beautiful in its simplicity.

Manv a Western maiden has a hero in the recess of

her heart wlien ni her natural growth love at length

unfolds, and this is what had happened to the

viiisiinic of the Ea>t.

Her feet, in thick cotton tabi, made no noise as she

entered the room, although the verandah had creaked

and cau>ed her to start lest her mistress should dis-

cover her ; and she trod so lightly that none of the

ornanunts shook as they sometimes did. To her

thia btudio was a >ort oi temple, and so it seemed

the most natural thing m the world for her to kneel

on the white matting in front of the tAo-no-v,ui,

1 ;U--. --! !.„.^ ;... c '^ lit., t...1
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lately been placed by Soinervillc to keep the little

broiue one conipnny.

As ^he knelt there her eyes were fixed upon tlie

i^'ol's face, the expression of which seemed to
indicate that it was above troubhn^i^ about human
lon.^in^'^, sins or desires.

"O TJiou, whose eyes ai c all-seeing and kind,
whr),-,e eyes arc full of pity and of sweetness. O
Thou lovely one with the beautiful face, widi the
beautiful eyes. Q Tliou for ever shinin- with a
Glory no power can excel. Tliou Sun-Iike One
in the course of Tliy mercy, hear me," prayed
Mio-San, adding a request that her mirror might
never dim, which was to ask that lier soul might
never become smirched or unclean. And thoirgh
her eyes were fixed hninhly i.^.on the fice of
Buddha, that half-whispered prayer was sent into
the bright, pure air of the blue heavens above her
to the feet of a more human God than that of
bronze or stone. What recked httie Mio-San if

lier prayers were irregular ? It was the cry of her
heart just awakening into a warmth of life and
love hke the exquisite blossoms outside in the
garden did under the caresses of the all-embracin"
^'Unsliine.

'"'

And then, when she had finished, she knelt awhile
without articulate words or even thoughts think-
I'l,:^ not of the Mniling, benign face of the Buddha
upon which her eyes rested, but of that of Somer-
ville, who to her was a radiant being shining aboveI

=|;ii.';iUiJur.-5 ui aii gocib.
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How \c,iv^ she would have knelt Mius who can

tell ? Suddenly she iicard a voice callin::^ to her

somewhere behnid the karakaun at a distance.

" Mio-San ! Where art thou? Come here.

Make hastt." It was S.in-to calhn.q. And San-to

was old, antl apt to be impatient if her call were

not answered at once.

As she ro-,e from her knees with a start she heard

another voice drawlin,^ out sleepily, " Doshtii ?
"

But Mio-San rlire n(^t ^o out to her mistress

throuj;h the open slioji on to the verandah to

tell her there was nothing; the matter. For she

was on forbidden ground.

She pushed back one of the karakavii softly;

near it hunc! Somerville's coat. Mio-San's hand

crept out stealthily towards it, and then, ere she

vanished through the open j\anel, the hem of that

travel-stained garment was pressed for an mstant to

her lips.

"Kayiikn! Ka\iiku! Mio-San! Mio-San! Where

art thou, Mio-San ?
" accompanied by picturesque

maledictions, but not curses, called San-to.

Rut Mio-San did not answer. Her mistress was

awake and had sharp ears, and Mio-San knew if she

called out she wtnild betray where she was.

And all this time Somerville had been sitting in

the small patch of shade near the wide flight of steps

which led from the gardens up to the O-Suwa

Temple of the Bronze Hoise in Nishiy.una Go,

busily painting a blind beggar-man and his iiny

grandchild with quaintly smiling face. Soon a
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little crowd h.-ul .i^.idiered to watch luni p.iim.
Hut he was -cttin.i^ ii>cd to crowds, and ino.t of
their polite and interesln;;^ comments wx-rc as Greek
to him. He comforted himself with the tliou^i^ht

tii.1t if the Japanese were as pohte a racers
McKcn/ae and Folkard asserted, the onlookers
wo.ild be sayini^f nothing' olfcn^ive.

If he could have understood tlie remarks they
passed he would have had a hi^h opui On of their
intelliftcnce, because one and all seer d to think
the sketch a wonderful production except a tiny
man in a very tattered f:t,noiio, who, with the
hteralness of his race, wondered why the honour-
able painter ;^ave the blnid beg,:,Mr four fingers
on his left hand when there were but two !

"It IS your contemptible mnul ! " ejaculated a
bn-lit-eyed old wwrnan, "which cannot see that
the honourable artist is t.^o kind to let one see
that old Maruyama ha. two le^. finder, u, niimlvr
than other p.-ople."

Thus rebuked the tattered one slunk away int,^

the back row of interested spectators.

Somcrville woiked on, thinking of nothing except
the old man before him, whose faded snuff-coloured
,:,^')wn and ruddy, wrinkled countenance made so
excellent a contrast to the bright blue cotton knnono
and childish face of his httle guide, till all at once
^-nme one speaking brought Katakuri San to mind,
riie voice was so similar in inflection that he turned
round on his camp-stool half expecting to see her.

Alter all it proved to be but a .;,,.//., from one of
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tlic chnva in the P.ii k. F.ut she h.id the same queer,

(ha\vhn;j voice as Kat.ikiin Sin and tlic same eye<.

And when, after lookin;; over liis shoulders and
sayin,^ snmctlimi^ to hnn, the meaning; of which
he could n.4 catch, >\hi went awiv alon;^ the

pavement and cnnimenced to a-cend the steep

fh^ht of stej's in tlie full l)laze of the ..tternocn

sunli-ht, he noticed that she had the sensuous walk
of Katakuri San as well ;is her eyes and voice.

It was quite late ere he finished. The little crowd
liad thinned and thickened a^ain with fresh on-

lookers several tunes liefore he was satisfied. And
the little iiiusumc had fallen fast asleep, slipped down
hke a Japanese doll with her limbs straight out in

front of her from the waist, and her tiny liead with

its linen hand round lier lirow bent forwartl in

uneasy repose. She was so quaint a conceit that

Somervilie spent ten nunutes putfin;^ a tiny sketch

of her on the niargm of liis drawinj^. And then the

boominij of the monastery \^oiv^ awoke her witii a

start, and reminded him that he liad promised to

meet McKenzie at the corner (;f the Paik and wa!!:

liome witli him.

The little iiiiisiiiiic sat blinking her eves at the fast-

sinking sun as he put his things together.

"Atigcilo, (irii^iito ! Sjyonaia!" she exclaimed

in a soft, low voice as he slipped a two-sen piece

into her little brown hand.

"Arigato!" said the old man, in hardly more
harsh tones. And tiien as Somervilie said " Gokiinio

iiiiiui, twu vvoras oi tiiailKb he had niaslered from
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I'^M^'nase^^ook, the hc;r;;:u-sm,K.cI tluM,nut, plain.
t'vc snn e o, the .,,,t,c..,ancI,„,Hnn„-c.,i,,,. Hunk.
'•vcr.UKlovc.,;.,unash.shppecltheHlvc, whKh
Ji.id been -ivcn liim into his pocket
McKcnz.e wa. wa.t.n^. ,n the c: ner u, the Pr

i

"cir the c//,,v<M.f the " WVlconnn:^ Will.nv "

<>" the way up the st.ep.oad the tuo„u-n cl.l

r\
!•'' --"• ^^^'-'>- w- tHe<,, to,. .:; t

'-lbeenhotandh:.ot,,ceattheuork,.hn,,nhv
- -cr lH„Ichni,.s, ha,I heen hke a httle oven. S„nur
v.llc was thinkin;^ of Katakun San
He glanced several tune, at McKen.,e andwon e,-ec U he k.ew the so.t of w.nan .he r'

'
'e chd he kept the knowlcd-^e to hun.eh, and

• '- chd not ,t wa. ce,tan.lv n<„ ea.v fo,' h„^un,en- le to be the n.edunn of .„l,,,,,„,,,,;
A. they trud.^ed up the la.t b,t <.f the ,oad. .,,,,.:
't'analon.theh,llsKleaboveannv.fv,la.

d
P--tedanu,n,hcentv,ewoftheha,b.,,,H,..i;:;;'
•nros. the roofs .nd tiee.-, .MeKen/,e .pol-e
"' tann.n quite niahe Katakun out," s ud h- -.

;
-^1' .t .e,.e the n..t natu-al rein ut j,:

r;"':^-
"^^ '•- ^-^x- - 'uncuiou. d.hke ':

-I-^an,andwant.stogetndofher.
Dec.nt .,>].

- no easy to get in Xa,a- d..- And then a,;;n '' T'' ''' ^—"'^ '-^ '"-n,ed, '^ Do}ou know the reasun ?" " ';

i^'>

For the n.o,nent the latter wa. ahno.t thrown

Zu '"",
' ^' '^' '""^'^^-' ^'' — 1-- theposition and reply without a v. ..,.:..,

iiesitation. ' "i^

«

-^^'"^ '^'
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"No," saifl hi- iinitc f;i!inly. "How ^Iiould I?

Min-S.m seems ;i nice n!)li;^iii;f littli- soul, hut

perhaps she is not s(j to O K.italctiri S.iii."

"Oil no, I 'iipposc you wouldn't knf)\v/' rcphcd

McKfn/i(.'. " Only, as you've been .ibout the place

whilst I've been stewni^ away thnvn in that inl'Tii al

niouse-tiap of an oltice, 1 thou;L;ht you nu^hl per-

haps have heard or noticed somethin.14."

Soinei ville had lieard and noticed .1 good deal
;

but the situation he realised was already becoming

siilliciently delicate without the need of a premature

ilc'iiviiiiiciif. And so he merely repeated that he

was in happy ignorance of the cause of the

domestic disquietude.

As they were coming up the garden patli both

men were startled by loud voices from one of tlie

rooms opening on to the verandah.

l^oinerville recogni'-ed Katakui i San's voice raised

to an tmu^ii illy high pitcli in anger. What -he w.is

saying he could not gather, for she w.i . ;)ouring

out a flood tif c<jlIo(iuial Japanese, of which five

years' re-ideiice miglit scarcely have suj/plied hini

the key.

Both the men paused, and then McKcn/ie said

something under his breath which was not Japanese,

for tlie language is deficient in such words.

"What's up?" asked Somerville, glancing at

McKenzie's face, which had turned very pale.

*' Katakuri," s^id McKenz'e, with a rather harsh

hiugh after a pause, "is telling Mio-San that she has

Ljccii iiitiKiUL/ iu%e io yoi*.



TWO WOMEX AND A MAN 89

Somcivillc n,.shccl a look .„to I,,-, companion-s
iM-v, aiKl said with all the coolness he euuld muster,
"And Mio-San ?"

"I did not catth what she said,." was the
roply.
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KMAKTRI S.W STK'IKKS—AMJ

AKTFK'W.ARDS Si:i::S A (.HOSr

HAT cvcninij, whilst tlie men
Were cliattin^ and ^iiKjkiii;^ on

the wrandah, Kutakuri San

was tci ribly friL^htencd. Soiiic-

tliiii;4 in McKcnzic's face and

MjnKtlmi'.; he ^aid to Sonxr-

villc made her suspect that her

attempts at infriL^ue with tlie

latttT had not (.piite escaped

the former's iKjtice, She had
by Iier stormy interview with

Mio-San, wliose imiocence of evil intent so con-
tracted with lier own demeanour that she felt

insensibly beaten and hnvered even though the

nominal victory had been hers.

As slie s.it in the deck-cliair, wliich she had
occupied when Somervillc left her earlier in the

u.:_T, -lit iizMtiicu liiieiuiy to tnc coiiVeisaliuii (ji

been -.hakeii, t 00.
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tlu- two nu-n, a!th..u.-h she couM uut con-pivluMid
.ill tluy wltc s.iyintj,

Duii.ii,' the nuMl winch thov h ul |„.t r,Mishcd
Soincmlic- had been turnini,' <>v.r u. his ,„nKl the
event, of the d.iy, .uul it had ,„.t t.ilan hnn very
i"n.4 to hHe.ee th.it unpleavnt evcuN ueie hk-lv
at .iMV moment to ..ii.e were he to piulo,,;. hi. st ,y
uith McKen/ie. He h.id had „(, oppo^t.nuty o'f

e.uieavoiirin- to hnd ..ut from the latter what
''•'^1 Kxn the substance of Mio-Saii's reply to
lur mistresVs attack upon her, for that the latter
had attacked the little m.'id mo.t hitteriv he had
'"> doubt at all, and he fancied that even ,f the
"PPortumty had occu-red McKenxic wa. uui likely
t<J tell him what he wished to know.

" Wliat a httle devil the woman is !
" he mused as

he watched K.ilakuri San reclinin- in the deck-
clian-, and without seeuuii- to do mj re-a.din,tr
both himself and McKen/ie out < f the conier of
I'u- dark, almond-shaped eye>. "1 ani aln.o.t
Sony tor McKen/ie, thou-h she i. ,o pretty and
seems to suit hini well enoiiL;li."

Jn>t a-, he was think.n- of broachin- the subject
of Hndm- a studio and rooms, or a hou.e, McKenzie
i^ave him the chance of introducing the subject

"Nc-xt month," .aid he, « ,s Vasak.i-jm-ja,'and
you 11 have plenty of work the three dav. durin-
winch ,t la^ts. You've never seen a Fair hke n
Such crowds of the country folk ilwck into the
town, and some of them arc types vou'd hav.- t,.

J'unt a long while to find in Nagasaki except at tin.
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particulur time of the year. II I'm to:, Im.y in the
day you'll Ii.ive io ;jet Katakun to sh(;-v you the
sights. . .

."

Somcrviilc -lane, d at Katalairi San, who was -'s

he could see, about to make one of her elaborately
pohte speeches, m which >he would assure hmi that
if he was willmg to put up with her alto-ether c(;n-

lemplible company she wouM briii,; all the most
unwnrthy h^^Ius of the bair to the ni>tice (jf his

au<^ust and honouiable eyes.

But ere she could do so lie said, " Pm no eiu!

obhged to you, .jld fellwvv, lor liavm- me liere

takm^^' up your lime and rooms m) ju;,;^-. i>i,t Pve
been thmkin- lately that it has been t(;u bad of me
to stay so lon,^. I received a letter tlus mormn-
from Mis^ Desborou-h (the -iil I met un the
steamer), who says I cni-ht to put in s ^me time
at Tukio . .

."

"Tiiere's surely no hurry for that," broke in

McK'iii/i", who reniembei-ed that Soimrville had
shown no very <^vva{ enthuiasm coucerr.in,;^ Miss
DesborouLih when speakin,^' of her before. "I
thou-ht you'd put in at Ka.-t three months with
Us, and you liaven't been here quite twtx"

Katakun San aj^peared about to .spcak, for she sat

up in her chair and her red h;is parted. i3ut she
apparently altered her mmd, for they closed a;;ain,

and with a glance at Somer\-ille whicli he could
not mismteipret she lay back and closed her
eyes.

"That's all \eiv well, and von'ie :m-fn!K,- I.-;,,,!
"
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replied SoniervIIc, " I.ut I've aho.,t made up my
mind. V<,u s-,c

1 llnnk f shall run up to Toki,, for
a week or tu-o .t Imle later on, and before do,n- so
I should hkelonet a i^Itle place here that I could
come hack to whenever tlic liumour to do so
took me."

"I believe," exclaimed Katakuri San without
openui- her eves "that our h,,nourable friend
means to marry or luul a 0-.,,/;,, ,., ],.,., ho,,,e
""• »"•"•

1 ^.iw imn lonknig with bn-ht eves atO Mat-,u San the other ni-ht at the IJa.hi Molo.
Hilt -he not really pretty. n.,t -ood .it all."
The tv.-o men lau-hed, for Miss Q M.a.u Sun's

Ihrtations were rather notorious.

After a pause,, durm- which Katakuri San looked
lurtively through her lashes at Somerville. he said
" ^o. Katakun San, O Matsu San has not pleased'
nn- contemptible ev, . ,,1 that way. Xor do I w,-h
t- marry. But your iuv^nA eves .nust Unv^ ere thi.
live tired of seeing my mtenor presence m your
beautiful iiouse."

Katakuri San winced.

Tins Englishmen when he fenced with her m)
often wrm. Only once during the la.t few weeks
iud she thought she had conc,uercd hun, when with
almost shameless coquetry she had forced him to
".ulcr.tand her meaning. But even then .lie harlKen deleated

;
hy dianr, p., hap., but n.vuthele.s

cieteated. And now that she .aw hun determined
to pass from the sphere of her possible influence
-^rr. wou.u ii,u-e spoken to detain him, but when .he
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glanced .it lii> face and lliat of McKen/.ic she feared
to do ^o.

"What nonsense!" excuincd McKenzie when
Somerville rtni>hcd -pcakiii,^. "Neither of us arc
fncd of you, and yuu had better make up your mind
to remain here till you leave for Tokio. Even then,

we will nkidly sto!e your tlnn.i^-, till you return.

W hatever's the u-~e of house-rent .qnin:,' on, even if

one is such a plulocrat as yon bid tair to be, whiKt
one is aw.iy. Come, let u^ settle that you remain
here for the pie^ent."

Somerville did no! reply f- t a minute or tw(^
;

and Katakuri San breathed a little more quickly
and opened her eye> >urtioiently to see his face
clearly from beneath her la-^ho. If only he would
stop ! After t(vmorrow there would be no one to

attract his .ittention from her; no one to >j->y .m
her movements

; no menace to her scheme^. And
yet, as the thoughts tlashed tb.rou^h her mind,
whi!4 she waited for his answer to what McKen/ie
h.id su,i,we-,ted, a str.inL;c upbraidin,:^ voice of an
almost dead ci.Mi-cience seemed to accuse lier. That
such a thin.L^ -hould stir in her .ilter all she had
done and said and thou-ht during,' her life at

the iMiii-tei caii^ul her additional alarm, which
,i^rew each m>>ment~that teiiibHe .ihVi-lit at the

uiture which ^ei/e> women like her at tinie^ in a

-nji of icv chill. She shivered ~!iL;htly, and perhaps
it wa> this almost imperceptible movement which
rec.ilied Somerville.

" Vou are awfuilv l'oocI." -aid h,- .-i.-M ,-,-.. ;nn-



KATAKUKI SAX STKIKES o:.

McKcnxie, ''hut I mu.tsl.ck to my original intcn-
">"• ""' tl.c belter plan, looked at all wav. U\f- no means settled that I am ^on.,^ to" Tok.o.
^^nyway. I thmk it unhkely that I shaH ^o for a
couple of months. M there souk, one down ,n
no town who knov.s when and u-herc houses arc to

J^e
let

?
I thought, when

1 was wanderinc^ about m
T.uk:ch,-mach. the other day. I saw a hoard up on
-Inch was 'Very hue Hou.cs to Let. Cheap and
U.r,d. Will keep wet weather d.y."'

McKeii/ie lau,;:jhed.

"Oh, that's at old Kusat>u's." ho replied "If
yuu v.il.n..tonleavn., mth.way,he'sabm.tas
likely a per.on as any to Imd you what you want."

I ^vnl .o to see hun to-morrow," sa,d Somerville.
't wa. .;;ettmg late, and tb,e moon, winch had been

slowly Urnhu.. up over the h,IN wh.Kt the nHM,
t^'lkeci, had now breasted the nd^^e and poured a
'i'-l -f nuhance down u.to the harbour and town
"^.•'l<'n.Mhe reddKsh-oran;;e -dow of the latter dun
pireeptdMy.

Out uuhe roadstead many h.hts were twinklin..
•''—;^ lon;^. thm threads hke mcande.cent wu-::,

"^7^ ^^^'- ;'-i< surlace, w,th broader patehes of- -nee where the stron;:er lamp, of , he ma.lboat.
•'nd lar^t^er steamer, swun;^ la/.,!y with the tide The
;, ''""'^"^^'"-'"^^•'^'^^nc softened to th-Mtt.-r. on
" verandah, hke the hum wf bee, „r u.sccts. and

'^e wlurnng elnrp of the ccad.e ..unded mono-
tonously from the -arden below.

Melo>jiucr\uie aiul wn/Ac both Miiuked in silence.
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occupied by thnu-hts of Kat;i!ctiri San for several
minutes

; aiul then the latter suddenly rose and,
with an almost icy"A'p;( hon uui" to Somerville,
went away alon,;^ the verandali to her room.

"Tiiat row with little Mio-San seems to liave

up.-,ct Katakuri San somewhat !" exclaimed McKen/ie
as he watched her disappear. " What cats women
are to each other when they have a rumpus ! I

can't for the hie of nie quite t^et at the bottom of
the alfair. Ail Katakuri will say is that Mio-San
was impudent to her. Heaven only kncnvs what
about." And then he added as though speakini^ to
himself, " Katakuri has a queer devil of a temper
when slie's roused."

Somerville looked at McKenzic sharply, and ;,en
he lau,:;hed. "Do you remember that little Pole,
Sophie Kolniwitz, who used to sit for Valmy

i''

"

McKenzie nodd-d. " Well," Soinerville continued,
"sometimes Katakuri San reminds me of her!
What a stran-e thin- it is that women, black f)r

white, Ea.t or West, run in types ! Whatever
colour their skm, they are an.^^els or devils."

McKenzie did not reply. He was thinking what
a mixture of both he had installed in his house.

Meanwhile Katakuri San, in the privacy of her
own room, stootl trembling and unnerved. One of
those iils of remorse and fear, which so often assail

women mingled with their chagrm, had seued upon
her as soon as she was alone. With a woman of
her type it could not be an awakening of conscience.
As w1

t -.1 liWg 00"ui(.i Viiic anu
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McKcn/,e'. faces and recali.n;^ ,he u^cuhnU nf hor
"-itmcnt of ..I,o-San. ,hac had suddenly lia^lK.!

•"<ohermHKitheu-ord>ofan,:i.avn.:^,nu-h,ch
n-r naturally supersf.lK.u. nature niade her halt-
l;<-l-vc. lf'anthu.,"A'..„;,„..,

^,„,^,.„/^^,_,^^^^^_
-n^a hnnon,:- \V,th that sayn,;^ can,e t.rrd.k-
-cu.n.v,M,.nsof

Ku-akk(oJ,;,„ku.wiKrehcr .>ni
^vould burn till rl, an<-d of all nnpnntv

l^'thtui,:;.,. winch tiemhled .he conunrnced t,.

I'""^;
'7 ^^^'^ ••^'^'^J ^''P her .houlder. out of ,1,.

''""'^'^" ^-'-'-'^ of
.

,.pi, .Hk winch, a. h. had
->ce admued >f, she had put on for Son^emllc's
e-pccial hencl'it.

l;:vcn h.er own shadow thrown dnnlv up<:n thewhae nnttin, hy the toe of the Uny o,l kuup-ed on a shelf before the nnage of UucUuL
'n.htened her humbly. She lon.c^cd to crv out and-nm.,, McKen^.e. But what could she id! hun '

^-ld.he.aytolHm,'.See,Iamancvdwonun
^'n-^- -)ul ,s s.uuched, and whose m„-ror ha.--HK-dunr' He would e.ther lau.h at her, or

'f
^^^ -uv anythu,^ lurking b.Iund her words he

-| .o :uhcrwahth..e,uK.teyesofh,sb,a.n,
^^'"^">c dull, ho, hre ..fanner that she had seen^^nee <,r ,w,ce bdore and could never for^^et

i- nurror was there on H. lacque^ box-HkeM.d.v,n,n., between .cn,ll-v.ork of bron..^

Zlrv
beneath ,t, u, wluch lay all tho.e

-c:^art,ce.bywho.caKi.hesou,htto.nhance
'i^r tacaj charm.-the n.u-e, the h.^nJ:, .L- .-;- .u..
lorei^ui chemist in Fi inat>u-maciu had obt.un-d

8
tor
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her froin Kiuopc
; the .c^old with which yiijo gild

tlicir lip-., the Use of wliich McKcnzie had lonit ago
lorbiddcn. It had a strange fascination for licr,

this mirror wilh tlie trellis of young bamboo shoots
ornamenlin.; its back, anri its face gleaming hkc
poHshcd pewter. She IicMtatcd, and then after a

moment (jr two leaned forward and gazed into its

depths.

Was it that her eyes were dim with fright, or was
It the surface of tlie mirror that wa> chilled ? she
qiic^ioned. She looked again, leaving go of her
kiti'oiio, wliich slipped down with a soft, caressing
motion oft her amber shoulders.

The lamp on the bracket above the mirror swalcd
as a draught of night air seized the tiny ilaine in a
mimic vortex, and as Katakuri San started forward
as though to approach and gaze into the mirror, her
silhouette appeared cast upon the grey-coloured
karakami which formed the walls.

She looked at the mirror again, and then her
knees gave way beneath her as she was about
to lean forward and gaze more closely at it, and she
started back and away from it. The terrible fright

which possessed her grew stronger and stronger in

hir heart. But >he felt t'lat she must sec. It was
tile dommatmg idea in her mind. She must sec.

Beads of sweat broke out upon her forehead, and
when slie wiped them away with her hand the latter

felt chill. She paused for a moment or two to

gather her courage, and then she again crawled
iUi .-.aw., >\uu ziic r^KuL oi iier kiiiiouo traiung behind
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her on the snowy mattm,^ hkc the tail of ,,iic ..f the
hzards which sunned themselves on tine f!ayr> on the
rocks at the ed^^c of the goldfish pond.

In the dun lij^ht of the room siio crawled forward
inch by uich till she was close to where her muror
stood. Then once more she hesitated. She dare
not look, but she mu.t. The very demons who
would roast lier soul m Kwakkt.) Ji^^oku seemed to
be burnin;:^ her head now.
She raised herself till her face wa^ on a level with

that of the mirror. Her breath came quickly. " U
•t that my eyes are dim, or what ?" she asked her-
self in affright.

She could see nothing in the mirror's face (n\-

there was a mist over its surface, and it was dim.
•' Kaj^anii t^a kiimorn to laiiiashiga kimioni;' a voice
seemed to whisper at her clbuw.

With wild, wide-open eyes Katakun San looked
once again. Horror seized hard upon her. The
voice spoke again, and a shrill cry rang out on the
night air—a piercing, night-cleaving cry as of a
drowning woman.
"Good God ! What is that ?" cnerl Mck'enzie,

jumping to his feet and rushing along tlic'

verandah.

Without waiting to fmrl the holes for his hngers
in the shoji he dashed the p 'id^ along m their
grooves, and entered the room. In the dun light
he could not see at first, but in a moment he caught
sight of Katakuri San stretched full len.i/th on The
white matting like a huge dead moth, the sleeves of
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litr ,L;.inii. Ill, fr..iii winch Iki aini> lia'l slipped oii(,

Iikr wm:;, out-tuh lied be.Md.- hn.
Siinirrvillc ciinr cl<)-.e hiiimd.

"(1ft M)inr ',/^v. (|iiicl:, ,md a h-ht ! '
shout,.!

M« l\<ii/ic, st,,(,j-,in^ at Ivitakiin', sidr.

SoiufTvill.- Ml hc<l al'.n- the v. laii.Iah and ahiiM.t
KM over San-to, \vh'. harl com,, out tiom her
(|iiaiUTi ((• Sic uliat \\a-> thi matter.

" lirandy s.iL;; n.vnt iituLti, vay;,!,ikc kdwikii!"
< MUilatrd S.Miurvillr, and San-(o vaindicd. ntiii n-
iM- a inonicMil later with the Liaiidy and a jar u{
water.

Meanwhile Soni. rville had lighted a kerM^cne
lamp whieh hiin- in hi, studi.,, and with that m
one hand and the biandy m the other he hurrufl
baek to MeKen/ie's room, f()IK)wed l.y San-to
c.irryin.:^ the wa'er.

Katakuri San still lay unconscious on the floor,

althou.-h when the .stre)n-cr li,-lit from the lamp
Somerville carried fell upon her it was evident, fr.un
tlie twitchin- of her eyelids that hhc wa, about (o
revive,

McKen/.ic raised her head and forced some of the
luandy between iier closed lips, which looked like

two scarlet wounds aero., her deatlily-pale face.

Somerville sprinkled some w.ilir on her brow, and
San-to kept up a croomnL; wad all the time, punc-
tuated l)y c.\prc-,bions of terror.

In ;i tew moments Katakuri Sun opened her eyes
and murmured somethin;^ which Somerville failed
to (Mtrh hilt M-llw-ln i-.-.-.^).. \f ..\.' -_.. . . 4 1-.
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liard and (urn .iw.iy from her f.)r a inMinrMt. Ik-
t"" h.ul he.ml the sayin.^ concrrnm- the- ni.rn.r
and a woman's soul, and Katakuu San\ word, cut
Inni like a wln'p.

Wlu-n slic oi-,cnrrl her eyes fully and caught .i>^ht
'•I the nnrroi she shivered vink-ntly.

A fl..od of liaht fell upon the poli-hed d:>c from
t!>elamp Someivdlc had l)r,.u:;ht, and a quivern.--
oval retlecti<;n danced for a moment upon the
ceilin:^.

McKenzie noticed the tern,r with which Katakuri
San re.ijarded the mirror, hut he said nothin^r.
To Somervilletheeau-eol Katakuri San's collapse-

was incomprehensible, but then he neither kiuw
tlic sayin-, nor the h(;ld that superstition had up.,n
her empty little mind.

K,a.vlain San still lay upon the lloor with hrr
l^lui-h-rcy yu'uifu, which San-to had hastened to
thr,,w acros. hrr shoulders, enveloping her. Slu-
wa. k-^. uneon.cious than the two men supposed
And already in her mind the question wa. to, n.u-
Jatmg Itself as to whether McKen/ie hnl anv s,,.-

I'lcion ot the rea.on for the terror which h.ul <ny.^d
"}H.n her and forced that sh.ill. terrible crv from
}>cr unwillinK^ I'P- liut m his face, which 'lo( ked
liard and pale in the uncertain and feeble lampliaht,
tiierewas nolhini,' to indicate what he th.ou-ht^or
v>hat he mi^ht have discovered.

I" a little while Katakuri San heaved a deep si-^^h
as thoiiL^h recoveniii: f'oni ;. swiM.;, •:::.!

;
.: "i

her^clt to a -ittii- po.ture. Ikr t,.>:„ v.a. stiil
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f!i athly p.ilo, and .(in- oi tlic p.iint fn.in licr red

lips luid simau'd licr eliiii, niakiii- llic u>t nl her

face look the luoic i^liastly.

"
I was vtrv iiukIi fi i^Iitcncd," she cxi^I.'iiicd in a

low vmcf, 111 Japaiii -c, lr),,Kiii;; strai.Lilit at Mcl\cii/;r,

uli'i iia'l '-lo'.cl lip, to ^(.c the ilkct ol lur woii!-,

"I tli'Uii^Iil thai a i,host Inolail over iiiv shoii!i!ir

wliiKt I \va-> unclu-.>.in;4, aiul 1 wa-. fi lightened."

"What -oil of a qho-^t ?" a-hed MeKen/ie.

liiit Katakiui San would not ur could not tell

him.

" Saii-to shall remain with me," slie said after a

pause, "for I wish to see no moie hiikt-nwitj or

ytuiin-obii to-ni;;ht."

When the two men had left her Ivatakuri San

beeame hjst in thought. She wa-> not quite re-

eovered from her fn.i^ht, but whilst San-to was with

dclt, yellow lini^trs rearranging her niutie.-.s's dis-

turbed coiiiure she liad satisfied her^elf tiiat at all

events now theie was nothing to r-euie ili<. purity

of her mirror's faee. lUit of the purity of her soul

wlio could speak ?

Both the men were silent for some minutes after

tiiey had rL-turned to the far end of the verandah.

McKenzie was thinking a little contemptuously of

Katakuri San's terror and its possible cause. He
knew little or iiollniig of its real one, of the events

of the past few weeks, or of her attack upon and

cruel treatment of Mio-San. To him, ignorant of ail

these things, it was just a pieee of weak, womanish
bupLi billion. And when, as he did, he reviewed
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SoniuviIlc\ conduct and mkimirt, tlu-iv w,,-, nwtlini-
to IcMd In. thoi.nl.t. Hitu a n.,.,c Mi.|.,ciun. or
unpli'a^.uit clitnncl.

Th.. cloiuk .i.ul iH-i^Lin to obscure tlic mr..,n, and
the wcallicr was cA-.dcniiy workm- t,,r a cli.m-c.
Oiic of tlic sudden cliantjes ulnth -hi -l.t willnn'a
few hour-, obscure the harl)Mur l)elo\v tlu-ni, niuoniit
and serene only a lew nuuute. bctcie, with bhndni-
torrents nl rain.

^

" I shall turn in," said McK'cn/ic at len;;fh. "
It's

a bit chill now the wnid has backed. \V?,n[ y..u ?
"

The two men rose fn.in thur clians, McKen/ie
drew alon^' the ainado, and then with a "Good-
ni;^hf. old fellow; I hope no more l>„kc-,uo!,o will
disturb our peace," vanished into the house.

Somerville was just about to enter his room and
clc.e the 5//jy/wlien there came a famt scratchin-
"H the paper panel.

He listened for a moment, and then, as ,t w .s

repeated, he s|,d one of the ^Iwjt alon- n. it.
groove and p.-eied out uito the sem.-ob.au ity (;f

the Verandah.

At first he c.M.ld see notliin.o, but at len-th lie
nude out the li-ure of San-to beeknnu,:; hun with
her Imyer, and whi.perin-, " Ouic ,ui,u,. Ccnuu
IUl,Ul."

For the moment he could not think what th • old
woman wanted of hun, but it w.s evident th.u <h,
\vi:,!ied to speak with inni, and tluit nut near th-
room where McKen/ie and Kittlmri San s^pt,
•vviiicii ua^ ne.Nt hi, own. bo lie crept out .u!,'
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Ixii-L' fcft on lu the v.-raiidali, :ind f.illijwcd San-tn
!i I the far iiid.

Whi II he UM^ clo-c to iiLT he could ji^t ^ee in the
dun hi^ht tliat ^he ]n-u\ a piece of pajiei' i;r a Ion:,'

hipanc-^e nce-paper ciiv-lope in hei liand. Thi.
-he Ihrii-t nito hi^,, siym^ m a low ton^, " Katakuii
San bail woman i>. Sent away MuvSan."

1m-i- a moment S(;meiville scarcely leahsed lier

meaniiiL;, and lie exclaimed Icnidertli an he mtended,
"Wliat do y(jii mean, San-to ? What i-. tin^ you
tell me ?"

P>ut San-to, with a :,;cstui-e of alarm meant to

enjoin silence uprjn him, meiely wln-pered,
" Honriinable EiiLihshman, read chif," and tlien

t,lidi-d away to her own apartment^.

In Somerville',-, hand was a thin, ioni^f-shaped

JapancM- envelope of .shrimp-c(;loured rice paper.
in the -loom of the verandah he could scarcely .^ec

whetiier it was written npon, but wlien lie had re-

entered his room and looked at it by the liL^Iit he
tound that it \\a^ evidently addressed to him.
The blurred characters were certainly like those
Mcken/ie hail once shown him a^ con-,titiitui'.;

his own name.

What conkl it all mean? .Mio-San di.ven away
by Kalakuii San as San-lo had >aid, and tin-;

mysterious letter placed m his liands.

l-'or some time he sat on the floor underneath
the kcro>enc lamp wiiich he had m-talled in place
of the ineliicient one provided by Katakuri San,
con^i-^tmL; of a iiiiall red •l.tss cim u it!, , „;.a.
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floi'tini; 111 oil a> ilhiminani, .qa/ini^ at the ciiwluiu'

with the straii-c and st;-,iL;iiIin,L; character^ upon it.

He could not read tliein, and so at la-,t lie decided
to lock tlie envelope up m his de-l: and turn in.

It wa-, a lon^ tune ( re he leli adeep, for the

nn^^tery ot" die n(jte and San-to's statement re-^aid-

ing Mio-San kept liini awake. Tin., then, w a. ilu

explanation of the Litter's ah-ence at the nieai a

couple of hours a-o, and the reas-Mi that Katakuri

San had fetched her own pipe and the iabuhj-boii

when they wislied to suKjke, in-^tead of ci i;ipin_LJ her
hands for her little maid as she usually did.

At Icni^th, liowever, lie fell asleep heneath his

mosquito curtains and dreamed of Mio-San, and of

Katakuri San who was chani^ed into the dreadful

Fo- -woman of whom McKenzie had been telliiiLj

h'ln stories—the woman who lures men to evil, and
desli uction.



CHAPTER VIII

SOMHRVILLK KKCFIVKS A I.KTTKK A\[) Vr^rOTO
(;i\'i-:s (loui) Ai>vKi-:

EXT nK^rniii^ when Sonu-rvilk-

\v,H awcikenccl it \v:i> lu.t ly

the noi-c of tin,- tic.ula- imr

by tlif -^on^ of thru-^h or hull-

linch, but by ihr ti^riuitia!

rain latthn;^ on fhc roof and
iniiMn.uni^i; a^i^.un-l tlie <:dcs

I f tliL- hou-e

Out-i'lc a bhnchn;4 (lilui^f

\va> -,\vccpin,i4 aero-.-, and (d%
^curin-- du- -ivcn hill- and dcsrcnthnq ui thu k
-hrits upon the town below, blottin- out the view
"1 the harbour ano Lohin^i^ il> iKually calm Muiaee
into white-capped waves. Dark -rey cloud, canie
rudunLj aero s the -ky ni va-t and never-enduiq
liattalion-., d;i\,-,i by a -horv^ ^"'itli-ca-tet !v wind.
Tin. in-li the w.itciy vliI whieii hnn- between the
hou-e and the town and mountain -!opi.-<, everv now
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and again Sonu'iviIIc culd catch a glimpse of wli.it

lay below, when the '.trong wind seemed to leui the

sheets of r.iin ii^ide fur ;i MKjment. At the hack of

tlie hon-e th.e gale sang a dirge amongst the pines,

and roared witli -.eat organ-note^ m the giilhes ar.fi

chasms which ran down fio;n the summits of tlie

ndges to the liaiiujur. Outride tlie drenclied garden
quivered in it; and tlie wil!(;w near the little '•'•ridge,

that spanned an eiiually tmy stream now swollen to

the size of a miniature torrent, bent over vet nn^-e

sorrowfully than usual.

The g.irden of sunshine and fh.wers luid suddenly
become one of sadness and destruction.

Somerville was gazmg out blankly upon the

deluge when he heard Katakuri San's voice kmg
rapidly in Japanese, and McKenzie's deepei tones as

though in anger.

In his pocket lay the note which San-to b I s,,

mysteriously thrust into his hand the night b..-f..re.

Whilst dressing bic had lieen turning over m his

mind what he should do regarding it. To ask

^bd\cn/.ie to translate it to him was out of the

question. Somerville l.iughed rather grimly to b.im-

self at the very thought. One does nut usually i e-

tpiest a stranger to discover the contents of a mis-ive

of which we actually know nothing. McKenzie
might stumble upon information regarding Katakuri
San of an unpleasant character. Xo, that would not
do, thought Somerville. The only alternative which
suggested itself to hi-, pernKxcd nnncl u.is \tuv.,,u.

and he fancied the !att?r could be trusted.
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K.itakun S,u, dul nut p„t ,n un appearance at
I^'vakfast. McKcn/.K' cxcuv.-d lur l,v „. ,|, ,t

"'>^ f;;!.! of the Mi^ht before h.ui Id ,h. ^^hh a
'""'"''^- ^'""'••Villoai,! notlnn^. Ifcu-..xvon-
^"•.,.4 w!,.,lKTl,ttl. M.,.S,m,of whom he wouM
now po.Mhlvnot h. aMc to complete a p:<-(ure h-
I'-id co,mne.Rvd, h,d yet .L;Mne auav, and U- M. what
-I.e could he dom- m the tem,.,-^l nf wmd and . iu,
wh.ch ^hu.k the h-a,l houv,- a. th,ni:^h ,t -,M.-ht tu
destroy it.

'"^

San-to hron::ht in the meal, an.l noticin:^ Somer-
villes K„,k 01 a^toni.liment. as Mm-San alw ivs
waited upon tliem, McFvVnzie expknned.

^'M>o-San has -one away," he said; "
k'atakuri

appears to liavc taken a dishke to her of late uk\
complams that she was insultm,!,'." l'.,„r httlc'Mio-
San! thou-I,t Som.rvIIe. It was Mnpo..,Mc to
conceive the ever -cntlc- and bn-Iit httle creatiux.
"iMihin,;. "1 :i:,, ,„,,,,;• ,„,^,^.^, ;\,^,^^.„^,^. ^^^^j.
nielnilv, " .^. ,t h a dreadful di-race for her, and
't will not be easy to replace her with another
maul."

Whilst McKen/ie was spcakm.u Somerville caught
^^an-to's, eye, and l,e noticed when mention wis
nude ot M.u-San's outra-e<u.s rudeness to her
I'Hstress, a ^nm .ort of Muile tiitted across l,er
wrinkled countenance.

Xo more, however, was said, and the conversation
dritted mto a discussion of the Weather and the
probability of the continuance of the ram.

,,,,..._ _^.. ,.,.^. _..^. .^.^._^_^ ^^^ j.^^^ point of
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cln.ppin;! sonic oh.crvut;,,,, wind. u,,uld h.v.
bet.ayed the fact that M,o-Sa,, ere her dcp.ulurc
li'-^cJ written to hnn. But he .nana,:;ecl to p:u„e n,'
fme. McKen/,e sa.d hnle ahont Katakur, San'>
tl'C^hf anrl md,spo>H,on of the previo,,. „,i„ ,„
^^wheoulynKnfon.d ,t a. he wa. puttn,^ on hi.
o>l>kincoa. and -ou'-v.e.ter preparatory to (K-nnt-
n.:; for the toun. Then he remarked, "

I ,„pp,..,.
y-ull not turn o,it a day hke th,-, ? K,a,knn ha.
been worrynic^ herself leM th,. np.et .l,.„ld prevent
lier s,ttu,:4 to v^u m, that you can lun.h oil th a
-study of the httle ni. p,,nd m the .garden."

"I
think I shall come d,nvn nl^to the town later

on. rcphed So.nerviUe. " Tiia-'. „ tlie weather
clears up a int."

"Oh!" exclauned .McKen/,e, "what", ^oin- to
make you tu:n out in weather not lU for a do-'
J^"t/' he added w,th a ]au:^h, " I ou^ht to apolo^.?..
l">-^cro.-,-examnim-you m Mu. way, old fellow.'"
"Xo need," said S.^merville pleasantly. "I ..n

rather cxpectm- some letters addressed to' Vumoto's
olhce Vou see, I've not yet been aMe to let all nn-
n-Kis know that I have been .pon^ni. on you for
the last ten weeks."

'Of course ! rejomed McKen/ie, steppin- out
into the dnv.n^ ram, '<^„vcv/.mr.' If vou fmd your-
self near the Work., look ,n, and weil have titlm at
isei-yo-lei."

" I ^v,II," replied Somerville. as McKenzie turned
away and walked briskly down the mmuiturc- hr=,..k
which formed the path.
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Wlicii lie- fli-apptMiecl SomcrviIIe retired to Iii>

loom to coii-^uler tlie situation.

So main- women li irl flattered and cajoled Iiim

flii'in.LS 111-, hie in Pans, that k'atakuri San's unbliish-

iii,:4 attempts to lay sie^e to ins heart had at hrst

only cau-ed him amusement. He, however, nnw
leeo.i^nibed that the trend of affairs was bccoiiiini^

serious, Mio-San, who he now began to regard

uith inereased interest and sympathy, had dis-

appe.u-ed. Wlieiice he knew not. But the cause

of her departure was plain enough. Katakuri San
would brook no rival bcneatli the s;iiiie roof. .And

he remembered that he had been gocxl and kind to

little Mio-San in his Bohemian, happy-go-lucky way.

Then he recollected what Yumoto had once fold

him concerning Katakuri San's v.igrant affectit)ii-,,

and he wonderetl vaguely what had prevailed upon
McKen/.ie to iiistal her as the he, id of In-, liousc-

hold. Tlieii he also called to inir.d that in the [last

there had been a saying current amongst the little

circle ol Kii,l;I di ,md American artists in which he

.iinl McIvMi/je moved that "it is always the un-

expected that happens to Mclven/.ie." Then yet

ani>ther thing came into view. Did MeKenzie
suspect Katakuri San ? and if so, what did he

think ? It was not an easy matter t() decule this

tpiestion, for McKen/ie was nut either a talkative

or a demonstrative man, and Somer-ille had learned

that Katak.ui San was clever enough to throw dust

in any man's eyes wb.o had the least faith in her

left hun.
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A^ he ^,it (hu. thinkin- ,„ i„. ^tiuiio, hv lu-ard
Iv.i;a!;uii San c.lhn- U> San-to, "0/./, n,,~a, '

0,,/c

And fhcii came the maid's " flci .' iKr.htu^'' m
flcepcr tunes almvc the rattle ,.{ tl,e ram a.
San-to luu-ned alon- the verandah to Katakur. San\
room.

There was a sound of rapid conversation, qnes-
t'"nin,qs, and rephes. Then Somerville can;;ht the
mention ot hi. own name, then that of Mio-San.
On few occasions dunn^^^ hi> stay m Japan did he

wish more devoutly that he JkuI possessed a sulT,-
cient knowled^i,^e of colloquial Japanese to follow
u-hat the two women were saymg ,o one another m
tones loud enough to he Iieard distinctly throui-h
tlic trail paper kaiakami which divider] the rooms.

Ihat Karidain San was an-rv, and San-to !e>,
humble in demeanour than was her wont he ea.ily
^.ithcred. But that wa. all.

Outside the rain was now fallin^^ le.. heavilv, and
McKea,-/,e's prognostication that noon would sec
the deluge stayed appeared likely (o prove eorrect
Aheady the clouds were - vceping ks. thicklv acro.s
tlie hills, ,nd the summits of many of the lower ones
were becominggradually visible as the vapour r(,lled
I^ack trom them. Here and there shafts of brilliant
sunlight pierced the clouds and fell down momen-
tarily into the ram-washed town and harbour
making tlic wet roofs on which they fell shine like'
heliographs signalling to the heights nbove t!:em

Somerville rose and went out on tlie vJra'ndah to
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Wiitch tlu .ccnr. In in-, pockc-l l.iy Min-S.m's Ictttr

coiicfniiii-4 til,' jnirport ot wliicli lie tflt m. Uv.i .iii'l

nici-i-:i-i!v.; .i curinvty. Tiic lie, ivy (Ii-dji-, ,,f r.uii,

winch ni tlu- (.'.irlv inMinni'^ had torn tlu- Miif.ur

<>i the liltlf j^olclli-^h pond hi;- luKk^hot, n.. a- (,n.,-

tiiltrd It with tmv Click > like tho-.c made by w.tter-

I'citle,^. Down m the h.iih ,iir I.iv two stcmicr^
brilliantly white a. ll: .ii-h (.ut out ot ivory a^ a

wandeiin,:^ lavof siindiine struck tluin ; a\u\ ni.w
that the ^ea had ;;one down the black, be. tl, -like

stiiiil-dn. weic fhttin;4 between them and oiloUler
ve>seU at anchor and the shoic. In .in hour the

waters of tlic hai hour had ch.ui'^crl from the coLmt
of -reen-;4rey a.L^ate, tiecked with white toim, to that

of j.ide. So intent was Sonierville watchmi^ the

atnio.pheric changes .i^oinL; on around and below
hiin, that lie did not hear the >')lt shoo-^lioo of

.ippi-uachin.u; footstep-,, ,,r realise .mother presence
till Katakiiri San iiarl laid a Iiand h-htly upo;i in-,

.shonldei".

" You are idle to-day, honourable Mister Artist,"

she excIaiiiK-d
; addini^ after .i pause, "

I hope I have
not kept you waitin;^. See, 1 have not stayed to put
on my knnciio, so thai I would come to you as soon
as po--sib!e."

SomeiviHe had turned round and stood rc\;;ardin"

Katakun San attentively. There was no u>e denv-
iii:4 It she wa^ wonderfully prettv, and the half-

sleepy droop ot the eyes, which looked at hun with
such frank, und:-,^L;uised admiration u .der their

ion-, i'lui-ed lashes, was singularly attractive. All
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the tragic terror of the n,^ht l>ef„rc l,,ul pa.s.d out
onu.-tacc-,and,nit, pl,ee uvrc the .miles wh:ch
^»; l^'ou;^ht K,.takur, S.ui much rc.put,.t,or, In,-
lKkienc>s u, her ..lu.fon. whrn she was a ,.,,-7^
•'t iMij.-fu. He suddenly remembered the s^vin^
'" •'" '''"^' '•'"'""^ "1 ll'c Ouarfer Latm fo,' h-\
l'^U!s>,u^!s and pauUui-. of f,i,r wom^Mi • "

\ pn"vwoman .s never more attractive or dan:,^Tous than
when she has just awakened fron) shunber-that .s
to the awak.ner." And a. he met her eye. he kneu'
tlie trutli of it.

Seein.^ that he did not move Katakuri S .n . tul
"I -^m ready. It is ux-f, and you eannot descend
nito the town to ,^et your au,:^u.t p.r.on wct I ct
Us <4o and fmish the picture."

"Where .\ Mio-San?" said Somcrv.IIe, without
answcrin<^ her.

"Mio-San !•' exclaimed Katakun San, as though
no such person existed. « She has a^ne aw.u-
J'^^""urable friend

! 1 no longer had i^eed .>f he'r'
a-ul one does not retain the services of those ofwhom one lias no longer need."

.

^""^ ""' ^'"'^I'lnced at SomerviIIe with such an
"igenuou. smile that, had he been blind to certain
cvc^^of die pa.t few weeks, he might have believed
tha Mio-San had disappeared m the natural course
oi tilings.

" Where has she gone ? " he demanded.
Katakuri San shrugged her shoulders as slic had

seen Madame Dnlinic -,„,! .i,^ ...•

battleship do, and answered nothing, merely content-
9
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wvj, Iieisrlf witli adv.tnciii;; tow.iids tlie ^liulio, and
iiivitMi- Soiia-rvillc to comic with liur and cninpkte
lllT pU'tlll C.

"So, I diall nr.t paint fo-d iv," r.wlainicd Soiner-

villr. And then, srrin^ her \">>k of iinniiiiu'^

a^toindmuMif, he added, "I have bu.iiies.-, with
Mf. ^'iMllo^)/'

Katakiin '>.in pan-, d anrl rcLjarded him narrowly,
and then .t^Ianeed out at the weallier. The excn^e
shi' liad been about to urLje to detain hitn was
denied !ier, lor th-- rain had nearly cea-^ed, and
through hu'^e rift-, m tlie skurryin.L; clouds tlie sky
wa^ bhie and clear.

"Dut " >aid she. And then sometliin.i,' in

Sonierville's jvwe and look tokl lier she would waste
her time in seekin,i^ to dissuade him, and bO she did
not comjilete the sentence.

"SiiyoiKtni !" ^hv called out, as slie slniftled

aloiiLi the mattin:^ with a little short-stepped run,

wlnlst in her lieart was anger and a sense of

defeat.

When she had gone Somervdlc laughed to him-
self, half-contemptuously. How frank she had been
when she once told him, "One does not share
the best fruits with another." "Poor little Mio-
San!" he mused, "and so slie thought you were
trying to pick fruit in her orchard."

Ten minutes later and Katakuri San saw Somer-
ville in raincoat and oilskin cap disappear down the

garden path, and then she gave way to the rage which
burned in iier tickle little heart, in which already so
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'"'",y sninlar lus.io.is h.u\ Inmud thcm^cKc. tu
a--lic^.

SointTv.ilc inadr hi-, way down n- . tlir fow,,
;''""- "'^' '•'n-torn nu'l, that a couple of ho„,s
'•'•'"'c had hccMi httl- hcttu- tha„ a foncnt, and
t'K-n aloM- several of tlic narrow streets which
'Htcrscct the man, one. of Xa^a^ak. com.ncrce,
p.ived merely in the centre, w,th overhan^.ni,' roof.
"""1 winch mn,iature X.a.^Mras fell, and "thence
'"'""to the Bund. X.nv that the ran, had ahnost
cc i-,ed .warms of women were at work -ettuw coal
"'f'> the 1,-hters, and clerks, many ui them m stnan-e
ni.xtnres of Japanese-Knropean attire, were hurry-
n,.' m and ont of the vanous ofhces and warehouses
or stanchn- checkm.q bales and boxes on the hauj
iJnf SomervMlle was to(, anxious to ;.et to Vnmot</s
""ce to loiter as he usually did, and watch what
\Va> ,i,'oin;^r on.

A quaintly wizened clerk, who bore the cuplionious
";'n>^- of Su;,.iwara, w.-hed hnn, ,n a stran-^e mixture
"' l-n,:;!,.h and Japanese, " Kou „uln uui. Oa'^an
'•";"'.' ^"id then informed hnn that the honour-
•^'^'^' Mister Vumoto was withm and busv, but
v^"uld ,.ee his august presence immediately.'

^

I" response to an invitation Somerville climbed
f'"^- 'H-kety .taircase, wJnch seemed less dependable
-v^Ty time he did so, and knocked at the little door
<<> lumoto's room.

''Oa^.an ;m.<;,V called Vnmoto from withm, and
oi>nK'rvilI(> t^ti.i,..,! x! > _

Alter the u.ual elaborate civilities which Vumoto
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.iKv.iys pi.ictisrd, irintiiicrd with what he r<-iiK'in-

hriiil ol l^iiKijH'.m ciuii (i-,ii'>, he iii'iiiiicil whv 111-,

mi^ci.ililr tilliLc w.i^ hoiiouiL'cl by thr aii;^iist (.dm-

clc^ct'ii^ion <i| 111. huni)iir,ihlc liund, and a^-^u^t•d

his visitor th.it he had the whi ilt- nl the dav tu ^ivc

to hi > 1mi--iik-^n vhoiild it H.-.H11I c Mich an aiii'imU of

time.

"I have come to '-cck your ailvicc," said Somcr-

villc, SLMtiii:^ hmisrlf. " Mio-Sau ha-, di-^appcaicd.

In a \vi)i(l, Katakun San ha ch^chaii^ed Iilt."

Yiimuto L^avr a low whittle—a liaint he had

act]uii"cci abioad, which, when he rctiiined to

Nagasaki, he had found conferred a certain air

of distinction and uniqueness upon hiin, so he

had chen-^hici the trick for use on suitable occa-

sions.

"So she ha-> ,^onr," he said, after a pau>e. "It

does not biini^ me surprise. Where there is but

one aj)ple there is no need for two to pick it,"

with which somewhat cryptic utterance he smiled

beiiii^nly at Somerville.

Tile latter found a shade more colour come into

hi-, bronzed cheek, i'.nd so he hurriedly dived into

his undercoat pocket and produced Mio-San's letter.

"This," said he, i_L;norinf; what Vumoto had said,

"was i;iven me last ni;;ht by San-to. I can't read

it, so I've come to vou."

" From whuiu 'i " queried Yumoto, i^lancin^ at the

envelope.

"Mio-San."

Yumoto whistled again.
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Ih- li.ui Mill K.if.ikiiri .11 !(,nk .it Sonicrvillr, ,iii,|

hrr -l;i,K-c cnvc-vfcl a -...d dcil ,,t mciniii- i,', |,,,

Orictit.il miiKl.co.L^nis.mt .i> Ik- u.i^ of thr (x-;v/./;,r.

past.^ MuK-nvr, he h.id no ;;!oat Iikiii,:,' tor M.ul.iin,.

McKcn/a- and no little contrnipt lor Iilt, and lie

scented wl.at nii.:,I,t prove to be inteie-,tin.!4 com-
plications,

"Mi"-San," he repeated sloulv, pnttin:,' out hi.
Ii.ind acro.s hi> de-k for the K Iter. ".And whv, niv
li-.nourahle friend, are you .mx-ou. to kiio-v\vh,n
thi> coiiteinimble i,Mrl ha-, to , iv to yoii ?

"

"I •'111 cunou. to know," replied Soinervillr,
"iHcau.e It IS on account of my friendship ui'h'
»in- tint .he hassulYered diwiaee at Katakun San\
'iind.. I mii.t lind her. IA)r, Vunioto, ; do not
ti'iiik Xa-a.aki the hest place m the wo, id |,,r .i

friendless ;.;irl, especially if she is pretty."

Vinnoto laii-hcd a queer little lau.-ii. " I'rettv
.^nls can alwavs Ihul friends. Thev would take
licr ,if Fu„-tc,, at Fuku-ya, at Fnji-ya/at Haiia/one,
it the Garden of the Cherry Tree.-anywhere. niv
n'>nourable friend. liut," spreadin- out tj,,. .heet
of paper on his desk, "let us see what she says."

-Mio-San had learnt to write at the inissionarv's
I"Hi.e and in the villa|,'e school, hut what with ha^.e
'"'i what looked like blots, where scaidin- tear

-

'l'^:;''t have fallen, Jier characters on this .,ccasion
were not so clear that Vumoto could read all

^" "'^"1 ;it tirst ,:^!ance. At len-th he co.nmenced
t( ) ti iti-i if,. 'ri. .. 1 <. 1

**'- '^"'-r 'ooi\: nu naiiie and no
addr'.'bb.

-K (

1
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" To write to you is very bold, and may he evil,"

read Yumoto's calm voice, "but ever since my
unworthy sii^ht fell upon you I liave been thinkin.i^

of you and you alone. Each hour I have felt my
humble self sw.illowed up more and more by the

ever-,:^rowinj[jthouj;Iitof you like a stone sinks down
into the bcom of a pool of still water. And when
I sleep it i^ only to dream, of you, and when I wake
I look for your comin,-j, and until I see you, O most
august one, my lieart i> heavy and my eyes would
weep. Forgive me that I should permit my un-
worthy heart and mind to thus dwell upon the

radiance of one so hit^li above me, and ior express-
in,-; my desire that I ini-lit n.ot be found hateful and
unworthy in the eyes ot one so noble. I pray you
will esteem me not altoL;ether unworthy of your
august pity, and that you will even feel compassion
towards me, an^l judge my heart's overflowing
tenderness with not anger but kind feeling. It

is only in the great distress of my mind and the
tearfulness of mine eyes which may not again behcjld

you that I venture to so unworthily addrcs,-, to you
ihe-^e words,

" iMay yor live a thousand years, fortunate and
happv. To the Itjiiged-for and worshipped august
one this letter is sent."

When Vumoto had limslied reading the letter he
laid the sheet of thin rice-paper on which it was
written down on the desk m front of him and
whistled.

With hi.s Oriental confiuini i,u- v\Mni,.n m;,> c ,.,'..
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tender little lovc-Ictter—which it must have taken
her an infinitude of tiiou.^^ht to compose—conveyed
only two liard, cold facts. One that she was
evidently in love with Somerville ; the otiier that

her conduct had been very ine^ul;?r and repre-

hensible. For a moment or two lie said nothinij,

and the only sound which broke the silence of the

room was the patter of rain on the roof above
them, and the dronin.c; voice of Su;;awara, the

clerk, reading over bills of lading in the room
be-low.

At len;^th he said, "Mio-San is yours f(;r the
asking. She is a pretty girl, and loves you. Vcni
need not now trouble your august thoughts by a
consideration of O Matsu San, or O Ine San, if you
wi:,h for a wife."

vSomerville's face flushed, and he was about to

reply. IJut what was the use of doing so ? He liad

already learned that Yumoto'.^ views of marriage,
temporary or permanent, were as far apart as the
poles from his own, even though these were tinctured
with the Bohemianism of the Quartier Latin.
Whilst Yumofo had been reading Mio-San's letter

to him he had realised that she l.ned Inm, and in

coii-e-iueiice liad a claim upon him oi a nature that
It was not necessary to p(;^sess the keenest moral
-sense to admit. How to find her and pr.^teet her
until her friends could be discovered was his chief
thought. And yet at the l)ack of his mmd there
was .1 nascent germ of arti-,tic love of her which
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Hunenl of " drift ' - winch is seldom absent from
tlic umpcrament of arti.ts-in his nature uhith
Icmpercd with honour, might land him m com'
plications at any moment. Hitherto it had not
landed him in matrimony, and sometimes he had
vaguely wondered why.
"Will, niy honourable friend?" exclaimed

Vumoto with a smile, a> SomervilJe made no
'ejily to his former remark.

Somervillc gl.mccd at Inm ciuicklv, and made tip
In. nund that whatever fault. h,s .n-a-ns m.'-ht
j;''^^''-^'' '"• ^^''^ '" '^^ t'l'-^tc'cl. In fact, he knew
'f'.it ^umoln, .uit.ide business con.p.ftn.n, was
Mraight enough

; thai, uulced, he rather prided
Innisclf up.n hi- \Ve.tern Mn.e <,f h.M.Hu, acqmred
whilst a student at London Cniver.itv, and after-
wards at the Soibonne.

"Vumoto," he -^aid, as the former lit a ci-arctte
and thrust the box acres, the table to him "never
'""^' about MuuSan's confession of Inve'for me
lilt- thing to do, my friend, is to hnd her. She is a
mere child "

Vumoto laughed, and s.ud slowlv. "
Vc,.,, nnl- i

;"'>take, augustly tlnnkmg one. She is no chdd
but a woman. Xo„e but a womaiA love-swaved
heart could luive written that letter. Girk do not
c^ten thus write even to their lovers in our land,
liesides, iKive I not watched her regarding you with
eyes in which loving worship shone when she has
I'anded you sake, or brought for vour u.e the
tiibii/:o-b,jn."
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" Let that be as it may, the question which most
concerns my mind is, Where can she be ? " replied
Somerville.

"Who can tell ?" said Yumoto, with a shru.c,' of
his shoulders. " There are many chaya and other
places where a pretty girl might 'have "strayed to in
Nagasaki. She may even, ere (his, have made tlie

acquaintance of Enoki, wlio iinds wives for the
olficers of the war ships—who knows?"

Somerville felt his anger boiling over at the in-
difference the speaker showed. lint m tunc Ik-

remembered that it was Yum.jto who could help
him to discover Mio-San. So he said, "

It is niy
fault, Q Yumoto, that Mio-San is no longer a
dweller at the house of our honourable fncMid
McKenzR', and I must find Iier. Will you as>i^t
mc witl. your great wisdom and knowledge of the
town ?"

Yumoto paused and glanced at a pile of invoice,
and letters which lay upon his desk, kept down by
a frog in bron/e fixed to a slab of green marble.
Somerville saw of what he was thinking. To
Yumoto these invoices and bill, of lading were of
much greater interest than a search for the dis-
charged servant of Katakuri San.

At last he spoke.

"IJ" you," asked he, "think we shall find her
ea^ly, O you impetuous Englishman? It may
take hours, and 1 am very busy with the shipment
<'f tea. Hut to-n.ght I will come with you (,t will
be auiu.iiig), and we wiii search the places that 1
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sl.ould ^^o t(. were I scclv-in^^ some one like Mio-San.
Uill that J)Ica^e your au^'ust ideas ?"

To Somervillc sucJi delay seemed intolerable, but
he was HI Ytiuioto's Iiands. Folkard was perhans
the only other person to whom he could hive ^one
-uid Folkard was not his owii nla^(er, but a clei k m
•>nc of the Bankm- A-cneies and unable to get off
t'" ••'te in the day, and, moreover, he did not
po^se>. half the a.tulenc.s or knowledge of
Yunioto.

Wlulst the latter was wa.tm^ for Scjmerville's
reply he iu.-ered tiic bron/c fro- and let his eves
rest upon that porfon of the top letter which the
marble slab failed to covei'. It was a broad, if

delicately conveyed, liint, and Soincrville took 'it

;'
It will have to do," said he. " Many thanks for

beinc,' .i,n-aciously disposed to help me. I wil' be
here at dusk. Sayviumi, for the present."
Vumoto slipped Mio-San's letter into its Ion-

frail envelope and handed it (.) Somerviile, who
thrust It in Ins pocket. Then he shook hands
Kn-hsh fashion inste id of shakin- hi. own as lie
i.^rd to do ere he went to Europe, and .et to work
on his papers almost before the narrow door closed
beliind Iiis visitor.



CHAPTER IX

THi: SEAKCH FOR MIO-S.W—AT TUi: CffAYA OK
" THK WLLCOMIXG GEISHA "—HOXJO DKIVK^ A

BARGAIN-

HEX Somcrvillc stepped out

of Yiunuto's olticc on to the

luitoba he found the rain liad

-Jmo>t ceased. Veiui-> HiII

and the adjoiniiic^ ran^e had

put olY their cap-, of mist and
cloud, and the sun poured

down as though in haste to

dry up every shininq pool

which lay in the worn stone
fla,:,S of the cluay^ and ill-pavetl streets. Away out
III tlie liarbour lay one of the nlallboat^ coaling', a
swarm of coolu-s chnibni.L; her sides like ant^, and
on the haloba were scores of women, their bodies
I^Mnned with coal-dust, pourins,' their black burdens,
carried in ^traw baskets, into the lit;hters .ilongsidc.
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lint t.) Ihc.c Swincrvillc paid ,u> attention. The-
'-"r lliou-hl which Jiad p()^^cs>L•d his mind sincr
Yunioto had nad Mio-San's piteous letter liad
I'een how should he set about lindui;^ J-er.

There was, indeed, little likelihood that she would
lu; uandenu- in the street^, hut he turned awav
from the waterside and threaded some of the narrow
I'v-ways in the hope of catchiui^ a ,^'limpse of her.
Overhead the roofs .,{ the houses and shops

;'Iniost met at tunes, and IkkI he not been too
much occupied with hi^ cpict he would have
stayed to examine the quaint wares spread out
in the dun rece..es of the latter, but he pressed
on, throwm- an ea.-er, seaichm- -lance down
every alley and intersectin^L,' street or by-way.
Once, after pa^sinc^ alon^t,' several of the wider

roads, and ju-l belore he reached the brid^^^e over
the Xakaiiina--awa with Us low rail and hu-e stone
lantern, weather-worn and chipped, standin<4 like
a sentinel between two trees, he lancied that a
h^t^ure he saw ahead of hini walkin- rapidly in
clo<;s was thai of Mio-San. But when he caught
her up she proved to be a innsuine \K-ho had Ix^en
shoppm-and wason her way back to die outskirts
of the town with hrr purchases.

She -i/ed at liun with frank, childlike eves, which
took a shade (,f apprehension as their owner noted
Somerville's look of blank disappointment.

"A'e// jiulu ucj," she said in a low voice, glancinq
at huu with a conciliatory smile.

'"' '-i-'^^' ii^', aucuiig as jic turned
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away the* polite "Conicit iui<ai" ("I \)ij<^ yom-
pardon ").

" It ,<,M-,intec'. to you, august honoiir:ibIciics>," came
t!iL' reply, and then the little ;;///.s;n;/t' elattered away
across the bndi^e witli the folds of lier kimono
j;athcred close aronnd her and her wooden sandak
makuig a musical kmo-hnro as she w.dked.

More disappointed than he cared to admit,

Somerville leaned against the weather-worn lan-

tern and looked along the river-bed, now turbulent

with the rain from the heights at the back of Die

town. He pulled out his watch. It was long p;i-,t

the time when McKenzie would be expecting him
to call in for tiffin at Sei-yo-tei. Even if it had not

been so lie would have avoided a meeting, with the

possibilities of intimate conversation, with him as

long as might be. It was not unlikely that

McKenzie would regard his quest for Mio-San as

Quixotic or even foolish.

There was a little restaurant near the N'aka jima-
gawa, and he turned into it after he had watched
the little musumJ he had mistaken for Mio-San pass
out of siglit along the road.

At another time he would have laughed at the
tii'lin which the obliging proprietor of the " Tea
House beside the Singing Water" hastened to

serve him. Tea in a tiny pot accompanied by a
little handle-less cuji, iunc-uioclii (rice-cakes), sitint

soup, slices of raw tui, slices of kyini (cuciiinber),

and daikoii (large radish). Ijut thert> was m, .i-.j

tl lan enough to s.itisfy lum, for I le scarcelv ate
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anyllnn^r, and caused his host and the- attendant
"''>'""^' ;,'reat distress of mind tlierehy.

After he had drnnk a fnial cup of sake he made
;.-wayaIon;^.Kle the Xaka jnna-awa to^vards the
harbour, and crossed by the brid;'e, which led him
af;e.h nito the le.s frequented and narrower streets
He walked about with eyes keenly searching for
M.o-San until tlie sun was smkin- red into the sea
and tlie shadows of the hills had fallen into the
town. And then he suddenly remembered that he's weary, and that if he did not return to
McKenxie's both his friend and Katakuri San
would be woiKlerin,-, perliaps anxiously, where he
was and what had become of him. There mi^-ht
yet be time to catch iMcKenzie ere he left the
Works, so he Iia.led a p:issin^jinnk:sha, ami, ^uth
a stron-armed, sturdy-legged kunnnaya between
llic bamboo slmfts, was soon at the door which led
'"to tlie portion of the Works where WcKenzie had
his ofiice.

He had been gone half an hour. So said the
American bookkeeper. What was to be done'
Somerville asked himself. At last a bright idea
^uggested it.elf, and he asked af he mit;ht write a
tew lines to Mek'enzie.

The bookkeeper supplied him with writing'
materials, and J,e sat down to a desk gnttv with
dust from the pottery and stained with ink and
wet glasses. In a few moments he had written all
that was needed

; simply a statement that he had
^pent the day exploring the town, and was going to
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a place of amusement with Vumoto. McKcnzie
was not to buther about him nor wait up. He
would perhaps be late home. Then the bookkeeper
called a passin^r coolie for him, and the man sped
away up the narrow street which debouched into
the road leadin- to McKcnzie's house a little way
up the hillside. With a few words of thanks and a
nod Somerville made his way out along the Tkmd.
Yumoto was waitin.s^ for him in his office.

" You have not found the -irl ? " the former a^ked,
as a mere formality.

Somerville shook his head, and then Yumoto
noticed as the light from the shimmerm- water
fell upon his face through the window that he was
looking tired and worn.

" You must have some whisky sake,'' he exclaimed
concernedly, going to the little cupboard and taking
out the precious bottle. " I can see you have idly
tired your august legs and body searching for an
altogether contemptible girl."

Somerville said nothing, drinking the whisky
which Yumoto, regardless of its preciousness, had
lavishly poured out.

When he had fmished Yumoto sat down opposite
liim, and said, with a serious face, " My honour-
able friend, is it still the desire of your wonderfully
kind mmd to seek out Mio-San ? There are other
musum^ who can be found with less difficulty."

Somerville fingered his glass and gazed at the
speaker as thf^nrrh i^. f ,),,,.,, lu. i ,. ' i

•-5 t^-.::-.:si Ine ucptns OI hl^,

Oriental mind, which apparently knew no difference
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in women otliur than could be covered by the broad
classi(icatioi) of ijood atid had.

(3iitsiile tlie li^ht was iadin<^ rapidly, and the
ri(hni4-Ii!4hts of junk-, and steamei', commenced to
-parkle acros-, the surface of the harbour. Somcr-
ville not ced this indication of oncoming dusk and
became the UKjre eai^^er to be a^^'ain afoot.

" My friend," said he at last, in reply to Yumoto's
cjuestion, "

1 must find Mio-San if 1 am to rest

to-niglil, or to rest contented for many nights to
come . .

."

"And then ?" queried Yumoto, with an enigmatic
smile.

"And then—well, we can consider that after-
wards. Let us be gfiing.

'

Yumoto got up, pu'led off his ink-stained Inwri in

which lie always worked and hung it on its peg.
Tlien he brushed liis Kuropean-cut coat, and
putting It on announced that he was ready.

He evidently regarded the affair from two points
of view. The hr.st that hi. friend Somerville was
Onixotic to an incomprehensible degree— it winild
liave been so much easier, he argued to himself, to

have found a pretty <,v/i7hf at one of the numerous
cluiya and restaurants to icplace l<jst little Mio-San.
The second, that after all the evening before them
promised amusement, and possibly excitement, even
though it might not result in the discovery oi her
whom they sought.

"Whe.e shall we go?" asked Somerville, when
\'.,.,,..4,, I ) _l , 1 . I . .

1 iiji.^.'ie; ii.;L« cOoCU liiC OUief CiOoi .
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The latter paused and ^uzed nut across tiR- dark-
I'n- "xpansc of water. After a moment or two
cln..n. whK-h lu. had been runnin. over ,n Ins m.nd'
^ i.st of the mo.f probable places ,„ which Mio-San
nu,i,'ht be sou-ht, Yumoto said si vly—

" Vou arc- very ea-er, my friend, but my unworthy
stomach I. empty. It is time for /,a„-,;,.,/„. U-t
..s go and refresh ourselves at Hana.onc, Restaurant,
Then we can set out to seek for Mio-San with less
discontented minds."

Somerville feit compelled to assent to this propo-
s.t.on. Till Yumoto had mentioned ban-nn.ln he
had not been conscious that he needed any, but
\vhatever fus own inclination mi^i^ht be, he recoc-
n'sed that it was too much to ask his fi.end I
forego his evening meal.

" Very well," he replied, " kt us go to the Ilana-
/ono. Perhaps we may liear something of her
there.

But Yumoto shook his head. Mio-San was un-
I'ke

y to find casual employment at .o frequented
a place. She must be sought for where the pro-
prietor would be eager to secure a pretty face
\\!thout asking questions.

X.shiyama Go u-as crowded with people, for the
streets had dried excejU the narrowest and most ,!!-
paved, and the night was warm. Outside the res-
taurants and tea-houses swung innumerable lanterns,
cinef

ly of yellow, white, and peach-coloured paperon which their makers had limned bats, moths Ll
n^i^cs, wiiiist almost every passer-by e.uried h^ror

10
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her own lantern swaying upon .i >.len(lLT banilioo

cane. The I iUL;litiT of women and musiinu', the

low hum of Voices, the half-whisjKi ed apoIo;;ics as

one or other of llie pedestrians |n>tled a!;;ainst a

Icllow-citi/en, and the shrill try of the riki<.lia boys
elcariii;^ the iwad as tln-y came aloiij^, almost pas'ied

unheeded by Somerville, who>e mind was occu-

pied with thou<^hts (,| Mio-San. lint as he and
Yuinoto passed alon;^ the crowded thoroui^hfar"

and approached the restaurant he scanned the faces

of each niummt' who liore the least resemblance to

her in heij^ht or huild narrowly.

But it wa. a fruitless scrutiny ; tor none of the
lau^hin.!:,', hurrying mitsnuu, whose clo^s kept up a

ringing kuro-kuro on the stoi.es of the street, and
whose faces when the lantern-lij^ht fell upon them
seemed so joyous and free from trouble of any sort,

proved to be Mio-San.

\\o\h men were well known at the Hanazono, for

Yumoto generally had his ban-mcshi there when
not dinin-^ at a friend's htnisc, and Somerville had
been there several times with McKenzie for tiffin,

and frequently with Katakun San and he of an
evening.

They were shown into a little room formed out
of a larger one by the simple and etfective expe-
dient of sliding panels, by the boy who hastened
away to send Yumoto his favourite little waitress

O Kiku San.

For a time neither of the men spoke. In the
next room they could hear the iauuhter and c^sn-
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vcisat-.n ..f a pa, fy of naval ..fLccrs and .^m/m-i
strange ccmnun^'Iin-^ „f the Japanese and En;;l..|,
t-n-ues. EvKlenfly, thon..I,f Somcrv.Ile, the H ,,. .-

y-"nn was dome; -leat business that even.n;;, and
'li.-y would have to wait. And how .rk.omc that
waitini,' would he !

Around them all the rooms appeared to have
tlicu- occupants, and Somerv.lle exprnenced that
stran^'e oppression which had assailed hnn on the
(.rst occasion he had been at this mnch-patr.,n,sed
resort, the feeling of disquietude at the murmunn.'
voices which he CMuld hear but who.e owners he
could n(4 see.

After a few moments Yumoto rose, slid aside one
of the kanikami, on whose surface was depicted an
flegantly disposed fli^^ht of swallows, and peered
out. In the distance he cai.^fit sight of a musum/
ea-tray m hand, and he called out, clapping his
hands the while, '^ Ta-hcfai, hnuikuf

"Hai-i-if Tadaimaf called back Miss Snow-
fl-ike, who vanished as she spoke into the room
where the othcers from the mailboat and \h<, geisha
Were making merry.

To S.)merville their merriment seemed sadly out
of place, and not even the quaint and formal en-
t'-mcc- of O K.ku San, whose coming Miss Snow-
ake had hastened, kneeling on the white mattin.^

tl-or and pressing her fair forehead upon the backs
of her hands, served to divert h.m from Ins thoughts.
The meal that Yumoto ordered mnKist.-d of e=-ht

courses, for he had been too busy all day'to get'h.l

m
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usual tiffin, andhc ate slowly. For him the quest
of Mio-Saii \va-> merely a more or less interesting

way of speiuiing the evening, and he scarcely

noticed, in Ins full enjoyment of the various dishes,

that his companion was eating little and growing
impatient.

At len-th, however, the mt-al was done, and
Yumoto ready to accompany SomerviUe on Ins

quest. O Kiku San could not understand why the

two men did not remain as they usually did for a

smoke and a little dancin^j.

"Were they displeased with her or with the

food?" she inquired anxiously, slipping the ten-

sen piece which Somerville gave her into the little

pocket she had constructed for the purpose in the

wide sleeve of her kimono. And when Yumoto
assured her that they had enjoyed ban-wcslii, and
thought her looking more charming than ever, she

laughed, pushed aside the karakami, and, placing

their shoes, which they had discarded on entering

the room, convenient to their feet, ran away down
the passage to attend to other visitors. Only, as O
Kiku San was a coquette and Somer\ille hand-
some, she paused at the end to blow a kiss to him
in the manner a naval oflicer had after many lessons

taught her to do.

Before leaving the restaurant Yumoto consulted

Iwata, the manager, concerning the houses and
resoits at which it wis most likely that Mio-San
might be ' und. He was not very encouraging.

" The places," he exc! unieci, \\\\h, a *'ri!ii t-mi!c
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" where a pretty girl may obtain employment are as
numerous as the sparrows in the rice-ficlds. But
you might search the chaya of the ' Golden Lotus

'

and that of 'The Beckoning Kitten.' But if she
has met with Enoki, the proprietor, your path will

be a difficult one. He is a bad man."
Yumoto translated tliis opinion to Somervillc as

they turned out into the street and made their way
along it towards one of the places where it was
possible Mio-San miglit be found.

" You have undertaken a great ta-^k," said
Yumoto; "you may be very much tired before
it is finished. Would it not be better to go up the
hill instead, and rest upon our honourable friend
McKenzie's beautiful balcony?"

i Somervillc shook his head decidedlv, and
Yumoto, shrii '^ing his shoulders and whistling,
led on.

As they passed along to their destination, thread-
ing the narrow streets, they were scrutinised closely
by the few other pedestrians tliey met in the by-
ways. Tiie peaks of the black roofs, in which deJp
nul'^o shadows hung, above them were silhouetted
sharply against the star-spangled sky. Once or
twice a miiiuuic or woman called to thein"A'on ban
lid," or some challenge, to which Yumoto threw
back a contemptuous or polite reply, the speaker
might be either old or voun<!.

At a corner of the street a musician was standing,
samiscn in hand, singing to a little crowd which had
collected in a high-pitchcd and rather unmusical
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voice. When she caii-ht sight of Vumolo and
Somervillc she made greater vocal efforts, rolling
her eyes and sw.iying her head from side to side
in the very best manner of the Japanese sin-er.
Near her head swung a huge paper lantern
belongmg to the shop round the corner, and had
It not been for tins the little singer would have
been almost invisible in the dim light of the
street, dressed as she was in a slate-colourerj
kimono and dark crnnson obi. The two men
stopped a moment in the hope that one of the
httle crowd, which stood in a half-c.rcle almost
enclosmg the musician, might prove to be her they
sought. But it was a vain hope. And so, after a
moment's pause to (oss a coujWe of sen ui the basket
at the singer's feet, they went on.

The cluna of the " Golden Lotus " was crowded,
for It was one of the favourite resorts of the Euro-
peanised younger Japanese of the town. In the bi^
room which lay at (he back of ,t through the quain^t
rockwork garden-a room almost as large as a small
hall-one would always see good dancing, and hear
smging which, if singularly discordant to unaccus-
tomed European ears, was provided by highly-
trained girl-singers.

On the spotle.s matting floor were seated dozens
of Japanese in native or senn-native attire, mostly
smoking and re^^arding the posturing ui a couple of
^ctsha who had acquired fame all over the town, and
whose services arc sought after by every one who
could afford them to entertain n^,*,... nf r^.-^ < -
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There were several of Yiimolo's acquaintances and
friends present, who rc<^arded him and Somerville
with vague curiosity v.-hilst still keeping an eye
upon the doings of O Dede San and O Sugi San.
Remains of the refreshments, half-emptied cups of

snlu; crumbs, and beans, littered the floor in front

of late comers. So great was the number of the

patrons of the "Golden Lotus" that the musiimc,

who stood peering with smiling and painted faces

round the corners of screens and karakami, had been
unable to perform their duties of clearing away.

From the cross-beams above swung numbers
of lanterns of all colours, stirred into lazy mcjtion
by draughts of coo! ni-ht air from the garden.
They threw shadows of the singers on the floor,

and on the faces and bodies of the onlookers
weird, fantastic shadovs which gave an air of

unreality to the scene.

Upon the floor mingled with the men were half

a score oi women spectators, mostly young ; and
Somerville and Yumoto scrutinised each of their

faces in turn in the half-hope of discovering Mio-
S.m. One girl of about sixteen, dressed in a kinioiio

of a similar shade of plum colour to that in which
Somervilli- had been accustomed to ste Mio-San,
caused his heart to beat more quickly for a minute
or Ivvo, until the little ntusitmc tmntd round to

address an old man ijitliiig behind her and he ^aw
h'r lace.

After they had \k-:\\ in the room some twenty
minutes Yumoto said, " It i^ no good stnppir.g here
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my friend, althc^^h O Su;^, San's dancing is well
worth looking at. She whom we seek is not here
and rogakushi I have spoken to. and he has not
>^ccn any one like Mio-San. Come, let us be going.
Unless," and Vumoto spoke rather wearily, "you are
content to leave things as they stand. Better so !Xo use, I feel sure, looking for her to-night, [n a
(lay or two uv mi^ht hear soiiKthing. I „i,ght even
inquire of Knoki."

An angry (hish, which passed unnoticed because
the lantern which swung from the beam just above
his head was a rosy peach colour, suffused Somer-
ville's face, for he felt if M.o-San were abandoned
i.nfi she was traced by means of the notorious
Knok. she would no longer be the innocent,
thoughtl.^^sly charming little nuisume he had de-
hghted to paint and study. But keeping his temper
was essential if Vumoto's aid was to be ensured, and
so he only said, " I cannot yet abandon the searchmy honourable friend, so long as I am aided by
your august assistance and intelligent mind."
Yumoto sin:Ied.

It was nice for this Englishman to speak thus of
h.m

;
and, although one vinsmne was very much

hke another to hun, perhaps Somerville had a
special interest in Mio-San. If he had it was
nothing to hun, only he might as well put him
under obligation by helping to discover her.
"Very well, augustne,s ever persevering," he

replied. "We will draw a net over ' The Sandal-
wood Box,' ' Tlie {].!f( ^^y,' and ' i ii(j
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Beckoning Kitten,' and if we do not catch our fish

in cither of tliese places, perhaps, as a last hope, we
may as well look in at the door of ' The Welcoming
Geisha.'

"

""

Somerville had heard McKenzie tell queer stories
of the latter resort, and he devoutly hoped that
Mio-San might not have found her way there. So
out again they went into the narrow streets of the
native town lined on either side by low houses,
through the now translucent and closed shoji of the
majority of which gleamed either rampn flamps) or
the white paper night lanterns like thr snn seen
through a mist. They met few people till they
struck across a main street towards the harbour, and
made their way tow irds the " Beckoning Kitten," then
they encountered some European sailors on their
way back to their ships, and a few grotesquely
attired Japanese in bowler hats with English coats
worn over their other native garments. But
although there were inumme about, none that they
overtook proved to be Mio-San. Xor did they
discover her or any trace of her in the three tea-

houses Yumoto had proposed to explore first.

Somerville was very tired and disappointed when
they turned away out of the lust place, followed by
the laughing invitations of the habitues,, couched in
in polite Japanese, "To remain and see the honour-
able sun ri-e."

A tramp of half a mile through narrow alleys, the
roofs of the houses on either side of which nearly
met overhead, making the streets almost as dark as
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tunnels, and tl.cy reached the restaurant known by
Iheeuph.Muous titleof "The Welcoming Geisha "

It
l.iy ahnost at the bottom of a narrow lane leadin-
to the waterside.

'^

Ynmoto knocked at the door, and after a minute
or two s delay the amado was shd back, and he and
Som.Tville entered.

A short passa^-e led to the largish room in which
he ..//>v.aru,kn.g, smging, and danong, for which
the house was noted, went on. Long ere the end
of the passage was reached sounds of applause came
to then,, hor several moments after the karakami

^yf
iKHH .iKl back they were unable to clearly

ci>^tmgn..h the occupants for they had come out
«' the dark.Ks. of the street into a room brdhantly
l>t w.th lanterns a.Kl rcvupn, and one, moreover, that
was thick with smoke.

On the floor along two sides of the room were
rows of Europeans and d.ssipated-lookmg Japanese,
w.th fooh.h. whitey- brown faces, and eyes
br.ghteneci for the nonce by the fumes of the vile
whisky ..A-. with which old Honjo,the proprietor,
sought to poison his patrons. Near each wis
placed the inevitable iahako-hon and a small cup
or sake.

\ hree -V;.-//.,. ni scanty but gorgeous and
tawdry garments, their faces carelessly painted, but
with their jet-black hair beautifully done in the
In.tterfly style, were posturing and grimacing at their
patrons tro.n behind hideous masks, which every
now and then they placed close in front of their
laces to iliusfr'*'" *'>" •%..;,-*. ~t ,i- ..--i_M.... ,.,., p^iiii:, ui then bou".o
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But it was not these that riveted Yumoto's and
Somerville's attention as soon as their eyes became
accustomed to the hght.

There, dressed in a gaudy kiwoiio of crimson silk,

embroidered in gold thread with a pattern of willow
sprays, with a yellow silk oftr, and her countenance
brilliantly painted like those of the geisha who were
dancing, was little Mio-San with a sad face forced
tosmiie. As she was handing a cup of sake in a
youthful Japanese, whose dank, black hair hung like
seaweed from beneath the rim of his bowled hat,
she caught sight of Somcrville.

A flush of mingled joy and shame flooded her
cheeks, and the lacquer tray and the cups upon it

Icll out of her trembling fingers. Somerville would
liave sprung forward, but Yumoto laid a tight grip
upon his arm.

" Tomam ! Do not destroy everything, my over-
Hasty friend!" he whispered. "We have found
her

;
but if you wish to take lier with yon preserve

your calm."

Somerville paused. He recognised the advice as
being good. Seeing him pause and draw back, a
look of piteous disappointment came into Mio-Sa'n's
f ice. Was he about to go away ? or was it all a
dream ?

Before either Yumoto or Somerville could decide
upon anything, old Honjo had appeared on the
scene, summoned by the ringing crash of the
lacuuer traay on the floor.

breaking of sak

and the sound of th.f

c cups.
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His keen, dark eyes swept rounci the room, and

seeing what had happened and who the culprit
was, he ran forward and struck Mio-San upon the
shoulder.

There was a momentary confusion amongst the
guests, and ere Somerville could interfere Honjo
liad driven Mio-San from the room.
"Now come, quick!" ejaculated Vumoto. And

stepping between the seated men they followed
Honjo through the panel which he had slid back on
entering.

A moment later little Mio-San was clinging to
Somerville's knees, and entreating him to no more
remove his shining presence from her.

Yumoto was meanwhile seeking to appease the
furious Honjo, anrl by threats and cajolery trying
to (hscover how it was that Mio-San came to be
in his house.

" She is one of my i^cisha;' the old man asserted
mendaciously.

" No," exclaimed Yumoto
; "you have stolen her.

And the Englishman is a great lord, who will see
that you are punched if you refuse to at once
release her and let her go."

Honjo gazed at Yumoto without speakin<r.
L.itely, only Yumoto did not know it, there Irul
been trouble with V., police, who, when they
raided " The Welcmin^ Geisha," although saving
to Honjo, "6\.;;/.v, /m>w/," which being interpreted
was "August pardon deign to give us," had made it

per • jtlv clear tbnt t'l,^,, /.-, i ,i _ .-'" ••— .i..^j OiiiCi nu less
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reprehensible tliini^s must not he too frequently

repeated. Honjo had told the raidinj^ saniiniii not
to mention it, tliat he was deli;4hted to sec 'hem,
but all the same he knew that their eye-, ioi the

immediate future would In- upon hini and the

dances and doinL,s of his i^ci^lui.

The little group of three men, with Mio-San still

claspin;^ Somerville round the knees and petition-

ing him to take her away, was almost dramatic in

the half-gloom of Honjo's private apartment—the
room in which he weekly cheated his unfortunate
(geisha when he made up his accounts. Now the

old scoundrel knew he would have in tlie end to

give way, for Yumoto spoke with an air of authority,

and was known to have friends in otlicial circles.

It was a pity he thought sadly, for Mio-San was
prettier than any girls he had just then, and he
for some weeks past had noted that some of his

best patrons, who consumed most whisky sake, had
come to regard the most outrageous posturings and
songs of his staff oi geisha with increasingly languid
interest. In a word, they wanted something new.
And in Mio-San, decoyed to <'The Welcoming
Geisha " whilst she sat lonely and sobbing under the

cherry-trees near one of the clutya m 0-Suwa Park,
he had found the novelty he sought. And now this

Englishman, whose eyes looked at him fiercely even
in the dim light oi the room, w is about to take his

prize from him. It was execrable, but inevitable.

The only thing to do was to make as go,.d a bargain
as possible. The n ecessity for tiin had presented
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Ss;:::;:^""" """ -'- ^^'''^' v>,.no,o w.

''""'• -M.ul of .,„,,,cious spirit .WourJor
^;.l " «..! and ,„.„ ,„ „.. ..„«„.„ „;„„„,,:,
Lm«Ii^Ii l,„d must l„. <|,„„.. Bui- ,n,l |„ ,

^t,"! "... w.,.,M iuv. he™ prolilable lo my ,,,„.-np ,1,1. cs,abl,.l„„e,„. y,,,, ,,„„,„ ,„„
^ '

'I'^'t I sul,er „„„, a,,,,,., „n,„.,„al„.„,« ;..
'"''

cle"':
'""" '" ""^ " '" '"" '""'^ "- ""ning

Vu,n„,„ ,„„s:a|„| ,he speech and glanced at

Hi. l,av,ns a r„w ,f , few „„„,,, ,,„,„j
ll.c sco„„drcl, and Y,„„„|o understood

anx.Lly. (-,,„ was ,t pos.iWe, she iLonyht, 11, ,i"- a..,,;.,s, I- „«i,s:„na„ sh„„ld care ,o ra„"o,; tr
unworl,ype,s„n,w„e„...w„„Kn,avese,.vr,
'"""" '•":'"' '"' "-• ^'-^ J-'y "' clo„„ s,. alicny nea, h„n.

"

Yu,no.<, looke,: a, „„„j„ conte„ipl„„„slv as 1,-
-l>i."l. "Vuusl,,,,,ld Ik- glad ,orek.a,eU,e .',;„;
ave stolen ,f ., p.„,„,se ,. to let ,„e d ,e/ opolice know your villainy "

Hon,o shook ,„s head and recon^enced his
poh,e_^asse,-t,o„s o, the toss he .as about to

"Cut the miftrr >.u,^rt •• „..„i • . „•«, «-AVi,iiiiica ^»omcrviiIe
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impatiently, for there was a miniature tumult in the
rvdjc^inin.t,' room, where the stiueaky-voiced gcsha
were still bulging and moving about with a deadened
shoo-shooing of their feet upon the floor.

Vumoto's spirit (.f diplomaey and bargaining
were rudely shocked, but he too brgan to think
that there might be trouble it Honi . had by any
secret si-nal se-» tu inlorm his friends who were
proprietors of n. gldKjuring dnnknig-places of his
dithculty. So he said, continuing his speech,
" But the augu.t Englishman, who is my esteemed
friend, is willing to give you something for the food
the girl may have eaten ; here," taking out a hand-
ful of money and counting out some of it, "are five

yen.

'

This was too much fur Honjo, who liad thought
of insisting upon ten times as much at least.

"No, no, augiistly deigning one," he al aost
screamed

;
" give me at least fifty paltry yen, and

tliL- girl may go."

Yumoto merely shook his head. He knew it

would facilitate matters to let Honjo put his own
minimum price upon Mio-San's lost services.

Honjo's wrinkled, evil face glared at the girl. She
had never seemed so pretty as now when he was
about to lose her.

Mio-San clung the more closely toSomerville, for,

young and innocent as she was, there was some-
thing like the glance of a wild beast i bbed of its

prey in Honjo's eyes which she understo -d, and it

frightcucu her.
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"K'Tty ?"(,,„Tifd IIoiijo.

An..(lHT shake of the hcHd innu V.unolo, who
pi'i-^t-d up his hps.

"'I"hii(y-|ivr ?
"Tlurty f
"Twenty- live r'

Still Viiiiioto shn ,1: his hcid.
Honjo was bo.hn,^ „ver with the ra^e he dare not

^I.mv. But at the moment there wa. the sound of
'•^npm^ feet an.l voice, which he reco^m.sed as

t»H.se of saamnn. A whistle from Yumoto or a
can m.;^ht summon them, and Honjo was in no
unnour for an interview with the pohce just thenHe saw Yumoto glance at h.s companion and
wh.spcT somethn^^ Tl^ere was no time to lose, and
s" with a ra.^m.^ heart he said, " \V,I| the auLnist
one j^ive twenty yen ? It is not mnch for so pretty
a III 11:^11 lilt'."

^

^^

SouK-rvHle, who .gathered what l,e said, exclaimed,
(-ve the duty blackguard the money, and let us

Yumoto counted out live notes into Ilonio's
yellow, outstretched and ^.easy palm. When the
ast one was placed there the recipient closed Ins
l.n^ers over them with a snap l.ke that of a trap as
tlnni^h feann. that Yumoto miyht yet chan^'e'h.s
•n>nd and reopen the bar^aimng. Then he appeared
suddenly to reahse that httle Mio-San was wearm.
;^aruRnts belon<^in<; to him.

**

"CJet up I" he sauI rou^-hly, st.ekmg out one foot
from beneath his <ire i^v i!-.. ,.,..., ... .1, , ,

^ -
^"'^' -i^ uiuiigh to pus/1
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lur. "Quickly! quickly! those an- tny beautiful
clothes. Comr and -ct out of thcui. Huiiy,
miserable ^\u\."

"Tell Iiini," Slid SoiTiTvillc to Vumoto, lookui.t^

Honjo tlie wlule strai-ht in the eyes, "that Mio-San
doesn't .l;o witli him. She chanj4es liere."

Vtimoto did us he was bid, and Honjo, after
protect, hurried away, and a moment or two liter
the hanikamt at the other side of the ro.jin slid back
to admit a nin.iniu scarcely more than half Mio-San's
age bearing an armfu! of clothes.

Mio-San, trembling in every limb, got up on to her
feet and commenced to untie the gaudy ohi. In a
couple of minute^ wliiNt the two men listcncrl

intently for any suspicious noises which might
indicate that Honjo was planning mischief, slie was
dressed in her own kimono, had tied her own quiet-
hued obi, and was ready, gcta in hand, to go with
them.

When they were once more in the street Yumoto
whispered to Soinerville to keep his eyes open as
they walked rapidly along. In his right hand he
clasped a revolver, which he had slipped into his
pocket before leaving iiis office. The street was by
this time absolutely silent and deserted, the only
noise being that caused by the thud of the two men's
bo(^ts on the muddy path or the ring of M-o-San's
gcia as, when walking between them, :,he trod on the
imperfect pavement m the centre of the street.

Hoshin's shop in Funadaiku-inaciii wa> a long
way, but they walked rapidly. When at last thej

11
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rciichcfl it Yumoto knocked upon the dnnr, and

when he hcnrd some one stirrin;^ within he called

nut, " Ciouii-n iin>tii !
" .md a moment or two later the

animlo wa> shoved a^dc and Hoshm wit'- bhnkin,^

eyes pecrcfl nut.

When he saw who it was he uttered an exclama-

tion of a--toni>hment.

In a few hurried word- Yumoto explained the

siiu.ition, and Ho^hm e.\pres-,ed how delighted both

he and his wife would he to oblige so ^ood a

cus(onvran(Uoau,uu>l an lOn^lishman .i^ SomerviUe

bv j;ivi!i4 shelter to any one m whom he was

mterc-ti d.

"I'K.i-e de;-n my unworthy hou-e to au^iistly

(.liter," he cxelaiined. And the two men, uiiwiUm.Li

to attract the attention of tither belated passers-by

or nf rovin,:^ saiiiurai, pushin;^ Mio-San in front of

them, went lusuk'.

Ten minutes later they left the hou^e, and walked

to the corner of the street, where their ways diverged,

Somerville's cluvibm,:^ upw.irds through narrow by-

wavs, and Yumoto's runnini^ almost parallel with

the harbour to hi> quarters in the better part of the

town.

When tluvslh.ok hands Yumoto s.iul, " N ou are

luckv. my le.'nourable friend, ti> have fourid her.

Hut what are vnu <;oin,Li ^"^ ^^'^ ^^''^'^ y^""" '""'^^

now that vou have caj^ed it?"

"
I shall know m die mnrnmu, ' replied Somer-

viUe weanly. " V'^n thnusand thanks
;
,c;ood-night."

"Gond-ni^lit," called Yumoto, a> Somerville
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turn. v^ie corner and vanished up tlic steeply

slopi -.treet.

Wh n he reached homo Soniciville found tht'

house 111 darkness and the /iniailj drawn. Like

a thief he slid the panels backwards iii their f;rooves,

but not silently enough to prevent a slight screeching

of wood, polished by wear, meeting other wood.

The slioji of McKcnzie's room was slid back and

Iii^ he, id appeared. "So you've come back," he

said sleepily, but with a tone of iiu|uuy in his

voice.

"Yes," replied Somrrville. " [>nt, old fellow, I'm

tiierl out. 1 am awfully sorry 1 have disturbed you.

Tell you all about it tomorrow. Good-night."

McKenzie was too sleepy himself to care for a

tilc-ii-tctc at two o'clock in the morning, s(> he

contented himself with yawning out "Good-night."

And then he closed the slioji.

St)merville, without taking off anything save his

coat and boots, fell asleep under his kava to dream

of legions of flonjos pursuing him and little Mio-

San, and vainly endeavouring to satisfactorily

answer the problem raised by Yumoto's parting

tpieslion.
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'( )\V\' ill the (lark little room in

llo^liin'-. li()u-.c in Funad.iiku-

niachi, which had bct-n ha-tilv

formed lor her ii^e by tlie

sjiiftini; of the kanil-.n'ii, Mio-

San lay loii^ awake, although

so tired that her eyelid-, felt

-lift with want of sleep and

her limb^ ached VW she c<nild

almost havi' cried.

At first when she lay down upon the fiilon with

her head hrmly fixed m the notch i;! her wooden

pillow she tlu)i!,uht only of her experience^ at "The

Welcomin,^; Geisha."

It was only then tliat she, in lur innocence, fir>t

realised va-uely what her decoym.^ to Honjo's

establislimenl had foreboded. The coarse talk of

the ^cis'hi a", tliev painted lur cheeks and lip?, and
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tiicked her out in the tawdry, gur^cous g.inneiits

th.if Hoiijo provided had happily ai tlie time con-

veyed littK or no meaninjj to the m<.n(\ of Mio-San.

Hut as she iay awake .uazini;^ at the f.iuit liL^lit cmitti'd

by the white paper lantern, which onlv seemed U>

make the darkne;;s visible, what she hatl heard and

seen bcL^an to separate it>elf in her mind, ami to a

certain extent explain it>eli, and ^lie shuddered like

a child would have done at tenor but halt-under-

stood.

Then from the confused tauLjle of the events of

the last twelve hours, almost like a luminous li^^ure

mi^ht have a}ipeared to her in the darkness of the

little room in whieh she lay, the remembrance of

Snuurville'^ sudden arrival at "The W'eh'oiiiin''

Gei-ha" took shape. What would ^lu not do

toi -o au;^u~tly hii4li a bein;.', r' What could she

do to show her appreciation ni his lh)noui.ib!e

.:ondescensi(jn in seekin;^ her out ? .And then she

wondered if San-to had j^iven Inm he; letter, and

how he had read it, and what he had thout^ht in hi>

all-knowing wisdom of her presunntion. What
Would become of her on the moirow, strangely

perhaps, ^ealcely troubLd her at all. The honour-

able Engil^hma^, who had luver given her an

unkind Word, uho had even deigned to pamt her

despicable face m. that it looked beautiful on the

wonderful block of paper which would tear -il

leave-^, would -uiely know what to do with her.

ThL wearv little b^ . ,v, whali ached a> though it

iiad been bi, tten .,!t!i i ::'iibou rotb, and the i.i'
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If^s tired mind at la^t fell asleep just as the eaily

inoniiiiL; li;4lit, wliich hail li.td tu eliiuli uver riimy

interviiiiii,:; antl hi,L;lier rimls tli in that of Ih)-,hin's

(Kvelliiij4, hc'^Au to hlter like ;;okleu threads tlirou,u;h

a craek in the top ^I'ouve of the wooiiwork above 1:1

which the •lioji ran.

Soinerville woke late, and when he was chstiirbed

Iiy the -minds ul McKen/.ie niovin,^ abt)iit and

whistliiiL; on the verandah he could not tcjr the

monuiit lenu inber what had happened the previous

day to cause hnn to feel as though some heavv

re>|ionbibility (;r impending evil weighed upon

hun.

liut soon he collected his thoughts, and from

amongst them there stood out the tiny figure of

Mio-San, who was ^till asleej) down m tlie town

lielow, dreaming ot hnn a^ ot some radiant being

related to those who tlwelt in the land inhabited

bv the beloved ghosts.

liack into his mind came ^umoto's last question

of the mght before as they stood ere paitmg at the

corner of tlie stuet in the tlarkne-^s. " (kit what are

vou going to do with your bird now you have caged

her y
"

He dre->ed hurriedly ami went out on to the

veraiuhdi.

McKeu/ie was evidently awaiting him, and

hurried forward.

"
1 was hopmi', vou would wake up, old chap,"

he -lid, "before 1 had to start tor the Works. What

m the name of gotj.ine-s became 'I ynu all day
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yesterday? When vdu tlid not onie home for

dinner hoth Katukui i and I ,<;ot tjuite tid<»ety, for

she told me \ou had ^one otf ui a hurry antl

without your painting traps.
"

"1 went to find Mio-San," explained Somerville

eiuite simply,

lli^ companion wln^tled softly. And then lie

ejaculated the juesti tniiiL^ monosyllable "And?"
" And Yumoto and I found her about midnij^ht

in a low singing-shop, 'The Welcoming Geisha.'"

McKenzie's face had a look of extreme a->toni-.li-

ment. " What the d vil tt)ok her there ?
"

" 1 scarcely know," replied Somerville, " luit

Yumoto gathered from what she told him th.it

she had been decoyed by one of the gei>lhi who

were attached to the place. Anyway, after a gui i

deal of bargaining, an.d some discreet hints <

"

trouble if he didn't give her up, ne frightened

and cajoK-d that old beast Honjo j let Us tak-'

her away."

" And ? " again queried his listener.

"And she has spent the night at Hoshin's down

in I'unadaiku nachi."

Mclvenzie saitl nothing fc^r a moment or two, ami

hatl the two men been less occupied with their

thoughts they might have heard the lion of a

neighbouring room pu-^lied gently asidi- .md have

seen Katakuri San'-> tace peering through the

a;)erture.

At last McKenzie spoke. "'Sou are serious, old

man ?
" he a-kei,! cjuietlv.

-'I I
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And Somcivillc, undcrstandinij what he meant,

replied somewluit lamely, " I sluil! not be the only

Kuropean. . .
."

"Obviously," rcmai kcd McKtiizie, rememberinfj

Katakiin San. " But you did not come out licre

to stay. What then ?"

"
I am willinj.; to i un the risk," was the reply.

"She's a nice little i^irl," said McKenzie medi-

tatively, "and you'll improve your knowledge of

Japanese prcliy cjuickly, I reckon."

To him it seenn d a perfectly natural solution of

the situation, for lie had not yet entirely forgotten

the easily arranged marriages of the Quartier Latin.

"1 tlnnk K.itakuii ought to hear the news, so I'll

go and hiul her."

As he went along the verandah to their room

Katakuri San ^.tepped out of the one in which ^he

listened, concealed, and, with a lace from which she

had driven all expres--;on of astonishment, advanced

to nuet him.

" So our honourable friend has returned safely,"

she exclaimed. "And why tlid he leave us to

wonder where he liad gcjne till his c//;/ ai rived?"

" He li.id gone," said McKenzie, and Somerville

thought that whilst he spoke he looked at Katakuri

San rather curiously, a> though to watch the effect

of what he was about to say, "to seek iov Mio-San."

Katakuii S.m started visibly, .uid for a moment

her (ace paled. Hut she had a marvellous control

over her teatuies when the need arose, and she

recovered her compti-uie ,ilnio-t iii-tantly.



KATAKURI SAN LOSES THE GAME 15.5

"So it is Mio-San," and she laughed con-

temptuously, "tliat our august friend has Ixin

seeking. It is on such despicable game that he

expends his august skill in hunting. And when

IS he to set up housekeeping with her?"

Katakun San was a realty talented actress, but

she could not quite banish a look i>i malignity from

her face or a ring of chagrin from her voice.

SomerviUe caught the latter, and when he spoke

he did so as coolly as tliough Mio-San were Kata-

kuri San's greatest friend.

"August pardon deign," he said, "for my having

caused you trouble by my absence la.>>t evening

till so late. But you had told me Mio-San was

from Ureshino, and therefore homeless when you

drove her from you, for which," and he looked

Katakuri San so straight in the face with what

she always called his "honourable green eyes"

(l(jr all eyes were green to her which were not

either black or brown) that hei own dropped,

" I felt I was to blame."

Katakun San shrugged her shoulders, and merely

said, "
I hatl no use further iov her contemptible

services." And then she turned away.

SomerviUe realised that lie had made an enemy,

and congratulated himself that he had already -.pokeii

so dttinilely about tmding either a house ur apart-

ments.

When Katakuri San had passed from sight within

the house McKen/ie asked Sonici\ille if he had any

dchiute I'lans. For that new plan-^ would ii'<\v be
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necessary, with Mio-S.ui biilkin;^ so hir^tly in

Somervillf's estimation, he madf iio doubt.

"1 sli.ill try to <;ct i hou>,c somewhere on tlie

hillside over tlure " (.url he pointed towards the

entrance to the hailxniij, "and then I shall settle

down to work."

" Are you goini; to j^et married before the Consul

or down at the Prefecture ?
"

" lief(jre the Consul. The formalities arc not

very formidable, are they?"
" Very simple," replietl McKenzie, smilinj^. " If I

can be of any use, howiver, my dear fellow, let me
know. But 1 must be olt tlowii to the Works now.

Ta-t.i till tiltin."

" dood-bye," rejoined Somerville, and then, after

he had seen McKen/.ie disappear, he turned, and

walking aloii!,; the verandah entered his studio.

As he was turning; over hi-. thini;s preparatory

to puttiiii^ some of thein toLjether for packing up

San-to entered with some breakfast for him. She

was too humble and discreet a servant to ask

questions of the ln)nourable j^uest of her employers

with her lips, but she did so with her eyes.

When Somerville told lier that Mio-San was

found, and at Hoshin's in Fiinadaiku-machi, her

yellow and wrinkled face exhibited so wonderful a

smile that her sin. ill ev.'s seemed aliiK^st to dis-

appear. " Kfkko ! Kikko !
" (" it is j^ood, splendid !

")

was all she ventured to -ay. But there was some-

thing c(jnviiicini; m the way she pronounced the

W(.)rds.
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Somervillc saw little or iiotliinj^ of Kiitakiiii S.m

during the morniii:^. She, boilini^ over with v.v^c

and disappointnuMit, preferred the "^ecliision of her

own room. It seemed impossible to her that so

eontemptible a person as Mio-San had captured the

heart ot the handsome ^uest upon whom she had

turned all the batteries of her arts of coquetry for

six weeks past. And when she heard the soinuls of

Sitinerville movinj; about in the neii^hbounng room

packini; up his things she set her nails deep into lier

plump palms.

In a few days at most she wiMild see him no

in )re, or only so occasionally that her influence

over liiin wouUl be little or nothing. To her he

was a mystery ; ior she knew l!i it shr wa^ beautiful,

and It seemed mcredible that he would not stoop to

pick up what most men she had previously met with

haii striven for. And t|i!ite apart from her chagrin

was the fear of that to her deadly duliie^s which

hatl ch.iracteri-^ed lur existence since she hatl been

niistie-» of the house on the hilKide before Somer-

ville came—a form of life m) diltereiit from the ^ay

and varied one she had led ,it the re-*.iurant iii

lina-machi.



KATAKLKI SAN M AKhS A PRESFA'T—TIIK LIFILK

nousi; O.N Tin-: hillside

EXT morning Somervillf found

a v.ic.int vilLi In^li up auiid

the wooil^ on the hills above

ilie foreign settlement, alon.:^

tow. lids the entrance of the

harbour — a tiny, box-like

jtlaee wiili a ma::;niliccnt

prospect of N'a<;asaki with its

Ixuilderinft acres of gabled

roof-<, its wide-spreading liar-

bour doltet! with tramp steanurs, inailboats, and

junks, and the Ioul; line of it> busy luitoba lookini^

a; tliat (b'^tance like a fence for the purpose ^A keep-

ing; the houses from slipping into the water.

Hide-yo>hi, the cciiij , jiloii, or agent, of wlioiii

Somerville took the liou-^e, a^ - ured him that he

Would obtain a marvellous bargain ; whiKt Yumoto

a-^'-erted that twenty-live yen per month was a
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piipo^tcroiis sum to p ly. A-. for Soinervillc, 1r-

w.is more tli.in s.iti^lacl. Tli ic was a dclij^littul

;;arden, through which a trickluii^ stream ran

musically, lotu-> poncU iii'l iris ponds, quauU

rockeries, and equally -tran;;ely-sliaped tree>, \vluj>e

stunted and cr.ibbed growth gave them everv

appearance of the extreme age they wcic a-< -.cited

to be. Some of them at dusk lookrd almost like

malformed hum.m beings, so weird m sh i[k- were

they.

During his last day it McICcn/ie^ house he s.iw

little of Katakuri San, who, since learning that he

was about to marry Mio-San before the Consul,

had avoided him when possible. His packing had

occupied nearly the whole of his time, and whilst he

was engaged upon it he thought of Mio-San, and

the wonderful expression of joy which had sulfuserl

her delicately pretty face when he and Vumoto U)-

gcther had made her understand that the " immense

augustness" was going to marry her. Hoshin's

ami.dile but somewhat avaricious wife was iitver

tired of telling Mio-San how fortunate it w.is that

she had found favour in the eyes of so generous

and honourably liandsome a foreigner, adding

that when he left her—and at this suggestion Mio-

Sui's eyes always filled, whilst lur heart beat

tumultuou-ly—he would no doubt make her so

handsome a gift that she would be able to live for

a long time in comfort.

F'or Mio-San, whose little coquetries by which she

had sought to woo Somerville's notice had been
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promplcd not by womanly experience, as had the

more '-hameful ones of her mistress, but by inno-

cence, there seemed no practical future now without

her very t;ill august liusband. It was impossible ior

lier to reali.ie such an eventuality, even if she had

not (a-, she always did) driven the thou;4ht of such a

tlii!!,^ from her mind,

McKenzie, after two years' experience of Japan

and Anj^lo-Japanese marriages, accepted Somcrville's

idea of marrying Mio-San with an easy philosophy.

"When one is marrying a pretty woman," he said,

" it matters little whether she be a iinisitiiie or, as in

my case, a ;^cisha. Though probably one will tire

of the foi-nn.r sooner than of the latter, because

women who liave learned the art of pleasing as a

business often succeed where amateurs fail. We
shall see how it turns out."

As for Somerville, he only laughed when his

friend gave voice to his opinion, and said nothing.

Nothing could have been simpler than the arrange-

ments for his niairiage. No one save Mio-San had

to be consulted, except the Consul, who fixed the day

and hour. Once like a flash there came into Mio-

San's mind the remembrance that when at home at

I'rcshino there had been an old man—at least so he

seemed to her as a gn-1 of sixteen—who had bcin

the proprietor of the tea-house near the river, to

whom her parents talked of marrying her. But

then she had iieard nothing from them all the many
months she had lived with Katakuri San. This part

of iiei life, liowcver, was now behind he;, And to hci
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mind only one idea presented itself clearly, that of

livinj^ witli Sonierville, seeinj^ him paint tho^e won-

derful pictures, hsteninf^ to his voice, though of

EnqHsh she could only understand the simplest

words and sentences.

The ni^ht before his marrii^je Somcrville left

McKenzie's and took possession of his own house.

He had en^^aj^ed a cook Iloshin had recointnended

a> " a very f;ood cook though not augustly beau-

tiliil." As a matter of fact, Slu-wono w.is quite

uglv.

As Somerville was alvjut to leave Katakuri San

came out on to the verandah to say good-bye. She

evinced httle or no regret at his going save of the

most conventional kind. But .is she shook hands

she pressed a small, oblong iactjuer box, similar in

^liape to a. yatalc or pencil and ink case, upon him.

"
I have been sorry in my heart," she said, but

had he been looking at her face instead of the box

he would have seen a sullen fire in the depths of

her beautiful eyes, "that I drove Mio-San away.

This is a contemptible gift from me to her. Give

it her, but not until she is dwelling in your house."

Somerville took the little box, which was wrapped

in straw-coloured rice-p.iper and securely tied with

paper string, and, thanking Katakuri San with the

most elaborate politeness for her gift, slipped it in

his pocket. Then, after obtaining a promise from

McKenzie to come and see him very soon, he picked

up the last of hi-i luggage and made his way down

i|:

th. .tU ^( *u.

1
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Mh ro:id, in pi, ices a mere mountain ioot track,

l,iy away to tlir Irfl of McKenzie's house pa>t a row

of villas winch clun- to the hillsidu set in quaint,

^rccn gardens owrlookini; the town. About tliree-

(lu.irl.rs of a nnlc alon-^ thi^ path, which at la.t

tumid upwards amid the trees and became wider

where it ran into that leadinj^ over the hills to Mogi,

SomerviUe came in si-ht of his home in the distance,

perched up on the slope of the dark green hill like

a match-box dwelling set amid the trees.

It was now almost dusk, and he hurried along, for

the road was strange, and were lie to lose his way it

would be difficult for him to ask for directions. As

he crossed a path leading downwards and back into

the native town he began to wish that he had taken

McKcnzie's advice and remained with him until

after the ceremony of the morrow at the Consulate.

There was something almost uncanny in his taking

possession of his strange little house, which stood

isolated fiom the neaie>t other villas amid the

gloomy greenness of cryptomcrias and pines, at

night.
^ How much more cliecrful would it have

bJen, he thought, as he bh-ode rapidly along, had

Mio-San been with him ! And from thoughts of

i,er his mind strayed to Tokio and Violet

Uc^bnroMgh. What would >he say to this marriage

^,, h,s?~so unlike the conveiitioiKil idea of Euro-

pean wedlock, so romanticallv inconsequent, so

much a matter of sudden impulse.

But though he wondered thus he was perfectly

content, for his ruling instmci uaa satisned with the
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quaintnes> and dainty charm of little Mio-San, who
was sitting thinking of him and worshipping him in

Hoshin's house somewhere down amid the dark

mass of roofs which lay a mile or more away

below him.

At length he reached the gate which led into the

garden of his house. It was approached by a foot-

path of reddish-brown earth, which he realised

would be a perfect quagmire in wet weather, but

was now baked hard by the sun. Shi-wono,

who had command of fluent if wonderfully incor-

rect English, through her having been a servant at

one of the hotels, was waiting for him, for she had

hurried out at the sound of his footsteps approach-

ing the house along the path. As he climbed the

steps leading up on to the verandah, Shi-wono pros-

trated herself with due humility, and murmured,
" Welcome, most august master

;
please to make

yourself at home." Then, having bumped her fore-

head against the backs of her outspread hands, she

got up and inquired, " Will your augustness eat

haii-mcsJii much ? " which was her way of inquiring

if Somcrville would have dinner served.

"Yes," replied the latter, "and let it appear as

soon as your honourable fingers can serve it."

The house was not a large one ; indeed, quite the

rever.~,c, for it had but a large room which was. to be

turned into a studio, a living-room, and a bedroom
along the- front of it, all opening on the verandah,

and a bedchamber with the addition of a kitchen at

the back.

12
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[iut on the evenin;:; Someiville came to it alone

it seemed an immense one in its loneliness and

the twiliyht. Except for the monotonous chirp

of the cicad.v, the occasional call of a drowsy

or disturbed bird and the sounds of Shi-wono

moving about whiM getting the meal in the kitchen,

there was nothing to disturb the vast and impressive

silence which surrounded it. No noises of the town,

which lay down below to the right of the slope on

which the house stood, reached it. Indeed, in the

oncoming darkness there was nothing to remind

one of the existence of the busy streets and thou-

sands of human beings save the twinkling lights

which were visible from one end of the verandah,

where a vista had been cut through the intervening

trees by a former occupant of the house.

In front of the house lay the principal half of the

garden, with a tiny stream, which rose somewhere

in the hills at the back and found its way through

Somcrville's domain to the sea below, running

through the garden, and feeding the lily and ins

ponds that nestlefl in one corner under the shadow

of the pines, cryptomerias, iclio, and other trees. On

the other side of the garden were cherry, plum, and

other ornamental trees, with the wonderful "dwarf"

garden which had so much taken Somerville's fancy

when hf first inspected the house. At the back

were the wood=, running up almost to the rugged

summits of the hills, covering the slopes as with

a dark green mantle.

Already on the verandah Shi-wono had placed
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some miniature pines and palms in pots, and in the

studio and living-room were simple though emble-

matic floral decorations placed in the toko-tto-via,

which, had Somerville but understood the intricate

art of flower arrangement, he would have recognised

a>. indicating a welcome to him and the comin;:

unstress of the morrow.

After he had tinished his dinner Somerville carried

one of the three or four deck-chairs which, after a

long search, he had obtained at a marvellously dear

price from a tohutsiiya in Tcra-machi, on to the

verandah and sat and smoked.

It seemed impossible that ho was to be married

on the morrow—that in some twelve or fifteen

hours Mio-San would be installed as his native wife

and tlie mistress of his house ; Mio-San, almost a

child compared with him, yet the only woman who
had inspired him with more than a passing interest

or desire to retain her within the hori/on of his own
personality. Everything, save his beloved Art, was

generally of an experimental character with Somer-

ville. He had only escaped matrimony during his

years in the Quartier because the experiment had
lacked interest ere the possibility of its being made
a reality occurred. All the gi; Is and women he had

known and admired—a goodly array they proved

—

ranged themselves upon the screen of his memory
as he sat gazing at the twinkling lights of harbour

and town spread out below him. But, unless he

deceived himself, none was able to compute for

sweetness, freshness, and charm with her who at
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the >arnc time was dreamin;:^ of him down at old

Ho.hin'-.. Sii/.annc, she was handsonif and vulf^ar ;

her lau;;h when .mythin,:; amused her dominated

other people's ; Elise, she was frail, neurotic, capri-

cious, like a llower of exquisite beauty which can

only flourish in a warm atmosphere; Stephanie,

dark as niL^lit, hrautiful as a ti^er cat, violent,

fati^uin;; ; Chn^tabel Johnson, a fair American j:jirl

student who had favoured him above competitors

for her Miules, strenuous, a mass of nerves, never in

rerose, full of plans ; and lastly little Messalinc, the

interestinj4 but terrible product of a vitiated bour-

geois ancestry, flashing; like a star in the firmament

of the Quartier, disappearing like one of the ethereal

worlds doomed in their luminosity to destruction.

Then, whilst he sat listening to Shi-wono's won-

derful sque.iks, which with her passed for singing,

he again thought of Violet Desborough. And then

he wondered if she were ever likely to re-entei" his

life. It scarcely seemed possible, and he marvelled

that at the present time he was capable of but a

transient interest in her. Mio-San, who might, for

all he knew, prove merely a lovely, soulless little

being, though capab'.e of great devotion, was in-

hnit'-ly more desirable and attractive— a pretty,

unexplored tract of womanliness, unlike anything

he had yet discovered.

A woman never appeals to a man more sti-onu;ly

than when she is grateful and shows it, or when she is

weak and needs succour. He remembered that this

was the verdict that had been brought in one
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summer's night aftt-r a heated discussion on the
charm of women in hi^ studio in Paris, Alil^on,

a fellow-student at Colorossi's, wli;) had been jilted

by hisrt>;;/V, remarking,' that when women's qratitude

becomes yet more attenuated by reason of modern
"emancipation," and her need oi succour los by
the same process, they would have to do all the
proposing themselves, for few men would \,i-,h to

marry them.

Then Somerville's thoughts trailed off to Hoshin's
wife and Mio-San. And lie wondered if they had
managed to spend all the "honourably numerous
y<-n " which he had given to the latter the day before
for the purchase of wedding garments, and the odds
and ends of things which go to the total of a

Japanese girl's adornment. Mme. Hoshin's eyes
had glittered like those of a beady-eyed doll at

the sight of so much sat^n (paper money), and Mio-
San had lifted up her soft, brown eyes to his face
with wonder lurking in them at the marvellous
generosity of her august husband to be.

On the morrow there would be a sliort, un-
romantic ceremony at the Consulate; and then
Mio-San would have become nii>tre~s of this house
of his. Vumoto had frankly UAd him cjiily that

alteninon that he was a fool to trouble about the
visit to the Consul, that it would be only adding
diitlculties to ultimately getting rid of Mio-San,
when he should have tired of her ; that the latter

herself would have willin-ly dispensed with the
ceremony. It had been in vain that Somerville
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protested that he would not want to j^et rid of

her, that Mio-San would prefer the visit to the

Consul. Yumoto only shru^j^^ed his shoulders and

said, with a cynicism that was probably justified by

experience, that Mio-San's parents would have sold

licr to so distinguished a husband willin;;ly and

without compunction, in his hcait Soinerville

knew that to Mio-San the ceremony would have been

deemed superfluous because of her love for him.

In fact, it was more than possible that it would

convey little or nothing definite to her mind, beyond

the fact that she was to live with him and see him

every day, with no mistress to interfere or scold her

for so doing.

One by one the stars came out in the deep blue

vault above, and the moon swam slowly upward

over the further hills, and then into the firmament

above the environing belt of cryptomcrias, pines, and

maples on the left of the garden, making the scene

from the verandah one of exquisite and romantic

beauty, whilst Somerville still sat musing and won-

dering what the future had in store. From his mind

all other figures save that of little Mio-San had faded,

leaving her to dominate his artistic and physical

senses. And then he shuddered at the recollection

of the scene in the reeking atmosphere of Honjo's

drinking den, and the coarse shamelessness of the

gci 'la's faces and posturings. It was good to

iiave saved fragile, pretty Mio-San from such a

career.

A> lie was thinking of her and the might-have-
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been, Shi-wono came .lUmg the verandah atvJ a^ked

if she should not close the atnado

"The lionourable inoon is climbed up," said she,

"and the iiczumi (mice) are already out ot their

holes," which \va>, merely her way (if telling her

master tliat it was time she went to bed. Somerville

himself yawned at the mere thouL^ht of siiep, and so

when Shi-wono had slid along the amaUo and dis-

appeared into her own section of the house, he
himself rose and retired to rest.

But for a long time the noises of the house kept

him awake—the scampering of the mice along the

rafters above his head and beneath the joists of the

floor, the screech of an owl, the insistent whirr

of the cicada?, and those multitudinous crackings

and creakings which seem to affiict Japanese dwell-

ings when the sun is off them and the mystic hours

of darkness have arrived.

At length he fell asleep, and by some strange

freak of the sub-conscious mind his dreams were
not of Mio-San, but of Violet Dcsborough far away
in Tokio, who as yet knew nothing of this Japane:,e

marriage of his, or of the little mxisumd who had
captivated his sense of the beautiful and uniquely

strange.

Next morning he was awakened ncitlier by sun-
ligh nor the song of the birds, but by the gakii

(music) of Shi-wono's voice singing a welcome to

her mistrcbs to come. Eor a few minutes, in the

half-gloom of his bedchamber, Somerville could not

imagine what the weird screechings and meander"
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inj4s up and down an unknown musical scak'

portended. But at last lie detected an inllexion of

Shi-wono's voice which was familiar and he lay

listening, reassured. Then he realised that within

a few hours he was to marry Mio-San, and that

within a few more hours beyond that time she would

be installed as the mistress of the house, as the

arbiter of his domestic destinies and peace. Soon

Shi-wono's voice was heard outside incjuirini» if he

had enjoyed " honourable tranquillity," and when he

would wish breakfast. And then be/^an the rattlin:^

and sliding' back of the outside shutters as she

opened tlic house to the radiant, early morning

sunshine.

After the meal, which proved to be the best

substitute for a breakfast which he had had in

japan, for Shi-wono had learned to consult English

tastes somewhat in such matters whilst servant at

the hotel, Somerville gave orders that the house

was to be ready to receive its mistress by sundown,

and then he set olY down the rather rugged path to

the town.

In the woods the birds were yet singing, for it was

(juite early ; and below the harbour gleamed like

frosted silver under the slight mist which hung

(A'cr its surface and invaded the portion of the town

near its shores, the foreign settlement, and the

buildings upon Dcshima. But long before Somer-

ville had reached the outlying part of the town

nearest to the slopes of the hills on which his

dwelling stood, the mir,t had lilted, and the cli>tant
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lulls and harbour entrance which they environed

became clear and distinct.

Into the narrow, steep, ami still descendmi^ streets

he at length plunged on In. way to the lUind and
^iimot(/s oltice, anxious to make sure that Ins

Japanese friend amid the pressure of the tea harvest

had not forgotten that he was to assist at the cere-

mony which was to take place at the Consulate

about noon. McKenzie he knew he could trust.

Vumoto was in, anti when Somerville enteretl

his oihce he j^reeted him almost with ellusion, so

anxious was he to make him understand that if he

(Yumoto) thouL^ht him unnecessarily punctilious in

this marriat,'e of his, he was desirous of lending him
every possible assistance in its consummation.

" You are really still serious, my honourable

friend ? " he questioned, after the exchange of the

Usual elaborate greetings. And when Somerville

assured him that he was Yumoto laughed and
smiled an enigmatical snnle as though he thought

that Ins English friend was adoptmg an unneces-

sarily complicated method ol attaining a given

end.

"And what does Madame McKenzie say?" he
asked, after Somerville had told him the arrange-

ments. " Is she not delighted that you and I should

have discovered Mio-San ?"

"She IS sorry, I think," replied Somerville, "that

1 should leave tSeir augustly hospitable roof. But
doubtless she will, after all, b-e glad U) be relieved

troni the trouble of entertaining me."

i^
i
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Yumoto shook his head. He knew that Katakuri

San would have willingly become the mistress of

his honourable friend's house, and he only mar-
velled that the latter should be (if he were) ignorant

of the fact. But it was evident that Somerville was
not anxious to discuss Katakuri San, and so Yumoto
contented himself with saying, "Now, my friend,

you are going to marry O Mio-San; it is well for

her and for you that the custom of decorating a

rival's august features with vitriol is not so prevalent

here as in Paris, or it would be well for the honour-
able lady of your house to be to see little of her late

mistress."

Somerville started slightly. For the first tim-

the fact that there was bitter and possibly lasting

enmity between the two women presented itself

clearly before his mind. VVlulst he had stT'

been an inmate of McKenzie's house lie had
regarded the jealousy, which of course he was
aware existed, as an incident which would certainly

die a natural death by reason of the separation of

the twain—the natural jealousy which is sure to

exist where two women pursue the same object.

But he dismissed Yumoto's disquieting suggestion

from his mind. The day was too instinct with

happiness and too radiant with sunshine for gloomy
thoughts and forebodings.

" You estimate Katakuri San's regard for me too

highly, my au.^ust friend," he replied, laughing.
" Surely she could not have been jealous of her

maid :'

"
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Yumoto smiled knowingly, and said after a pause,

"Not of her maid, but of a beautiful uttiaivt/s

influence over you, my most excellent but not too

far-seeing friend. Women are naturally the quarry,

men the hunters ; but when passion reverses that

delightful order of things, the hunters have no pity

to spare for others engaged in the cha-e. Take my

word, let what I say sink deep into your most

honestly simple mind ; beware of the woman who

has loved you when you love another woman. But

much as I am enjoying your society, my contemp-

tible business demands that I should attend to it if

I am to arrive at the Consulate in time to witness

the pleasing ceremony your honourable punctilious-

ness is to provide."

"Which means," exclaimed Somerville, rising and

smiling, "that I am to go?"
"

I regret the necessity, but the tea harvest leaves

one no choice. Whilst you dreamed (mi your

verandah of Mio-San and happiness last night, I

was here drowned in figures, sick of tea and every-

thing which provides my miserable body with the

right to exist."

"You will not fail me?" said Somerville, with

his hand on the door.

" May I be troubled for ten thousand years by the

ghosts of my ancestors," rejoined Yumoto grandi-

loquently in reply. And then as the door closed

behind Somerville he returned to his invoices and

bills of lading with a sigh of relief. This marriage

of his English friend was made ot far too serious a
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description, marriage, to Yumoto's Oriental mind,
merely being a male tribute to women's charm and
usefulness.

Somerville walked along the Bund, and turning
up a by-street from the waterside he soon reached
FunacI liku-machi and Hoshin's shop.

Hushin, the lacquer-merchant, was sitting in the
dim recesses of his well-known shop, thinkmg of
the possible customers who might patronise him on
the morrow when the great jokiscn came in from
Hong-kong

; but he at once caught sight of Somer-
ville and called out a welcome. Then he sum-
moned his wife Haru San, who, however suitable
her name, " Honourable Spring," might once have
been, was now decidedly in the autumn of life.

Haru San's voice could be heard comirg from the
back of the house calling in a shrill tone, " Hai-i-i /"

and a moment later she appeared.

Haru San could speak but a word or two of so-
callcd English, but she realised whom it was Somer-
ville requHL-d, so, after she had kneeled on the floor
and bumped her forehead in salutation, she con-
tented herself with pointing to the open karakami
and ejaculating the words " Mio-San, achirar
With a polite '' Ari^ato," Somerville stepped

through the shop and the room behind it, and
.sliding back the shoji let in a flood of subdued
radiance from the strange little garden which lay
shut in by other houses. It was very small, but in
It were all the elements which go—on a larger scale
— in tlie making ot a garden of ^ize. The miniature



THE HOUSE ON THE HILLSIDE 1 (.>

rivulets, tiiy rocks, and dwarf trees, scarcely so

lar_!;e as one's knees, which possessed miniature

branches like f;iant oak-> and cedars, and had the

appearance of full-sized trees, th()ui;h so sadly

dwarfed, r.l! contributed to the strange fcclinc; of

unreality which sucli gardens bring about.

Sitting on one of the artificial rocks near a

trickling stream, scarcely larger than those one

sometimes sees in old-fashioned mechanical models

contrived by a revolving spiral of glass, was Mio-

San, paticnlly awaiting the arrival of her "august

husband and very condescending honourablcness

to be."

At sight of Somerville she rose and hastened

forward, and, regardless of the beautiful kimono she

wore, which she and Moshin's wife had purchased

for a wedding garment, she was about to -ink on to

her knees in salute ; but Somerville caught her, and

said, smiling at her glowing face and sparkling eyes,

" Toinare ! Do::o ! " ("Stop, if you please"). And
then, -lore by signs than words, he made her under-

stand that he did not wish her so to welcome him.

To Mio-San it appeared the most natural thing

in the world, now that she had mastered the idea

of Somerville's great condescension, that she was

about to live with him and be the mistress of his

house. To Somerville the approaching ceremony

still seemed to smack of unreality and even

impermanence.

Whilst he was endeavouring to question Mio-San

as to the completeness of her preparations for
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(jiiittin,:; tlie shelter of Hoshin's roof, and congratu-

lating himself that she possessed at least an elemen-

tary knowledge of English, Hoshin's wife, Ham
San, came out into the garden, and with a profusion

oi polite phrases told him in broken English and

Japanese of all the wonderful things which hi>

bundle of satsii had enabled them to purchase,

omitting, be it said, any reference to the consider-

able commissions which she had made upon most

of the purchases.

When Mio-San slipped away to add the last

touches to her coiffure and to pack her various

possessions, Haru San hinted to Somerville that it

was a pity that he liad not seen one of her nieces,

whose eyes, she declared, were as beautiful as the

stars in the sky, and whose figure was like the

willows in 0-Suya Park.

"But," she continued, "should your great

augustly condescending eyes not remain pleased

with the humble girl who is about to marry you,

perhaps other more supremely excellent beautiful-

ness might please them."

To Haru ban, thought Somerville, as by Yumoto,

this marriage of his was evidently not regarded

seriously.



CHAPTER XII

THE LITTLE MARRLAGE AND HOME-COML\G

OF MIO-SAX

FUMOTO was at the Consulate

punctual to tlie minute, for,

as he used to say, "time is

what a fool squanders and a

wise man saves," and Yumoto
was singularly wise for his

age. The ceremony, if so

prosaic a proceeding as that

wliich took place before tlu*

benevolent and somewhat
amused ofticiai could so be properly described,

was brief enough to meet with the approval of

the most retiring male.

A quarter of an hour after Somerville had entered

the room with Yumoto and McKcnzie, where he

found Mio-San, Hoshin, and his wife awaiting him,

he emerged the husband of one of the prettiest and
proudest of uinsmiit' in Nagasaki.

«7o
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H()>hin's wrinkKd and j^enerally impassive fact-

was as overlaid witli smiles as thou,:^}! he had sold

an Imari for;;ery or a bit of Birmin;;ham bronze

to a Yankee tourist for a Ion;; price. The present

of twenty yen which lii> wife had received from

Somerviile for Mio-San'-^ board and lod^in;; was

looked upon by both him and her as a direct

commission upon the httle marria;;e they had ju>t

witnessed. Their only rc.i;ret was that the " goods
"

had not been one of their own nieces.

McKen/.ie's wedding gift to the bride had been a

magnificent obi of apricot-coloured ^atin on which

irises were embroidered, and his gift to the bride-

groom a box of excellent cigars. Yumoto had placed

a roll of salsn in the bride's hand immediately the

ceremony was concluded, and had informed the

bridegroom that a case of "very inferior whisky

sake" awaited his pleasure up at his house. The

spirit was excellent, Somerviile well knew. It was

only Yumoto's politeness which caused him to

depreciate his gift.

French fashion, the bridal party, consisting of

Yumoto, a uitisuiiie to whom he was just then

paying attention, McKenzie, and Folkard, visited

a restaurant for bau-mcshi (dinner) ; after which,

just as i\v- Mun was setting behind the hills opposite

the foreign settlement, turning the water of the

harbour into a lake of blood, and the sky into a

riven glory of crimson and gold, Somerviile and

jMio-San set out for Sunset View, which was the

Japanese name of their home Englished.
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Mio-San was tired, though radiant with hap-
piiicss, which took many quaint and aimisins^
forms of expression. During,' llu; dinner at the
restaurant nolhin.ir would per>uade her to pernnt
the attendai:t i^cislni to wait upon lier "au.L^u.tly

condescendin.14 husband." Over the quaint tea
ceremony, which, except to Yumoto and herseU',
was of so bewildcnn-:^ly a complicated nature, she
hngered lovin.yly. For did not prohciency in its

mysteries furnish a testimony of her excellent up-
brin;4in<,' ? Then when the meal was finished an.
O Matsu 3an, O Tome San, and O Ai San—whose
names were so singularly appropriate to the wedding
entertainment—had danced and sung in the mo^'t
classical if excruciating _!^cilaf, the party broke up.

It was a long walk from the restaurant to Sonier-
ville's home, and so as Mio-San was tired a hi<^o

(hammock) with two sturdy bearers wa. hired, and
amid polite expres^oni of goodwill from Vtanoto
and good wishes from McKenzie and Folkard *,lie

newly-married pair started on their homeward way.
Through the narrow streets of the native town, and
then through those of the settlement, then upward
through tree-enshadowed roads and paths the tiny
procession climbed.

The kui^o bearers were strong and Mio-San was
liglit, and so Somerville had to use his best en-
deavours to keep pace with the bare-legged and
scantily-clad men whose backs were tattooed with
Wf >nflrr>):< /l.>^;,rr>-^ "f i;, K„,

1 u-ion

in light blue ink. At length th

l.i

^ons, aiiu gnjle-^ques

e upper road was
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rt'.iclied, and the luii^o and its bearers came to a halt

outside the httle bamboo j^ate which led into tiie

lower end of Somerville's garden. Mio-San dex-
terously unpacked herself from a position which
1(^ a European lady would have been torture, and
slid from beneath the mattin-,? roof of her palanquin.
Somcrville, who had paid the men so generously
that they called down interminable bl-ssings upon
Iiis "au,i,nistly wise head," pushed open the litile

gate, and taking Mio-San's hand in his led her up
the garden path.

In the oncoming dusk the beauties of this little

domain amid the cryptomerias, pines, and maples
were rendered but half apparent, but along o.ie side
of the path gleamed almost ghostly the pale-flowered
irises looking like huge moths hovering in the cool
night air amid a miniature forest of spears. The
quaint trees on the other side of the path were weird
and mystic in the shadows thrown by the hi"her
pines, and Mio-San on catching sight of them drew
closer to Somerville. The perfume of the cooling
earth and of flowers ladled the air, and the gentle
soughing of the breeze in the pines made nature
music as they advanced up the path.

"The honourable moon will soon be up," said

Mio-San softly, "and then the garden will be still

more beautiful, O my augustly big husband. Even
the cicadiC" are singing a welcome."

Somerville looked down at her upturned face and
smiled. In the oearlv twili'^ht it «-.< riri,-. ,-.!„

~' "••J
beautiful with happiness and content. He drew
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her towards him and kissed her. The almost
shadowy httle fij^ure with its mystically ^^lowin^
face appealed to his sense of the beautiful. Surely
this marriage of his was destined to last ? Vumoto's
sceptical face had haunted him almost all the way
up from the town, and it was only when he and
Mio-San were alone in the twilight of the exquisite

garden that the doubts Yumoto and even McKcnzie
had conjured up began to dissipate.

"Are you happy, little Mio-San?" he asked
gently.

"Great much happy," wns her reply. "No more
Katakuri San to scold, no more Katakuri San to
drive me away from your side, O most augustly
shining one."

Somerville Iiughed. Mio-San's happiness seemed
to depend upon such simple things.

A turn of the path, and the house came into view,
ablaze with a galaxy of paper lanterns which Shi-
wono and a sympathetic coolie who had brought up
Mio-San's luggage earlier m the day had hung along
the whole fiont of the verandah, and lit up against
the dark green backgiound of the trees.

Mio-San gave an exclamation of delight, which
brought Shi-wono, who had been on the qui rive
for an hour or more, out on to the verandah in

welcome. The light from the red, orange, and
moon-white paper lanterns fell upon the ins beds
beneath the verandah, danced in tinted zigzags upon
iU im .•^ui-;:i^ ivj liiC iiUu.-)C, anQ aliOllC 111 MUiniC

i

reflections in the trickling stream and tiny ponds.
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"/nnshaitnasht! Oagu)i itaiai,0-ku-Sawa. Iras-

slinima'jluii !
"

To Mio-San's cars this "Welcome! please to
enter, O honourable lady of the house. Wel-
come !

" must liave been sweet music. She smiled,
and then, when she had climbed the short flii^ht

of steps which led on to the balcony, forj^etful,

perhaps, that she was the auj^'ust Englishman's
wife, or in politeness to Shi-wono, she slid down
upon the spotless mattint^ and made her usual
prostration of welcome.

It formed an almost comical scene in Somcrville's

eyes, old Shi-wono in the doorway of one of the
rooms which opened out on the verandah kneeling
before her little mistress with her forehead resting

upon the backs of her hands, and Mio-San doing
exactly the same thing ju.-,t on the edge of the
verandah steps, with her high, lacquered clogs
sticking out from beneath the folds of her beauti-
ful kimono.

When this ceremony was finished Shi-wono
backed into the house and Mio-San took possession.
The house, though smaller than that of Katakuri

San, appeared wonderfully spacious to its little

mistress, for it was her own so long as she pleased
her august liusband.

" Has the coolie brought my luggage ? " she asked
of Shi-wono ere the latter disappeared into her own
apartments.

Then, when Shi-wono had explained that all the
honourable lady of the house's belongings were in
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her sleeping apartment, Mio-San, ca^cr to unpack
hcr treasures and stow them away in \hc /uktiro ,fana

(cupboards), hastened along the verandah and
entered the liousc.

Sooij Somcrvillc could hear tlie sound caused by
the sliding back of panels, and Mio-San singing
to herself as she untied the cords which bound the

boxes in which she and Ho-,hin's wife had with
extraordinary care packed \ut clotlung and orna-
ments. During the last few days the woman in

Mio-San had developed almost as qiuckly as the

shoots of bamboo spring up in the night. In her
now stirred a passion for this English husband of
hers where but a month or so ago had been merely
a preference, which had had its birth in little more
than a feminine love of coquetry. She no longer
feared Katakuri San as a rival, for with the b^^

of a deep love for Somervillc had come the be:

that she possessed him, and could hold his affection

against even the shameless mistress who had driven
her forth into a zone of unknown perils.

Every garment that she and old Haru San had
purchased had been selected with a view to her
august husband's tastes, and so that she, Mio-San,
might prove a pleasant sight in his eyes. And each
length of rich silk, and each delicately designed
kimono, and each shawl of soft siik crepe as she
placed it upon the unsubstantial shelves of the
ftikuro ciana, which opened in the wall like a
c\f\r\r\\rn ^-' '"adin^ i:it\-i ai 'Uill

ing upon the shrine of her love.

, »va3 ail uiiui •
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'I'o-morrow, she thouqlit whilst foldinj:; the gar-

ments, slic would dis|)l;iy all tli',' j^lork-s of thcni to

Shi-wono. lUit not to-nij^ht. l\j-nii;ht belonged

to the j^ivcr of them.

At last Mio-San's wardrobe was di>-posed to her

full satisfaction within the fitkuro dana, the door

was shut r.pon tlie treasures, and she herself wa-. at

liberty to inspect the room more thoroughly.

To her it seemed a wonderful chamber, because it

was her own. In it were a marvellous and large

swing-mirror ; vases which she could take a delight

in filling with flowers out (jf tlie garden ; a ch.iir

which extended itself in a wonderful •nanner ; a

high table for Iiei honourable husband's conveni-

ence when ^having ; a f^akii or maxim along one of

the ceiling beanie, in the grooves of which ran the

karakami ; and a kakemono or two on the wall and

in the alcove. That, with ilie beds and mosquito

curtains, comprised the contents of the room. But

not quite, after all, for in the alcove Shi-wono had

arranged some flowers and grasses with skill, a

meaning which when Mio-San's eyes rested upon,

them caused her to flush hotly, and her eyes to fall,

though there was none save the impassive face of

Buddha tt) see her in the soft, dun light afforded by

the two paper lanterns.

As though afraid to remain longer alone in the

spotless, partially lit room in which strange shadows

seemed to her to have suddenly come into being

and asstrt(,'d tlicm-selvesj she went out on to the

verandah.
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Somcrvillc was stnf)kini4 and tliinkiii;^, and for tin-

nu)ment sc irccly noticed Mio-San's approacli and

presence. He had been wniidcrinq what the many
artist friends he had left behind hini in the (^aartier

Latin would think of his inarriaj^e. Some would
probably be amu-ed, and otiiers of them envious

—

envious, could tlK-y but sft- her, of Mio-San's fresh-

ness, youth, and exquisite, uncommon beauty.

Youth counts for so much in the Quartier.

Down below to the ri^ht ;4leamed the thousand

li.Ljhts of the town like luminous eyes, and above all

hun;; the radiant cloud which always marks the

position of a brilliantly lit city at ni,L;ht. The noises

came softened by the distance, save wlicn they were

augmented by the iin:;in:; clangour of a ,l;oiil^ at

some tea-house; but tliey were sulticient to mask

the soft shoo-shoo of Mio-San's apprcxichin.i^ foot-

steps, and it was not until she laid a timid hand

upon his arm that Soinerville realised that she was

at his side.

He swung round and saw her upturned face, from

which the flush had not yet entirely faded, gazing

almost timidly at him, but with the dark eyes radiant

and smiling. It would not, he decided, be a dii'licult

matter truly to love Mio-San.

"All done," she said slowly ; and then she added,

as she saw he understood, " I love you. Mister august

Englishman."

Somerville laughed and drew her to him. And
• *- • * ••* -• '^ " ••' • m-ti^tt iii-.ttvm^.-. I

that he waa offended.
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" Kckko," said Somcrville approvingly, "but not

Mistc-. Sciy Leslie."

But Mio-San only shook her head.
All the Englishmen who had come to McKenzie's

had been " Mister," and she could not think of call-
ing her honourable husband anything else except in
Japanese. So for days afterwards Somcrville was
amused by Mio-San's persistence with the " Mister."
Something prompted him to inquire if she were

happy, or whether thoughts of Katakuri San di.-,-

turbed licr mind.

"Much happy," she replied. "Katakuri San a
long way. X„ afraid her." And when >he smiled
up at hiin lu; was bound to believe her.

To Mio-San her late uiistre^s had become almost
m abstraction which, oiice existing to her distress
and discomfort, no longer did so. Love of the man
at her side had ehectually blotted out the past, just
as it mercifully obscured the future.

In the kitchen Shi-wono was wondering how long
this strange marriage would last. She had seen a
good many "alliances" which had terminated with
the sailing of some ship, or the home-going of the
foreigner. She was a careful, calculating soul-
honest enough, but determined to gather sen and
yen whilst the opportunity occurred—and she had
already ligured out to her own satisfaction the
emolument which would accrue to her from a
three months', six months', or nine months' tenancy
of " Sunset \'iew ' by Somcrville and his wife. That

"iotu in uncoiuuiiiiing phraseology termed
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the "affair" should last a year seemed to her un-

Hkely, and, besides, involved further fatiguing

calculations. Whilst her master and mistress were

talking on the verandah she had made her calcul.i-

tions over again, and satisfied liy them she bethought

herself of the time, and seeing it was late she sallied

forth to suggest that she should shut the ainado,

and that her employers must be tired and vould

therefore augustly condescend to enjoy honourable

tranquillity. In unadorned English, that they

would retire to rest.

Somerville laughed at the old woman's motherly

care, prompted, he well knew, by the desire for

honourable rest upon her own part. The wrinkljs

in her face wore deeper than they had been in the

morning, and her eyes kept closing automatically as

she stood awaiting his answer.

"We shall not go to our lionourable rest yet,"

said Somerville, " but you may close the amado and

enjoy tranquillity yourself."

"Arigato!" exclaimed Shi-wono, relieved that

she would not be required to keep her eyes open

any longer.

When she had gone, and sounds and squeaks of

the sliding along of the outside .-.hutters showed
that she was closing up the hou-e to its nightly

semblance of a huge box, Somerville and Mio-San

entered the room which he had ^et ar^ide as a >tudio.

In it were already placed all the curios and articles

which had formerly so deeply interested Katakuri

San ; his easels and the lacquer cabinet with Us
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numerous drawers secured by a marvellously inge-
nious combined lock. As Somerviile's eyes rested
upon the cabinet he suddenly rememl red Katakuri
San's wedding gift for Mio-San. Should he give it

her or wail till the morrow ? Some instinct seemed
to tell him that the gift was not likely to give plea-
sure, for Katakuri San could scarcely wish that to
her rival, so he did not unlock tlie drawer in the
cabinet in which the small oblong box lay.

On an easel in the far corner of the room stood
the uncompleted portrait of Katakuri San, and as
^'I()-San's cyc,^ fell upon it Somerville noticed that
a: expression of ann yance passt-d across her face.

" Von do not like to see the picture of Katakuri
San ?" he .isked gently.

" Xo, no," was the reply, expressed timidly. "She
bad woman. She make me sad."

"Very well," said Somerville; "see, I will turn
her away " (and, stepping to the easel, he took the
canvas down and placed it against the wall), "and
to-morrow I will begin to paint something more
augustiy pleasing."

Now that her rival was turned face to the wall
Mio-San felt happy again, and could look at all the
wonderful things which were m her august husband's
room.

To her :iiind there was no idea of dual ownership
presented by this housj and its contents. They
belonged to the man sne had married, just as she
did to hiin. They had interest for her chiellv
!-...,-.,.. ,. =!. - !

^
• ••^Cai.ijv_ iin_^ weiC ills.
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But at length even a new home and the posses-

sion of an honourable Enghsh husband could not

keep Mio-S;in's eyelids from drooping so tliat thiir

long, thick lashes lay on her cheeks wlicn she

seated herself in the " long chair " which was so

strange to lier, accustomed to sit upon zabtitoi'

placed upon the lloor, and so comfortable. And

soon, as Somerville busied himself m placing a few

of the things in better order, he heard sounds of

deep and gentle breathing which told him that she

t.lept.

The sounds of night from the garden came so

ibdued by reason of the closed aiiiado that Ihcie

was almost a perfect scillness in the hou>e. Then

came the u^ual creakings and cracklings a-, the

woodwork proclaimed the cooling of the air, and at

last the sounds of scampering ncznmi as they

raced beneath the lloor or ran up the outside walls.

Somerville moved aljout quite silently on the

white matting, and wondered vaguely, when the

scampering ncziuni made more noibC than usual,

or when some huge, soft-winged moth fluttered

down from the papered ceiling against which it had

been beating its wings with a rattle like that of a

miniature drum, if Mio-San, like most women, was

afraid of such things. In a corner ot the room the

big image of Buddha, which he had picked up in

the curiosity shop at the far end of the Bungo-

machi, sat perched on its shelf, regarding sleeping

Mio-San and him with benevolent countenance and

lack-lustre eyes ; and as Somerville gazed at it

-I]

11
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critically he could almost imagine (hat a sm.Ie of
sardonic wisdom replaced lliat of indolent benevo-
Icncc.

Stni Mio-San slept. There could be no pretence
about 11, for, thinking that he had seen her eyelids
qu.ver and partially unclose, Somerv.lle had taken
one of the paper lanterns with which the room was
li and had held ,t over her. Although a smde-for
Mio-San's dream was a happy one-fl.tted across
her face, her eyelids neither trcn.-bled nor unclosed,
and when he stooped and kissed her hghtly on her
brow she did not stir.

VVhat a contrast to some of the roystering bridal
"'[^hts of friends in which he had taken part ,n the
Ouartier Latin, when often day-dawn was almost
seen in at some boulevard cafe ere the liappy pair
were escorted home by a band of fellow-students

In the strange stillness of that house upon the
Nagasaki hillside Somerville sat down to think of
tlic life that would open with the morrow-a life
to be shared with the httle sleeper whose quiet
breathing caused h.m a feeling of .o restlc. a
curiosity that he was several times upon the point
of wakening her. But it was nearlv midnight when
a terrible assault upon the walls of the room by a
host of squeaking ncznmi caused her to start, and
then unclose her eyes, still heavy with sleep.

In a moment Somerville was at her side
"M.o-San! Little M,o-San, do not be frightened '"

Ik. exclaimed. " The noise is only that ol ncunu.
I am hfTP "
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But at tlie mention of ticzumi Mio-San (who
was a woman) started up, and, j^atliering the skirt

of her kimono closely a; )und her knees, she cluni;

desperately to her lionoiirably tall husband.
" Xcziimi San !" (tlic honourable or Messrs. Mice,

for even in her terror Mio-San did not forget to be

polite), she exclaimed ;
" where ?

"

Her glance round t'le room was so comically,

though genuinely apprehensive, that Somerville

burst out into such hearty laughter that the frail

paper walls of the room vibrated hke drums.

Alas I the furniture of a Ja^ ^nese room affords

little refuge for those who fear the "august Misters

Mice," and at last, when the scurrying to and fro of

these monsters, which had stopped with Mio-San's

scream, recommenced, with one swift lo(,k for

something on which to stand, the terrified little

woman, dropping the skirt of her kimono, literally

threw herself into her honourable husband's arms.

Still laughing at her affright, lie carried her, with

her head nestling against his shoulder, out of the

room, which had for her such noisy terrors, along

the now shut-in verandah to the cliamber wliere a

bronze figure of Huddlia sat enigmatically smilmg
on its narrow shelf, and the slatey-blue gauze

mosquito curtains prepared by Shi-wcmo hung
swaying from the rafters in the draught of air like

ghostly spirits in the dan light of the paper

lanterns.

The noise of the scampering ;/<-;/»>?/ was no

longer heard, for there was no basement under thi

,

i!
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room filled with rice or otiicr stores to invite tlieir

presence, and Mio-Saii was liot tlierefure afraid to

stand on her own tabi-cldd feet on the mattini,'

floor.

She yawned, for it was late. And then, after she
Iiad slid back the little door which masked the

cupboard containing her wardrobe and taken from
it a long, clinging, wide-sleeved gown of cotton, she
slip'^cd gracefully and swiftly from her kimono and
obi mto her night robe, and with a deft twist of her

slender fingers tied the muslin sash around her

waist.

Even the celerity of a model's toilette in the

studio, thought Somerville, could not compare with

this sudden transformation of a brilliant-hued

buttertly into a sombre-coloured night-moth, as

with a plaintive inoitc of fatigue and sleepiness the

elf-like little figure of Mio-San disappeared beneath
the semi-transparent canopy of the mosquito
curtains.



CHAPTER XIII

KATAKURI SAN'S GIFT—LIKE THK POISON OF ASPS

ii

EXT morning whilst Mio-San
sat watching Somerville paint-

ing in the sunshine of the

garden near the lotus pond, the

latter suddenly remembered
that Katakuri San's gift still lay

where he had placed it in the

drawer of the cabinet.

" Mio," said he, " Katakuri

San gave me a gift for you.
Go and fetch it ; it is in the third drawer of the
cabinet."

At the name of her late mistress the little wile's

face clouded over as a beautiful landscape will when
a cloud sweeps across the sun. Sunple-minded as
she was, she could yet not believe that anything the
woman, who had loviv] nnrl trMi.iiit ,-. ,.,^«-,.,„i„ i..._

august husband m her toils, had sent could bode
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but ill to her and perhaps to him. And so when
she ro.e to carry out StMnervi.ie's command, she
did s„ without that expression of pleasure on her
face tliat the receiviULj of a ,qift should bring.

Into Someiviile's mmd, engaged as he was with
his work of sketching the ins pond which lay lower
down the course of the little stream, no thought of ill

from Katakuri San's gift entered, and he was there-
fore struck by the reluctance to go which Mio-San's
slow progress up the garden path indicated.

She clunbed the verandah steps with a strange
fear in her heart, and entered the studio with mfs-
giving. The cabinet stood against the in.ide wall,
and the drawers were unlocked. With a trembling
hand Mio-San pulled out the third from the U,p.
In it the long, -arrow box, wrapped in rice-paper
and tied securely with paper string, lay.

Mio-San took it up much as she might have done
had it been some venomous creature, and as she
felt its weight she wondered what inimical gift the
box contained.

Then, without pausing or daring to open the
parcel, she went out again into the brilliant sunshine
of t» garden, and down the paved walk beside the
streamlet and ins ponds to where Somerville
awaited her.

When she reached his side she was about to hand
the parcel to him, but he exclaimed, " No, no ! It is

yours. You must open it," and though she still

would have thrust it into his hands he laughirjly
stood hrm.
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The sunlit ;,'arclL-n ^.ly, with the flowcis of early

surraier, with tlic hum of bees, tlic (li^'fit of

gossamer-winged dragon-flies, and noi^y with the

insistent whirr, whirr of cicadac, was little in keepnig
with the tragic fear which possessed the heart ot

Mio-San as she stood hesitating to undo the package
she held in lur hand.

"Come!" said Somervillc, "see \\h:\{ K'atakiiri

San has sent you. It may be a peace-offering."

But Mio-San only shook her head.

Though so young, that in her simple liouse

kimono of printed linen she looked little more than
a child, her woman's heart, whicli had been stirred

and awakened into being by love, told her tliat

from a jealous rival such a thing was scarcely

likely to come. But at length she summoiud
courage to unfasten the string and undo the

paper, whilst Somerville looked u\l-i her shoulder
the while.

The box that was disclosed when the paper was
removed was of hue lacquer, on the lid of which
was depicted one of the mythological-looking
dolphins beloved of Japanese lacquer-workers and
enamellers. Witii trembling fingers Mio-San slowly
took off the lid as though she expected some reptile

to suddenly spring out.

" Hayuikti !" exclaimed Somerville, smiling at her
serious face, and endeavouring to take ,'ie box from
her.

Mio-San started hack, crying " Ahunaivo ! Ahnn-
aiyo!" ("Take care ! take care !

"), in alarm le^t the

U

i 1
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evil tiling sIk- li;ill expected to lind shuuld harm him
she lovi'd.

iWit ulieii -^lic h.id coinage fo locjk there was
notliiii::; to be seen huf a lon,^ >Iip <7f pink-hued iice-

jxiper, such as love-letters are written upon, down
tlie riL^ht-hand si(k- of which ran a messa;;(;.

Mio-San took it out, and underneath it lay somc-
tlim,:^ wrapped in folds of soft, loose-libred packin^i;-

piper.

She read Katakuri San's messaj^e with fri^'htened,

a^^onised eyes, and as sIr- difl so the box dropped
from her hand and fell with a sharp clatter on the

paved path,

" Doshtnf" exclaimed Somervillc sharply, stooping
to pick up the fallen box.

"See! see!" cried Mio-San, lioldin^^ tlie paper
before his eyes as he stood upri.qht.

Hut Katakuri Sans calic^raphy was none of the

best, and even if it had been lie could not have read

her message. He shook his head and commenced
to unwrap tlie article the box had contained.

Mio-San watched the removal of the almost
interminable paper with feverish anxiety. At last

the hnal piece was unwound, and in SomerviUe's
hand lay a slender, exceedingly sharp dagger with

its slightly curved blade glittering in the sunshine.

Katakuri's San's note had contained few words

;

merely " From her whose heart is flame. For use

when you ,ue est aside after love's embers have
cooled."

Mio-Saii went \fi V white.
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In that moment the poison of asps ate into her
iuMrt, anrl dniiht Ix'-.m to take form in all its pitiful
a^,ony. The strip of ro>e-co|,,iirecl paper, on which
Katalairi Sao's spiavv.'l-ir. characters looked black
and sinister, lluttered for a moment in Mio-San's
''•")<! and then tell from her nerveless finj^crs to be
cau-ht in a stioni^ draii;^ht of air froin the lulls
abr)vc and then borne upwards and away over the
trees like the petal of some huqe flower.

Although Somerville had been unable to read
Katakuri San's note he feathered something of its

imrport Irom the slender, j;Ieamin^', murderous-
looking thing which he held in his hand and from
his little wife's pale and terrified face.

"She say your love will go soon. That the fire

for me will die out of you. And then "—her
eyes fell u^n :he thing in his hand-"there is some-
thing that will be wanted."

The man grasped the situation now like a flash.
How adorable this pale-faced, frightened-eyed child
ioiA'ed

! He would have taken Iv-r .^ his arms and
crushed her to him, but for the keen-bladed thing
he held in his hand.

One of those signal inspirations which come
occasionally during crises to men such as Somer-
ville seized him.

He took the dagger by the hilt and cried, " Look,
Mio

! I shall not leave you. Love does not die as
Katakuri San says. This will be for you a useless
thing. See !

"

The dagger soared far up into the sunlit air, and Si

!,:
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ili-^ccnding wilh a ^h'c] blue ii.t-Ii of Mule, like a

•-wift kiiii^lishcT tfj it- prey, clave its way through
the L^reen-.qrev water oi the deep, ,i;ur.^lin.i; poo! near
which they stood.

Then SDinerville turned and clasped Mio-San m
hl^ .11111.. Uui th(iu,;;h she tried in smile tliere we;/
t-ais 111 her eye^ and her hp , .luivered, and in

her heart Katakuri San's Iiandtul ot tare.'^ had been
-liwn.

Tlie da.c,^t^er lay in tlie mud amons^'st the lotus

-sterns and roots at the bottom of the pool ; the

rice-p.aper missive containing sncli sorrow-weighted
words had iloated away across tlie dark-hued
cryptomerias and pine^ whitlier noiu; knew. But
iov the tune the beauty of the day had died in the
heart of Mio-San, and when she was released from
her husband's embrace she tied up the small path U)

the house.

When she !iad entered her bedchamber and liad

closed the shoji beliind her, she fell down pro:,tra*e

before uic bronze image of Buddha, and murmured
one of those strange, incoherent prayers which come
to the lips (jf women who suffer as she suffered.

The impassive Buddha, with unseeing eyes seemed
to regard the little bent and swaying figure in the
gloom below with an ironical smile. But Mio-San's
faltering words were not addressed to Buddha or

any of the thousand other gods of her race, but to

some (to her) vague Being be>ond the sun, moon,
and stars who bcemed to olfe^ her protection in

trouble.
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When SonurviHc, bccominrj anxiou-, at her lon^

absence, came back to the hou-e, he foiiiul her ^till

before the image of Buddha, m front of whicii two

httle oil lamps were burninj^. And if K'at ikiiri San

could have but seen her rival's face she would have

been satisfied.

In Mio-San's mind the subtle poison of doubt

worked, for she had been told many stories bv her

mistress, even before Somerville arrived, of the

marriages of the women of her land with foreiL^n

mercliants and tourists, who took girls like herself as

toys, which they deserted or cast aside wlien their

caprice wa^ satisfied. And recognising a-, she did,

in her humble love for him that was her honourably

condescending husband, whose voice thrilled her

and whose glance oi tenderness caused lier heart to

beat tumultui.usly in her breast, that he was ho high

above her in his august learning and wealth, the

words of Katakuri San's letter had t.iken deep and

easy root.

To Somerville's more material and masculine

mind what liad taken place presented (jnly the

idea of a tiny tragedy caused by a spiteful woman's
keen wit. As to most men's minds a vanquished

rival in love no longiT exists ; to most women the

po-sibility of attack after apparent victory is uften as

much feared as before. And this made it impossible

for him t(j penetr.ite the workings of liis litMe wife's

nund and fully reali-e her distress.

,>., 41,., .. . .1_1.Wjiilsf fhev v""''e lii'.M'Tr liO-

Slu-wono flitted about making persistent efforts to
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fiustrate Mio-San's attempt to wait upon her
luisband herself. AUliou-h possessing the innate
refinement which makes all youn- Japanese women
so attractive, it wa^ thlhcult for her at once to
assume with success the rule of "the Iionouiahle
English iMister's wife/' for it was with such cir-
cumlocution tliat Shi-wono had described her to the
seller of the atrocious daikon wjiil^t making her
purcliase of that evil-odourcd commodity an ^hour
or two before.

It -as whilst tiflin was in progress, and when
Somerville and she attempted to converse about tlie
Hovers and the beauties of the .c^ardcn whicli
occupied a tuiy plateau m front of the verand.ih
and then fell away m -rcater rusticity down tlie

Inllside, thai a lui-ht idea came into MioSan's
head. She would ask him to teach lier more (;f

his langua-e, more than the missionary teacher at
Ureshmo liad been able to unpart to iier, ^o that
she could talk the better x.ith him and think as he
did. It wa. her failure in thinkin- and expressing'
her thoughts which caused her the keenest distress
of mind.

There was all the W(jrld between the speech, mi:;d
and thoughts of East and \Ve,t. Such a gull'
indeed, that iMio-San tremlled when -low and a'^ain'
in some subtle word or phrasing the veil, which
obscured the fact whilst they loved m silence, was
lifted for a transient rn )menl.

^
To Somerville, Mio-San's quaintly involved

I-.ngii^ii was infinaely preferable to the mure gram-
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matically correct " parnit la'.k" of some of the

geisha an ! }itti^uine' at Il.mozono Re^tauiant or

Sci-yo-tei vho exclaimed "
I !ove you," without a

quahfyina hhi>l), and wished hun "Good mornin^:^"

with the aplouib of an A. B. C. j,nrl at Iioine. But,

secure that blie would never talk as they, lie fell

willingly into her scheme of teachin,!,' her.

With Shi-wono's somewhat liarsli voice ciooninq
down in the basement as an accnmpanimcnt of the

lesson Somervillc started upon Mio-San's course of

instruction. Whilst he smoked she, with <olcnin

f.ice, which would on occasion pucker up nio^t

comically in her efforts to "sounds good make,"
wrestled wth a language which <o lier must have
presented difliculties quite equalling those noted by
.Mark Twain relative to German. So much in

earnest was she that she would not allow liei

attention to wander, even though a beautiful green
lizard fell with one last protesting waggle of its tail

from the verandah on to the stone-paved path below
after a balancing feat whicli would have put a human
acrobat to shame. Nor did she do so even when a

huge spider descended his tough, silvery web within

a couple of feet of her bare and inviting neck, at

the peach-hued skin of which Somerville had been
gazing with article admiration.

" I am your wife. Yon are iriy huslinnd. Shi-wono
is our cook. Tlie coolie is running. Good morn-
mg! Good-night! House, room, book, letter,"

and a iio-,1 ui odier words and phiases, scMiie of

which slif now remembered to have heard at the

it
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missionary's hoine in Urc^Iuiio, Mio-San said them
all llrou^h with wonderful difficulty and m
V llou-, mispronunciation. But mo^t times

ended up with rippling lau-hter, and "I luif yew."'

At the rnii-.h she took out her little pipe, and
smoked fine, Ii;^lit-coloured, native tobacco, almost

of the hue of yellow-bronze silk. It was such a

tiny plaything of a pipe that had not Somerville

been already lon.i^ inured to the practice of women'-,

sm()k!n.i4 he would not have had the heart to forbid

her. Tlnee or four whiffs, and then the small bowl,

scarcely lar,L;er than an acorn-cup, was knocked
with a sli.irp pin-pin against the metal edge of the

Lihako-hjii, and Mio-San's imoke was finished for

the time being.

The afternoon sun was now falling into the

garden slantwise over tlie tops of the taller pines,

throwing long shadows across the iris ponds and
trickling streamlet, and giving the azalea blossoms
under tlie trees a cliastened colour. And on to the

matting floor of the verandah the lilac wistaria, which
swayed in the gentle air outside, threw deep shadows
like enormous and elongated catkins. It wa-, the

hour for tea, and so Mio-San rose with a smile,

exclaiming, "Tea !

"

And when she saw that Somerville hesitated she

added persuasively in Japanese, " .Most excellent for

honourable weariness it is." And he, having heard

K.itakuri San use the same phrase on a like occasion,

uiiflrrsfnorl. nnrl '-.niili-rl horl- "^:^h,•x^ r^...^"

(" Many tlianks for your kind thought ").
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Ere Mio-San returned, bearing tlic tray with its

liny cups, of which bO many were required to slake

her bijT husband's honourable and august thirst,

sounds of footsteps coming up the garden path

caused Somerville to turn in liis chair and locjk nut

through the verandah balustrading.

A rockery and some dwarf trees upon it obscured

tlie turn of the patli, and it was not till some

moments had passed that Yumoto came into view,

hot and somewhat breathless from his climb up

from the town.

" Good afternoon," he called out. And then he

used a word which is typically English and seldom

heard in Japan. " You are high up, my honourable

marriedness," he went on, as he puffed up the

verandah steps and sank down into one of the

deck-chairs. " But in climbing to it I am becomj

as hot as in tlic fires of Kwakkto Jigoku. Have you

yet had time to spare from O Ku Sama to open a

bottle of the miserable whisky sake I sent you ?
"

Never had Somerville been asked for a drink so

delicately.

He clapped his hands, and from the Itack part

of the house came the long-drawn-out " llai-i-i-i-

iadaiiiia" of Shi-wono.

" I have," said Somerville, glancing with a smile

at his recumbent friend ;
" you shall taste it. But

it is not interit)r, but excellent."

Yumoto received the information as tlmugh he

expected it, and watched for llit; roniing of Shi-

wono, who at length appeared, (o vanish again like



202 A .lATAXESE ROMANCE

a jack-in-tlic-liDx wlicn blic comprehciKlcd wiiat was
required,

"And Ik)\v is O Ku Sama ?" asked Vumoto, witli

intercut. " N it yet you are not convinced that you
shouli! liavc had Iier on approval ? He was a wise

man, though he lived in die West of the world, who
said marricdness is like putting one's hand int') a

ba^L^ ill whicli there are many serpents and one eel,

and a man has good fortune if he grasps l! • eel."

" lie was a cynic," rejoined Somervillc, "and you
arc only ;i philosopher. But I have something to

tell you."

Then he gave Viimoto an account of Katakuri

San's gift to Miu-San.

Vumoto w-as silent for a minute or two. And
then, after he had poured himself out a drink from
the bottle Shi-wono had placed at Ins side on the

zcii, he said slowly, " Katakuri San is not the eel,

but the other thing. It is well t!iat the gift was
sent wrapped in paper, and not in Mio-San's heart.

But," he continued, to pause as Mio-San advanced
along the verantlali, " if you are not foolish, my
august honourableness, you will not bring the

women too close together."

" Welcome ! I iiope your august limbs are not

much wearied," exclaimed Mio-San. "Please

partake," and she put down the tray of tea and
made the polite obeisance. Then as she raised her

head from her hands she noticed the whisky sake,

'Mifl cMii!/">rI Ac fJi^-i li/^t-ionT-^KKi I'^.'l,. j%C *K,. I"• "•; Hii ;it_;;_ ici-^iy v,-i i;;_ ;;wi;r-.c,

she had for the moment forgotten what she knew
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;is K.itakuri Sail's maicl, namely, tha( Viiinolo never

accepted tea when whisky sake was available.

"An,;;u-.t pardon dei,^n," she exclaimed, with a

smile. And then she handed Sr)meiville the tea.

No mere was said concerning Kataknri San, bnt

as Yumotc drank his \vhi>ky sdkc m quiet content

he wondered whether "Madame McKcnzie" would
rest satisfied ^vith the moral stab she had mflicted

with such refinement of malice upon her nv.il.

Whilst Somcrville and Mio-San were drinkin:^

tlieir tea, and chattinc^ to hun inconsci|ucntly about

the j^arden and the view from the verandah, he came
to the conclusion that how much lil Katakuri San

wa-. wilhng or able to inflic' lai-eiy de[)ended upon
the opportunities Somerville and Mio-San niii^ht

give her. That she had no morality t(j deter her

from anything which malice might suggest he well

knew. Her lile at the re.-,taurant in Haina-no-

machi, and her dealings with its le-^s reputable

frequenters, had bereft her nature of moral fibre,

and sullied her soul almost beyond redemption.

Mio-San broke m upon his reverie. "Me Englee>h

quick learn speak," she said. And then she tired off

a cataract of words and seiitence^^ , liicli Somerville

had been making her repeat during the afternoon.

" Love has the same language in all climes," said

Vumoto, wiien he had finished laughing at Mio-

San's wonderfully incorrect pronunciation of some
words, remembering a phrase from a French novel

, i'liii liie \vi)iiKin v\no can

talk most fluently generally makes the best bargain.
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Thcrcf(jrc, () Ku S.im.i," lie continuetl, addrc^sin^j

Mio-San, "he .lu.mi^tly \visf and Icarn to talk tlie

tongue I if your lioiiourahlL' ni.iater."

Hut sucli philosopliy was beyond the comprthcn-
^ion of Mio-San, and >Iit' took refuge in a perplexed

--niilc.

Then the two men talked (jf old tunes as men
who have tirst met in foreign lands will, and Mio-

San sat with her head resting against Somerville's

knees listening for word^ she understood, and lind-

ing so few, that she was once more driven in upon

her own sad thoughts of tlie gift of Katakuri San

wliich liad flashed upward and downward in the

sunlight that morning, ;nid now lay amid the water-

weeds in the lotus pond.

She would have given years of her life to have

understuud the strange wonls that fell from her

husband's lips—words that left her mind as dark as

to their meaning as though she were deaf, and so

keen a pain of non-comprehension at her heart that

it caused her to clench her hands so tightly together

under cover of the wide hanging sleeve of her

kiiiioito, that the nails bit deep into the skin of

her soft, rosy palms.

At last she heard the name of Katakuri San, and a

little shiver ran through her body. What was her

honourable husband saying about the woman who,

because of her love for him, had driven iier into

darknes-, and de-^paii" ? Here and there sb,e caught

the meaning of .i word, but most were spoken so

swiftly that to her unaccustomed ears their m.eanin^
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was inextricably jumbled. " Love, woman, shame-

less, McKcn/.ie, night, beautiful, hate, in a month or

two." She heard all these; she had heard them

over and over aj^ain wliiKt actiii;^ as Katakuri San's

t^iaid. But now her anxious, f-.'vered mind ii-fu-<efl

to translate their meaning to her cjuickly enough for

her to understand. Each time thu words Katakuri

San fell from cither speaker's lips she shivered, and

at length Somerville noticed it.

"Are you cold, Mio ?" he asked kindly. But >.he

did not at once realise what lie said.

Yumoto repeated the inquiry in Ja.panese.

" Goiiicn nasai!" she said, adding quickly, " Ar,

i\c." But though she said "No, no" in a voice

which had a break of pain in it, she was cold as she

had never been before.

The haivest of tares was growing apace, and the

corner of the veil that hid the gulf which stretched

between her and the augustly loved one against

whose body she leaned liad once again been lifted.



CHAPTER XIV

A GRKAT GULF FIXKD "—WHAT THE " MIKUI
"

SAID—A women's dui:l

rj,>i»^"'3 ^^^:-| ^^ ^- ^^'^^y^ passed very slowly to^ -^^ the little hoiisfhf)I(l at "Sunset

\'ii\v." Except for the vi--its

ol Viimoto and McKenzie, and

descents upon the town made
by Mio-San and Somerville,

little occurred to bre.ik the

monotony. But the honour-

able tranquillity of his exis-

tence, as Mio-San phrased it,

was pleasant enough to one of Somerville's artistic

temperament. He worked hard ; for seldom had
painter surroundings fuller of inspiration, or sub-

jects of greater beauty of atmosphere and colour.

An exquisite pastel of Mio-San with her face half-

buried in an armful of azalea blossoms, done with

the daring of a true artist upon a long strip of

delicate grey-toned paper, adorned one ot the walls

206
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(if the studio, and his skctch-bixik w.is lull of studiLs

of !ier.

She proved, like most j.ipancsc jjirls, .m excellent

model, capable of artistic and quick apjinciation of

pose, uutrainmelled by conventional ideas. And if

ever she were weary, for Somerville was an exactiu'^

and somewhat cruel taskmaster in his enthusiastic

pursuit of his art, she showed it by nothing more

dis(|uietin;:^ than her face. Neither by lid^etines-^

nor complaint.

liut duriniL^ these Ioul; Mttini^.s, whether in the

brilliant light of the open air or in the studio with

the softened radiance which filtered through half-

drawn sJioji of translucent paper, whiKt Somerville

sketched in rapidly or laid on his colours with a

sure, deft hand, Mio-San's thoughts often reverted

to the words which accompanied Katakuri San's

WL'dding gift, and she wondered whether the glow

of passion always dies if the woman sedulously fans

the embers on Love's altar. Her heart asked this

question over and over again which nothing save

time could answer.

One day, when Somerville had taken her up the

hill, that lay at the back of their house, to a little

ruined pagoda and an exquisite grotto he had acci-

dentally discovered, where she posed all the morning

in the ambient shade of pines and iclio as a nympli

of the crystal spring that sparkled forth like liquid

diamonds from the recesses of the grotto, he had

" "" "- i ' ' !
"'"' ~" " ""i

his work.
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Slif felt a ^'towmn el, ,11 of app: Llirn^io.i attackinji

'"'• '^•ul. liLtw.ci fhcm tUM,„ seemed t.) he u
I'.iiricr xvhicli had i.wt exited „, the earlier days
"' Miirii;i;^e-aii impalpdile somethin;^ which she
wa. iiicapahle .,f analvMii-. Int.) her heart crept
a frehna ahiin.t <>f jr,dn„sy of that other woman,
'"!• 'deali.ed self, which SomerviHe painted with so
"inch -icater allLiiti.,n than he had he.towed upon
tlie livm<4 woman who po^ed.

How could she explain to him her ^'rowini; fears?
How conid .he tell him in that so stran-ely ddliciil't

lant^na^t^e of hi. what she, his humble wife, felt?—wliat thoii-hts pursued the,r disturbin.i^ way
throuL^h her mind m the silence of the iii'^ht, in
tlic shade of the wood ? Of what ii-e wae 'the
words and plirases which she liad learned m,
laboriously for such a need a. her. ? These
thin.i^s wliich had afiorded her some dim uisi^ht
into his thouL,'hts and meanm-uhen he converged
with ^umoto or McKenzie of an evenma upon
the verandah, failed her at the crisis of her mental
needs.

Nothing sucracsted itself to her sad little mind
save llie eternal question of women concerning the
men they love—" Does he love me ?

"

On their way down the hillside through the pines,
over the soft, velvety carpet of emerald-hued moss,'
and grass and golden lichen, Mio-San spoke very
little to SomerviHe, and he was absorbed in the
work he had accomplished. At leivth he said
"Mio, d,d you feel cold? There w.rs not^nuch
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-tin, I fctr, wIuTc y. Ill pix'd. I'm .i selli^h sort

oi l"'c;4^i.;:ir when I am paintiii];, but yo; .iui-.( not

iniiul. II i-, only for^ctfulncss aiul not intention."

Mio-San ;;athcrc(i mneli ol whit hi- said, althoii';h

she couhl not c-omprchtiul alL "I umn not much
cold in the ihadc of trees," slie lejoiiud, "but

"

and bhe pau-ed as thcni;^h unable or unwilling to

continue. Somervilic glanced down at her won-
dcrin^Iy. There was soinethini; eloquent in the

pause.

" Hut ? " he inquired.

"1 was cold," she continued slowlv, "because
your eyes ditl not see me tiuui^h they looked at

me. ] am always much, very much cold when you
I'H.k like that."

Somerville almost lau,::^hed. There seemed some-
tliin;; so comical in the serious way in which Mio-
San rct^arded tritles. Ilermione, Ducet, Suzanne,
Stephanie, or any of the other girls or women with

whom he had come in contact would cither have
accepted his inattention whilst he was engaged in

his work as a matter of course, or had they resented

it would speedily have shown him that lliey did.

It was very difficult to look into the heart of little

Mio-San. In it dwelt the submissive spirit of the

Llastern woman sublimated by the primal instinct

of woman. And Somerville's mind, spirit, and eyes
Were of the West, and, moreover, those of a man.

Tliey were out of the pine-wood now, and ilic

:.uribinne lay la imiiiaut patches along tiie ruad
which led down to the back of their house. So

15
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sonsitiv. to out-^idc ;is well as inside influences

\ as Mio-San that her spirits revived as she tripped

along in her ii'avaji (htraw sandals), making a little

cloud of reddish-brown dust. And when Somcrville

spoke again in half-apology for his forgetfulness she

checked him with a ripple of laughter, and nestling

close to his side, exclaimed, "Immense big august-

ness honourable pardon deign. I luff yew. You

luff me much ?
"

"Ves, much," Somerville replied, believing that

he really did, as he bent down and kissed her

upturned face.

"Do it again !" begged Mio-San, who had learned

to kiss much as a baby would have done, not by

intuition, for the kissing instinct is non-existent or

at all events dormant in Japanese women, but from

seeing others do it and by practice. When Somer-

ville had satisfied her demand she felt happy again.

The contact of his lips and the sunshine had done

something towards dispelling for the time that

shadow whicli so often brooded in her heart, that

distrust of the future and what it held for her, which

had had its birth when she opened the box con-

taining Katakuri San's wedding gift, and read the

poisoned words which accompanied it.

They met few people along the road, for it was

the hour when many of the inhabitants of the

neighbouring villas would be taking hot baths in

lieu of siestas. But just as they readied the turning

where the path branched downwards an old man

came along wlio, when he caught sight of Mio-San,
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called out in a droonin;:,', monotonous voice, "Give
me alms, most generous and beautiful lady, that I

may tell you the future." Somerville, not under-

standing what he said, would have passed by him,

contenting himself with casting a few cash into his

outstretched box, but Mio-San paused in front of

the wayfarer, who was scantily clad in a ragged,

dark blue cotton kimono, and whose feet were
lacking even the cheapest of straw sandals.

"Jin sen dozo !" exclaimed Mio-San.

"Ten sen? Too much," replied Somerville

laughing, but giving her the coin. "What is the

matter?"

Mio-San with a mysterious air gave the old man
the money and drew from a division of his box a

tiny slip of bamboo on which a Chinese number
was written. This she handed to him with a smile

and a few apologetic words to excuse herself for

troubling him. The old man took the strip (jf

wood from her, and placing it clo,>e against hi:,

near-sighted eyes he read the number.

After a minute he shook his head and ejaculated,

"Kyo!" whilst he fumbled with still lingers in a

little drawer which opened at the back of the box,

Somerville was watching the performance with

interest. Although he only partially undersluod
what Mio-San and the old man had said, he soon
gathered diat the latter was either a teller of for-

tunes or a "quack." When the old man said

"Kyo" m so -egretful a tone he turned to Mio-
San. She stood there, with the strong sunsliinc

I
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of the road ' ;hting up the amber-tinted skin of

her face and neck till it was almost transparent,

with an expression of dull distress in her eyes

and face.

At length the old m.^n produced a small slip of

paper which bore on its outside told the same ligure

as that upon the bamboo. Mio-San put out her

hand for it and turned away.

With the old man's blessing for such honourable

patronage in their cars Somerville and Mio-San

made their way down the sloping path which led

to the upper entrance to the garden,

Mio-San did not unfold the paper, but tucked it

into the sleeve of her kimono, and when Somerville

asked her what it was she told him that it was a

sacred writing. But she did not tell him how her

heart had suddenly turned heavy as lead at the old

man's words, although but a short while before the

sunshine and his kisses liad made it so tumultuously

lighi with happiness.

At last they reached the house in silence, for

Somerville's vocabulary was not equal to the

inquiries he would have made. lie put away

his painting things, and whilst he was doing so

Mio-San retired to her room, and taking out the

small piece of paper she proceeded to read it. It

did not take her long to do so. " Whoever draws

this niikiiji," it ran, "will be well advised in obeying

the heavenly law, and ^o should also Kwannon

the Most Merciful be continually worshipped. If
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sickness. If he has had losses, yet more heavy ones
shall come to pass for him. If he love a woman or

she a m,in they shall neither win nor retain the

love. Only by most diligent prayers can the

unlucky one escape calamities the most terrible.

For the drawer of this nnknji there is no endurin^'

happiness."

When she had finished spelling out the printed

characters Mio-San gave a startled little cry, which
brought Somerville hurriedly along the verandah
to see what was the matter.

"Doshtiif" he exclaimed, thrusting back the

shoji hastily and entering the room.

Mio-San had heard his footsteps, and she had
instinctively thrust the piece of paper into her

sleeve-pocket. Then she had fallen on her knees
facing the kumidana (shelf for the gods) which
Somerville had allowed her to erect in a small

recess. She knew that he never mtcrrupted her
devotions, though sometimes he had made good-
natured fun of Buddhism when talking to Folkard
or McKenzie. Whilst she knelt he would not

expect her to tell him what had made her cry

out, and so when he called out, " What is the

matter?" on entering she did not reply.

After glancing at the little figure which was
kneeling with slowly moving lips in the softened

light, Somerville withdrew, wondermg what that

shrill cry had meant, and for the moment not

connecting it in any way with the old mendicant
tlujv hud UTjt ll!',!!l!' \]\'.' rfiPf'

':t

it

Ifl

-I'
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Softly under her breath Mio-San murirmred
" Eiiuici sakusai " ("May \vc enjoy lont^ hfe and sor-

row not trouble us ") ;
" kdiuii aiizcn " {" Grant that

our family may be preserved"); " ku-ci-fiuiiiiokii"

("That this hou-^e may for ever be fortunate") ; and

tluMi a prayer that "for ever my august husl)and

may dwell witli me and rec^ard me favourably."

Over and over again, with her eyes sometimes

closed and at others fixed upon the little shrine,

Mio-San prayed, but deep down in her heart there

was an element of superstition which bred the

thought tliat all these words would be useless to

prevail against the ill-fortune foretold by the mikiiji.

She knelt repeating these silent prayers so long

that Somerville was about to seek her when he saw
McKenzie and Katakuri San coming up the garden

walk.

This was the first visit that the latter had paid,

and she had spent several hours that mornin<f in

her preparations. As she came up the path a little

in advance of McKenzie, who had stopped a moment
to inspect the iris-bed, her lacquered clogs inlaid

with pieces of mother-of-pearl and highly-polished

metal flashed from bene..th the skirt of her kimono.

And what a kiiuono ! It was one that in a lit of

exceptional generosity McKenzie had purchased for

her at O Tan^i's shop in Tera-machi. Of a deep

orange satin, embroidered with sprays of wistaria in

pale mauve and gold thread, it set otf her bold and
brilliant type ot beauty to perfection. But, as

SoillflVll ir tllOllcIlt if rliil not IumI- t)w» rr .im.^f-if r^(
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a virtuous woman. Her mass of bluc-hlack hair

was wonderfully arranged, so that from the hacl-' it

almost resembled a huge black butterfly with "eyes"

of green and gold where the jade and gilt-headed

pins glinted. Katakuri San's skin shone with an

amber glow beneath the nacre-like film of poudrc de

riz and rouge which it had taken her so long a time

to apply entirely to her satisfaction. She was ex-

quisitely beautiful in a meretricious way ; but that

was the only manner in which she cared to be

beautiful.

As Somerville got up out of his lounge-chair to

greet her she called out " Kon iiichi wa" so loudly

that lie sound reached Mio-San kneeling at her

devotions. The voice startled her as though she

had been struck. By what strange freak of circum-

stance had Katakuri San arrived on the very after-

noon that her little rival had been plunged into

gloomy forebodings by the unlucky drawing of the

mikiiji f Mio-San rose hastily from her knees.

What was the use of these prayers to Kwannon
whilst her enemy was laughing with her husband ?

She glanced in the polished mirror, whose beautiful

back had charmed Somerville so greatly that he

scarcely bargained for its possession, and she saw at

a glance that her face was colourless, and that there

were circles left by her distress of mind beneath her

eyes, which shone so brightly with unshed tears.

She could not go forth to meet Katakuri San's

^crutiny thus, Ther-' wii> scarcely time to make
1,,.^ .--.:!;.« ., 1.. {-..» I - ,^'iw^JCii^, k/v;i liiic o.lt

1 - If
ine
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mirror with her little dressing-table of acacia and
camphor-wood in front of her, and set to work.

Outside on the verandah Katakuri San was being
installed in one of the deck-chairs, and was lanc^hing
musically during the process. It was not \intil
iMcKenzie had sauntered up and mentioned Mio-
San's name that she remembered to inquire if O Ku
Sama (tlie honourable lady of the house) was at
home and well.

" Yes," replied Somerville, " she is both. She is

in her room. I will call her."

" Do not honourably trouble yourself," said
Katakuri San, laughing, and glancing up at him
archly.

But he called out "Mio ! Mio ! Oidc nasai ! " all

tlie same; and in a moment or two came the
answering call, " Ilai-i-i ! Indainia."

Katakuri San leant back in her chair and regarded
Somerville narrowly. Her life at the restaurant in
Ima-machi had made her a keen observer of men
and their moods. Now she was engaged in attempt-
ing to discover whether the man she herself so much
admired and had nought to ensnare w^as content
with her rival.

^

McKcnzie broke the silence by inquiring whether
Somerville had finished a picture which he had
seen him painting one morning on the Bund. It

was a large canvas depicting some Murotsu fisher-
men and women idling and gossiping on one of the
quays.

"Yes," replied Somerville, "I fisii^hcd it off last
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week. It's in the studio. Would you care to see

it?"

McKcnzic jumped up. " I should," said he, "and
perhaps when we return we shall liiid O Ku Sania

has come out."

When the two men walked alon^ and entered the

studio Katak'iri San had at first been inclined to

follow them, but just as she was about to do so

Mio-San appeared at the end of the verandah and
advanced towards her.

She had exchanged the cotton kimono which she
had worn in the earlier part of the day for the

beautiful one she wore at her wedding, and although
her eyes bore some slight traces of distress they

were bright and smiling, for in the stillness of her
own room she had had time to think, and decide
that she would meet her enemy with a smile upon
her face, whatever might lie at the bottom of her

heart.

Katakuri San, notwithstanding that the advancing
girl was once her maid, rose and politely inquired

after her health, whilst the latter slid on to her
knees, and with the word " IrassluUmashi" on her
lips, made her elaborate obeisance.

Before she did so, however, she had liad time to

remark with what care her visitor had attired her-

self, how exquisitely beautiful, though so artificially

enhanced, her face was. It was truly, as San-to had
once said, " the face of one who eats men." Her
d.irk eyes told the sad, ineffaceable story of an
iiiipurc soui.

Ill
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Mic-San s:,t down opposite her visitor and re-

garded I.er furtively, a fact of wlneh tl,e latter vas
l^y no means i.^niorant. It was the measurin^^ of
swords In- two duellists ere the attack. The voices
"f Ihe tv.o men came indistinctly frr,m the studio
''•ncl by. anrl the noise of the j,-,-i-i-i of the summer
c.cadx' .n the bushes near the verandah f.^-med a
stndent chorus. Katukuri San noticed the dark
Circles under Mio-San's eyes, which even Xhc pondrc
cfc rn could not successfully d,s,-.use, and she
thought they told a different tale to the true one
Her mean he, t beat with satisfaction. This mar-
na^'e was evidently already, thou-h scarcely more
than a couple of months old, a failure. Perhaps
even, Somerville had beaten the o^ who sat facin-'
her and saying nothmg. She herself had been
beaten by a man once. That was in tlie days of
her life at the cltava.

At length she said in Japanese, with a smile, " VouO honourable lady, look marvellously l,appy This
house is beautiful to the sight, and far more good
than my miserable dwelling."

Mio-San flushed red. She knew that her adver-
sary's keen eyes had long ago detected the subterfu<'e
of the pondrc dc viz and the fact that she was not
looking happy. But she steadied her voice and
replied, "The august condescension of your honour-
able self is wrong. My house is but a miserable
place not worthy that you should visit it. But
tea is good for august weariness." And she clapped
her hands to summon Shi-wono.
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" Is your honourable husband still f^acl to you ?"

queried Katakuri San boldly, " or do you find that
he is away much ?

"

" I am unworthy of his august love and forbear-
ance with my lamentable ignorance," replied Mio-
San sadly; "but his goodness is hke the sun, an.

1

his words to me like the flowers of spring after the
winter of weariness."

" Kckko ! kckko ! " ejaculated her hearer ironically.
And then she leant forward and addressed Mio-San
almost in a whisper.

"Listen! very wise one. I have known the
foreign men, for have I not seen many when I was
the star they came to gaze at and whisper words
of love to before I married Kumataka. Tlie kind
words and the love last just so long as their hearts
are turned toward one—a day, a week, a month, a
year sometimes. But then one must know how to
flatter them and how to pull them back wlien some
other eyes suddenly seem brighter and some other
voice sweeter. And you, what do you know of
them?"

Mio-San was silent. In her heart the old fear
was reviving as Katakuri San artfully heaped fuel

on the smouldering fires of distrust. All the
stories of deserted geisha, of abandoned musmiu\
that San-to when in garrulous mood had told her
came rushing back to her recollection, and she
shivered.

" But there is alwavs," continued Kat.-ik!!--! Snr>.

death. It is but a mom ent, and then one does not
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know any more sorrow. When your honourable

foreign husband descends to the town, it may be

to look into the eyes of another who had bewitched

liiin into thinking her more beautiful than thou art,

what is there for you ?
"

Mio-San did not .cply. What could she say?

The woman whose face was so near hers, because

she in speaking had sat up in her chair and rested

her face upon her hands, was so beautiful and yet

talked of the faithlessness of men.

Mio-San would have 'adly risen and made some

excuse for leaving her guest, but none suggested

itself to her tortured mind. She could only sit still

and listen, and wonder if Katakuri San could be

wrong when the viikuji had foretold evil and

sorrow also.

" You cannot talk your honourable husband's

tongue," Katakuri San went on, "nor he yours but

a little ; then how can you hope that he will remain

by your side ?
"

All the old knowledge of the gulf which yawned

at times between her and him when she failed to

comprehend his meaning was re-awakened in her

mind. She was about to exclaim that she would

cling to him, would not let him go though he

should trample upon her, would strive to learn

that most difficult tongue in which he spoke to

his foreign friends, when Somerville's voice fell

upon her ears. That loved voice, so clear and

deep that it seemed to her like the music of the

river which ran near her old home at Ureshino,
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recalled her to herself, and made her fur the time

ii least brave and strong.

She rose, and stoopin;; so that Katakuri San could

hc.ir her, she said m a low, distmct tone, " Listen,

(t Katakuri San. You sent me a gift the day I

became the wife cf O Somerville San. I thank you.

It was a useful gift for a fool. But when it foil out

ol the box on to the stone of the path down yonder

1 felt I should have no use for it. And so my

honourable husband cast it far away into the air,

and it fell down and down till it plunged into the

depths of the pool in which the lotus bloom and

sank It now lies in the mud at the bottom. I

shall never need it. I have not known many foreign

men. But the one I know is my husband."

For a minute or more Katakuri San sat rigid with

astonishment. Her gift she at length realised—for

she could not know the wound it had made in the

recipient's heart—lay in the mud at the bottom of a

pool. Perhaps even Somerville had laughed at her

folly as he cast it away, so that Mio-San could never

be reminded by its presence of the use for which it

was intended.

Mio-San's face was flushed now and her eyes

bright. She had made her reply, and she knew that

It had told. What Katakuri San could not know

was how that dag^^er, deep though it lay at the

roots of the lotus and water-weeds, often wounded

her btill.

There was something almost tragic in the pose

ui Uic iiUie ligure as sr
1.:-,

he finished ijjsaiCi *a>
and
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the (wo men noticed it .is they came along the

verandah.

"Hiil'o!" exclaimed McKenzic, " what have our

wives been up to ? Mio-S-Tn iooks hkc some small

tra^^fdy cjucen and Katakuri like a discomfited

rival."

Somcrvillc laughed, and before he could f;lancc

.it Ivatakuri h( r face was wreathed in smiles.

"A devilish fine picture," said McKcnzic, sinkin;^

into a chair and lighting a cigar.

"Which ? Mine or our wivcb?" asked Somer-
villc.

" Both."



CHAPTER XV

WFIAT HOMMATSURI UKOLGIIT FOKTll—
THE OTHER WOMAN

HE iris blooms had ^hrivcllcfl

and become brown, and the

lotus buds were lar^e upon the

jade-^t;reen surface of the pond-^.

In a week or two they would

blosiotn forth and float like

rose-pink cups of finest por-

celain in the brilliant sunshine

of August.

Katakuri San had not paid

Somcrville and his wife another vi>it, nor harl

Somervillc fallen in with her suggestion that he

should come over to McKenzie's and finish the

incomplete portrait. But though Mio-San was

troubled no more by the visits of her rival, the chill

fear and distrust in her heart had not decreased, but

rather the reverse. Every now and again the same

oubtic barrier, caused by race and upbringing, came
2-i
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I^ctween lier and Somervillc, thrr • \, aiem apart.

DurinfT the fust few weeks which followed his mar-

riage he was scarcely conscious of the fact himself.

His temperament was such that, satisfied for the

lime by her freshness, innocence, and beauty, he

looked for nothing deeper and so did not miss the

lack of it.

It was on the third day of Eommalsiin (the

Festival of the Dead) that Somervillc suddenly

became aware that Mio-San failed to interest him
as formerly. She was kneeling in her room before

the little bulsnma (shrine), in wliich on the first day

of the Festival tiny new mats of the finest rice-straw

woven expressly for the purpose had been placed.

He was in the studio before the cabinet tearing up

letters ; a few more lay at the bottom of the drawer,

the contents of which he had been turning over.

They were from Violet Desborough, and as he

picked one up and read it through his mind seemed

instinctively to follow up a train of thought which
was chiefly concerned with the difference that

existed between the writer and Mio-San. The
latter he knew had little in common with the former,

and alas ! little in commcjn with him. This sudden

realisation by him ol the unbridgable cliasm which

lay between Mio-San and himself seized hold of

him with an acute stab of painful knowledge. She,

woman-like, had long iKen conscious of the grow-

ing chill of his caresses, of his looks, of his words;

but he, man-like, h.^d only till jubt now half-

realised the fact. All the wisdom which Yumoto
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i

had dropped upon the ^uihjcct of serious m;irria,c;c

at vari(jus times prior to and after fiis wedcUni^ of

Mio-San came back to hiin Little defects of

intelh.qence, httle habits which at first pleasins^ hnn
by reason of tlieir novelty had (.f late become
almost tiresome ; humble effort, to show her h)vc

for hun which, when he was cold antl thoughtful,

worried him insensibly, came in serried array

before his mind. One of those sudden awakeninu->

to facts which come at times to natures such as

Iiis now assailed him with sickeninj^ intensitv.

He realised that he no lon,c;er loved Mio-San. Had
it been a vase for which he no lon<;er cared, it

could have been broken, or if valuable soUl or

.^iven away. But Mio-San was a permanent object

for which liis :
'

>!;tion had waned, and accordm,:^

to the ordinary code of morals there was no way out.

Like the memory of a i.^sire for some half-for-

gotten perfume, the En^^Iish girl who had loved him
and wliom he had nearly loved came back to assume
importance in his life and interests. In him had
taken place one of those stran'^e re-incarnations of

sentiment which needed the deatli of merely artistic

and phvMcal love to nourish it and brin" it aiiain

nito beimj.

Did Mio-San know ? he asked himself. And
llien little incidents in their life of the last few week-
ilie tears which luid once or twice glistened in h

dark eyes, the flush of pain whicli had stamed her
face at some litHc nrt nf iiifli(>"..ren<~o f-T^i-.^ K.^I. ..

him. He had nothing save pity in his heart for lier,

10
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but (jf wha; service was pity to a woman in circum-

stances like hers ? And then as he stood with Violet

Desborou.qh's letter in his hand he blamed himself.

He should have known better. He had been foolish,

obstinate. The impulse of pity had cheated him

into believin;^ that the sentiment he felt was some-

thing deeper than admiration for a beautiful object

which happened to be a woman. The way out ?

He must think. Surely there must be some.

Out in the j4arden the ..ilvery blue of oncomin;^

night made all mysteriously beautiful, and the

whirrin.q ji-i-i-i-i-i of the cicad.u swelled to a shrill

crescendo, to die away slowly. And then from the

dimness of the woods or the twilight vault above

them came the dolorous note of the liotoloilisu like

one crying in pain—the mystic bird believed by

many to be a wandering spirit from the Land of

Darkness where the honourable ghosts rest awhile

or. their weary pilgrimage to the dominion of the

King of Death.

In Mio-San's heart, as she knelt before the tiny

hatsnma which she liad bought and carried with

sucli reverent care up the Inllside from the town,

the sad note of the holologisti awakened a strange

]on<:ina for her home beside the river at Ureshino

and the sight of her mother's face. She roac to her

feet with a little shudder of superstitious dread and

hurried along the verandah to Somerville.

" Have you heard the cry of the hotologisii ?" she

asked as she pushed back the shojt. " \l is bad to

hear it," and then she lowered her voice to the
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whisper in which slie addressed Kwannon the

Merciful, and added, " The thing is a spirit from

the Land of the Beloved Ghosts. It calls to-night

because the moon is big, and the ol'fcrings to the

dead must be made."

Somcrvillc glanced at hei- frightened face and

l.ui-li'.'d. He did so not from callousness, but

because hi.> own nerves for the moment had been

shaken by the weird cry. " N'o, no," he replied,

rising and kissing her lightly, " it is only the

liotoli\ilisu. Only a bird. Come, light the lanterns

quickly and let us be going, or we shall be late

for Bouimatsiiri."

Mio-San t«jok the lanterns from the corner—two

huge white ones like the big moon that was rising

outside—and lit them. Then they passed along the

verandah and .iway down the garden path, bound
for the town below, leaving behind ihcm the exqui-

site lanterns which Shi-wono had suspended at sun-

set over the entrance to the house bedecked with

paper streamers and beautifully painted with flower

emblems, which for the tAo previous nights had

hung quivering in the night air to guide the feet of

the beloved returning gliosts.

Through the garden, now thick with blue

shadow.-,, went SonierviIIc and Mio-San, their

lanterns swaying from tiie slender bamboo sticks

to uhich tliey were fastened, and glowmg silvery

white in the gloom, and then out of the little

Wirl'.'t mt>j nnrl Hri\»'ri fli»
*

c>'~'
--..~- »,.-..

the town.

ptit"\ cl/-»rMr\rT ri\'\A f
•'l-'-'o act

U
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Au.iy l)\^ llir hilNidts ;4!c';imcfl luindrecls of

twinklinc; li;:^lits maikin.t^ the cemctLTicri where

thousaiid-, of relatives of the departed ones were

,qathcrcd to pay their devotions to the vi^itin;^ spirits.

And d(Avn lulow iL^leanied the stilly surface of the

harbour with a sheen like that of a black pearl, upon

which at niidni;^ht would be launched the tiny boats

of barky-straw plaited close, filled W'th the best

offerin,:; of food their owners could afford, li;4htcd

by niini.iture lanterns at the prow, and with glowing

joss-sticks in the stern, and containing written paper

on which were inscribed messages of f.iith and love

for the visiting spirits, to aid whose return to

Shadowland they were intended.

\either Somerville or Mio-San spoke much on

their way down the steep road winch led into the

brilliantly lit town. Slie was thinking of the ghosts

of honourable ,uice-,tors, and wondering if the

flower offering'^, and sprigs of shikiini, and kspcdui,

and choice food in the tiny bowl which she had

placed upon the white rice-straw mats in her little

shrine would have pleased them. He was wonder-

ing over the str.mge fact that the dainty little figure

which. I'loked so fragile in the dim light of the

lanterns shcjuld in so short a while for him have

lost so much of her interest and charm.

Jusl as they reached the bottom of the road ^Uo-

San stumbled, and to save her he threw his arm

around her. Her lantern fell and became extin-

guished. To Somerville the incident suddenly

presented itself as symbolical. To Mio-San it was
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yet another wariiin-,' that evil was in store for her.
In the .Ljlooni of the road, on which their dark
shadows danced, thrown by the h,-ht from the
swayin,^ lantern, so th.it they became elongated and
enormous, she chm- to hnn in childish terror, and
pressed her face close a^i^ain-t hi-; shoulder.

'^ Why are you afraid ? " he asked, steadying him-
self and her, and about to release his ^^rasp so that
he mi,i^ht recover the extinLjuished lantern.

" Fear has taken hold of me," was the trembling
reply, "because I know that ill-fortune comes tC
me now that your love is cold for me."
A wave of compunction for the indifference

wliich he had felt of late swept through him, and he
kissed her tenderly, telling her the while that she
was w. jng, and that l)e loved her as before. But
she scarcely heeded the words, for her woman's
heart could not be deceived.

"Why did you cast the gift of Katakuri San
away?" she asked. "When the love of one's
august beloved one no longer burns for her the
woman v..icomes such a gift as hers."

There was no answer, and after a moment's pause,
during which Somerville relighted the lantern in'

silence, they continued their way down into the
outskirts of the town.

Past some sheds used for the storage of rice,

straw, and farm produce they went, and then'
they suddenly found themselves in the winding,
ill-paved and narrow street which led into the wider
one running westward towards the Bund. Even
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[]]']< usually comparatively unfieciuentcil tlHirnu^^h-

farc was ablaze with lanterns, torches, and lamps

placed outside the tiny queiMiy-sliaped shops to

illuminate the p^oods which were spread out on

temporary stands.

From the trac^ic little incident of the hilNide

the two players ii' it were transported by the

nony of fate into the midst of a happy, laughing

throng. The strident cries of the street merchants,

selling the lotus flowers, real or of paper, which

were used to decorate the tombs on the hillside,

the altars of temples and of household shrines,

the shallow plates of red earthenware for the

use of ghosts, the Ban lanterns which serve to

guide their silent footsteps, and the little straw

horses for them to ride, rose above the sharp ring

of gda as women and girls hurried along over the

ill-laid paving stones. And the murmur of voices

came like that of surf breaking on the shore

of Xomo Saki. " Ilasit-no-haua ! Hasn-no-hana !"

" Ogam ! " " Kamii'akc !
" " Karmvakc-ya !

" " 0-

\nsiii !" sounded the voices of the sellers as Somer-

ville and Mio-San pushed their way through the

To do this it was necessary for her to

on U) his arm "like honourable foreign

women," as she at first used to describe it. At

contact with him and surrounded by the tlirong of

liurrying pedestrians, and amid the brilliant g:iiety

of the beautiful coloured lanterns, a feeling of

transient content and happiness flowed through her

like the slow-returning tide over some arid shore.

throng,

cling
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Near the junction of Xisliiyama Go witli one of

the narrower transverse streets they ran up a^ain-t

McKenzie and Katakuri San, the latter bearing a

huj;e wliite lantern on which was a spray of

exquisite pink chrysanthemums. k'atakun San

would have passed by them with a " Koii-ban-ica !

Gokigen yo goraivins !" but McKenzie stopped.

"Hullo!" said he ;
"1 should have come up to

see you to-ni[;ht, but K.itakuri wished io 140 and

worship at the tombs of her own or some one else's

ancestors, and we are going thither."

Then he fumbled in his coat-pockets, whilst a

band of laughing mnsume sweeping round the

corner of the street jostled him good-humouredly,

and at length he produced a letter.

" This is for you," he continued, holding it out to

Somerville. " It arrived this morning addressed to

our house. I should have brought or sent it up

to-morrow."

"Thanks," exclaimed Somerville, taking it and

glancing at the handwriting. It was from Tukio,

and he suddenly remembered that a week or two

ago he had been expecting it. He thrust it in his

pocket and nodded to McKenzie, whose arm

Katakuri San had been pulling impatiently for

some minutes past. She had not spoken to Mio-

San except in greeting, which common politeness

made obligatory, and was evidently anxious, to go.

A great concourse of people now wending their

way from the lower streets up Xi^hiyama Gcj >5\\ept

ii , 1
lui. Ill cipai I. i'liCiveiiZie J lianci was Vi.ivcc.!.« lll/lJ V \,
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llic heads of the httle women and men who cn-

^ultcd him, .md his strong,', deep voice ran;^ out

"Smoiuini /" and then, with the eelio oi llie same
word from Somerville, Katakuii San and he parsed

oiu of siglit.

Borne along by the crowd Somerville and iMio-

Sm at la-.t reached O-Suwa Park. Thousands of

lanterns danced beneath the pines and clierry-trecs,

and the tea-houses were crowded with lau-'hinL'

happy throngs of customers. Beneath the pines

outside of the most popular resorts were musuiiKf

in exquisite clothing seated on improvised benches
swinging their paper lanterns to and fro so that the

soft radiance from the illuminated sides fell in

quaint patches on their happy faces. High up,

abcjve all the clangour of the gcla-^hod feet of

the women, the hum (jf many voices, the blaze

of lights around tea-house and booth, stood the

Temple, also lit so that from the harbour below
it must have looked like a fairy palace cii fclc. Up
the flight of wide steps between the huge lichen-

stained lanterns of stone swayed a living ladder of

people carrying lanterns, and struggling to preserve

a foothold. Once more in the midst of this immense
throng there crept into Mio-San's heart the achiii'^

feeling of loneliness and isolation from Somerville,

the carking sense of her ostracism from his thoughts

and life.

Amid all this brilliant Festival of dead
humanity was for her tiie sad festival of a dead
love. Tnc chill oi vciK: mvi uu yiaves upon the
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liillsiclcs above them, whicli stretched tli roii^li pi in

woods and avenues of giant cryptomerias, descended
upon her— tlie ghosts of the happy liist days

alter marriage, the ever-returning ghosts tor her

which would not dep.ut.

At hist they reached the terrace of the temple,

Down below them lay the town brilliantly lighted,

and from it came the low murmur of the movnu'
multitudes like the sough of wind in the pmes. At
Ohata the people were already gatliering in prepara-

tion for the last tender rite of the Festival—the
launching of the tiny, phantom fleets which through-
out the countryside would be set adrift on lake,

river, and creek to go floating to the open sea.

Every now and again the gong of a temple
sounded musically, telling of some olYering or

prayer ; and in the deep, blue vault of sky

sprinkled o'er with a diamond dust of stars the

white-faced moon was swinging slowly upward
to the zenitli.

Mio-San leaned upon the balustrade running
along the terrace sad at heart amid all the bustle

of throbbing, hurrying life which surged along the

paved walk below and around her. Somerville

stood beside her gazing out up(jn the mystic beauty
oi the scene, wondering why by some sport of

chance this Festival of the honourable dead should
seem like the end of iove between him and Mio-San.

iMio-San's cold little hand stole along the rail of

the balustrade and touched his arm, almost furtivelv

as though she feared that h:r doing so would dis-
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please him. He took it j:jently in his own, but it

brought no answering thrill ; the indescribable mag-

netism of the past was lacking.

•' You arc cold," he said. " Let us go."

But Mio-San shook lior head. It was better even

here, she thought, than up there in the lonely house

on the hillside. Here occasionally some dropped

words of passers-by, some sight, some movement
of tlie crowd around or of the darker mass of people

streaming up the wide Ihght of steps leading to the

terrace on which they stood, diverted her attention

for a moment or two from her own sad thoughts.

"lye, iyc!" she exclaimed, shaking her head,

adding, after a moment's pause, " Arigafo, aliukiite

shikata ga nai" ("Thanks, it is quite hot").

But even in the heat of a summer night he felt

she was chill, and so he insisted upon walking about.

All the while the heart of Mio-San was saying

over and over again, "We are two persons. He
walks at my side and I at liis, but in him there is u

mystery ; something has happened whicli I cannot

understand."

To Son fTville all was so strange, wonderful, and

beautiful that he felt no need of companionsliip or

conversation. Past them ran with tiny, ringing

steps a bevy of miisiini/, each bearing an exquisite

lantern fashioned like the partly open bio om of

the lotus and swinging in a golden hoop. Beneath

the rosy pink flower was the cup of green paper,

and in its heart glowed the tiny lamp which
;!!..,-.-.:.-. -,.,.-1 u
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One of tliL vittsiiiiu' Iickl hers up to liim so tliat

he miqlit in .pcv t it, and as slic lUrncd to pass along

after her conipinion slic qlais cd at Mio-San's face.

Witli a word or two, which biui^ii^ht a red llu^h of

colour into the checks paled by wearint -s, she

smiled wickedly at Sonierville and hurried awty.

" What did she ^ay ?
" questioned Sonierville.

But Mio-San did not iufoini liiin, thwui^h her

heart burned to dt; -n.

From the temple, the t . vniLj eaves of whose

roof were huui^ with lanterns, th'.' worshippers

were flockin^; out—some bounu homewards, some
to Ohata near the liead of the harbour, where an

liour or so later about midnight would take place

tlie launching of the slioryohiinc—boats of the

blessed ghosts.

At the end of he terrace, almost in the shadow

of a tall upstanding pine away from the crowd,

Somerville remembered the letter McKenzie had

given iiim, and took it from his pocket. Some
one had left a lighted lantern sliaped like a hsli

hanging on a small tree, and by its light he read

it, whilst Mio-San watched his face intently.

It ran :

—

" KOJI-MACIM, TOKIO,

July II, 19—.

"Dear Mr. Somerville,— I was glad to get your

last letter telling me of all the interesting things you

have been seeing, doing, and painting. Alas ! that

1 am now not likely to see the latter, at least unt:'

you make up your mind (if you ever do) to leave
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Japan and return to En.LjIaml. We arc in tlie midst
ol a'l tin- horiiirs of liavctakin;^ and packin;^ up.

All my (li-ai littl-j Japane^c ,i;irl fiicncis arc lirin,i;in,i4

mc tlic ^u•cctc^t and quaintest of souvenirs, at the

number of whicli niy .i^ood and ;^cncrally amiahle
uncle is _L.M.i !ii,i!ly bccomin^L^ alarmed.

"1 lia\c hut liltlc time f.)r writing this letter,

so please excuse its -liortness and perhaps in-

i')Iierence. I wonder if vou would care to make
the aciiuamtance of my 'august relatives,' to

revert to Japanese phraseology? If you would, I

find the steamer will stop for a few hours at Nagasaki
on h.er way to Hong-kong, and we shall be pleased

to see you. I supjose there is no chance of your
return as yet to Kurope ?

"We have been fortunate enougli to get good
state-rooms on the Empress of Cliiiin, which is due
at Nagasaki on the 21st. 1 shall quite hope to see

you on board unless you have gone away into the

countiy to paint.

"With Icmd regards,

" Uelieve me,

" Kver yours sincerely,

" Violet Desuorougii.
" Leslie Somerville, Esq.

" PS.—Do come and see me if vou can."

Wliilst he was reading the letter an expression of

such pleasure passed across his face that Mio-San
became nervously curious as to its contents.

"Good ileus It is?" bhe questioned, as her
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^lu^band folded the letter .tiul lepl.iecd it m In.
pocket.

"Vcs," lie replied quickly; "a friend js conuni;
here on the way back to my land."

"A slie-fricnd ?" queried Miu-San, with a sinking
heart,

Soincrvillc (hd tiot reply for a moment. He ran
rapidly over in his mind the pros and cons n,

favour of candour. He did nut wi>h to hurt her,
perhaps she would be distressed without reason.'
But somethin- in him revolted against a he which
would not have the palliating excuse that he loved
the one to whom he told it. Mio-San's questioning
and saddened face caused the decision to tremble
in tiie balance

; but at last he said with studied
carelessness, " An honourable lady friend, but she
will be here on the great jokiscn only a few hours."

In the breast of Mio-San came a sickening sense
of pain and apprehension. This friend of her
august husband was perliaps a woman of his own
race — one who could understand his language,
who could comprehend his thouglits, who'I-ould
hve his inner life that she loving, striving as she
did could never do. She knew that he stood
outside the radius of her mental grasp, lived an
inner spiritual existence of which she, groping
in the darkness of insufficient knowledge, could
never (though they lived side by side for many,
many moons) find the key. He was a man, and
therefore incapable of comprehending the jealousy
of this unknown woman which tore her heart. I
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"
1 am cold, much cold," she said at last,

^hivcrin.cj in the warm air which, laden with the

odour oi scitko from the temple, came along the

terrace.

"Very well," Somerville replied; "let us be

They walked alonci the now nearly deserted

tirraee and descended the broad tli.yht of steps

which led down into the Park, and thence, cauj^ht

in the human eddy of the departm;:; throng, they

were swept along Nishiyama Go. The streets were

still thick with people, and they turned into by-ways

to escape the crush, and at length reached the

narrow road which would take them to the foot

of the hill on which their home stood. Although

there had been a few jinrikiJtas in the principal

streets, and the cries of the coolies who dragged

them could still be heard in the distance, not a kni^o

was to be seen. Except by skirting the hill and

ascending it by a lengthy winding road a jiitrikislui

was no use to assist wearied Mio-San on her home-

ward way.

Somerville told her this kindly, and she thanked

liim ; and then the>e two— a man and a woman

who had so soon and tragically come to the end of

lovf—climbed slowly up the tree-enshadowed path.

Far in the distance on \b- shore of the harbour

near Ohata lanterns, torches, and other more fitful

lights glimmered where the dark waters, lit here and

tliere by coloured zigzag reflections of many lamps,

whispered a welcome to the tiny, newly-launched
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ships of the belc". .1 ghosts—an answering miir-

nuir to the hal: ispered prayers and softened
voices of the mu. . ie. Then as they cHmbed yet

higher and approach, d their home the night breeze,

uhicli swept hke the gentle passing of a woman in

flowing silken garments down the hillside, caught
the frail craft in its embrace and carried them with
the perfume of the smouldering incense they bore
HI thei- sterns out on to the bosom of the deep
wateis.

The lanterns Shi-wono had hung along the eaves
ot the verandah were flickering slowly to extinction

a> Mio-San and Somerville climbed up the garden
path and entered their home. Even the cicadx
were, for a wonder, silent.

" Good-night," said Mio-San brokenly, as Somer-
ville turned away to enter the studio, adding under
her breath, " O most beloved and augustly beautiful

one."

"Good-night, little Mio," he replied listlessly, and
without an embrace.

When he heard the shoji close behind Mio-San he
cast himself into a chair to think.

What was the meaning of that sudden sense of

satisfaction and even joy with which he had read
of the other woman's coming ? Was it the begin-
ning of the kindling of a greater passion than Mio-
San had been able to inspire ? Was it love brought
strangely about by the revulsion from the merely
physical attraction he had felt fcr fresh innocence
and beauty ?
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^1

-ni

VVlio conld tell ?

Hut in his iicart --tirrerl an intense lon^in;^ for

those of hi:, own race ; for the mind which crjukl

thnik ni unison with his own ; for the ton;:;ue w!iich
could spea!: without impotent searchin^^s after un-
known words. In the weakness of fati.i^uo an
exalt tion seized him, and he could have called
aloud for joy tli.it it was so.

Tiien in the still ni,-ht from the end of the
veiandah, on winch (he silvery moon threw a pure
soft li,i;ht, came the sound (;f the other wom<in"s
tears sorrowing over the mystery of a lo^t love.



CHAPTER XVI

THK LOOSENING OF THE nONU—THE CALL
OF THE WEST

OMERVILLE had seen Violet

Desb()rou<^li, and by this time

the Etitpn-ss of China was well

on her way towarus Coloniho,

whenonemornin<:jhcdcscended

to the town and, walkin;:^ aloni^

the Bund, entered Yumoto's
ofiice. The Chinese book-

keeper, the skin of whose face,

on aceount of its wrinkles,
looked like a section of buff-colonred, tesselated

pavement, informed him (hat Mr. Vumoto had not
yc-t arrived. After waitin<^ a short time Somerville
heard his friend's voice outside, and a few moments
later Vumoto came in, whistling gaily and smoking
a cheroot.

"0/;<nv/" he exclaimed upon catchirg sight of
his visitor. " Why this early vi.it, augn tly welcome
one ?

"

17 »4«
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"OIkivo!" tcplifd Sonu'ivillc, "most honourable

it' late til :urivL' friciul. I wish to consult you."

'* Ml' ;'

" sai<l Yuniotf), with aflcctcci surprise.

"Wiv wrli ; fiillow my unworthy shadow up the

stair>."

Yuniotn's little private room, lit by the brilliant

'-unshine of an Aui^nnt day coming oft the surface

of the water o'' the h ubour outsidr \n golden sheets

(if lii^ht which flickered on the walls, looked even

more ^iri>h than usual with its gaudy bills and

pictures.

Somerville seated himself, took and lighted the

cigar Yumoto ottered him, and then there was

silence.

"Well?" ipieried Yumoto after a slight pause,

giving a keen glance at his friend's face.

The latter smoked a whiff or two without replying,

and then said very slowly, "
I have decided to return

to England, or, at any rate, to Paris,"

He looked intently at his listener to see whether

.my expression of surprise at the announcement
would tlil across his usually impassive and inscrut-

able face. Nothing betrayed what Yumoto thought,

and it wa^ perhaps a couple of minutes before he

made any other sign than a whistle, which with him
meant almost anything.

Then he remarked, " So you have tired, as I

always expected, honourable but none too every-

thing calculating friend, of your iintsinnt', who must,

.ifter all, have been destined by Fate to dance Chan

Kiiio and have many husbands at the house of
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Honjo the villainous. I am not surprised." Then
Jit' continued, as though a bri-ht idea had suddenly
occurred to him, "A week ^,'0 you went on board
the Empress 0/ China. I saw your snmpai, from the
window. Vo„ wore very anxious to see some one
on Iioard her, for your rowers strove hard and
reached the great /o/;/.r//'i side in advance of all

ethers. Who \vas it ?"

Somcrville recognised that the Oriental mmd of
Vumoto Iiad immediately sought a cause for the
effect. He laughed a little awkwardly and said,
" Some English friends. They wre on their way
home to England and wished to see me."
"Women friends ?" queried Yumoto.
Somerville nodded, and added, "And men too."
" They do not count. But who was she ? Was

it the honourably beautiful g-rl who was on the
Oru'iit Queen with you when you came out ?"

Somerville, since he had seen Violet Desborough
and heard her voice again, and had looked into \wv
clear, shining eyes, and fancied that there was some-
thing more than mere pleasure at his coming in
them, had been like a rud.l rless ship. He liad
been carried hither r.nd thither by his emotions,
•ind he had at last come to seek Yumoto's counsel
and aid to solve the knotty problem which presented
Itself. So he recognised as he looked at his friend,
when the latter finished speaking, that to admit that
he had seen Violet Desborough was the best course
to pursue.

So he said, " You have guessed right, Yumoto,
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my fiicnd. It \v;is -^lic I went on board the Empress

of China to see. Atid when 1 saw her— well, every-

tliin;4 else seemed blotted out. Even"—and he

|)au^i(i and s.iid this almost as though ashamed and

.itraid h-st he '-hiuiki be voiem;^ an .ict of nule-

scrdiable treachery—"my wife of the last few

months up away yonder on the hillside."

"And so," said Yumoto slowly, "you have deter-

mined to leave Naj^asaki—to leave Japan. Well,

wliat is there to prevent you ?
"

Somerville ^azed at the speaker hxedly for a

moment or two, and wondered whether it was the

heat of the little office or that of shame which

j-irou^ht the beads of sweat out thickly on his own
forehead and srt his lieart beatintj irre;4ularly.

The words came from him very slowly, " Mio-

San, what of her ?
"

Yumoto laughed. "Mio-San,"he repeated. "As
I told you at first, it would have been better had

you taken her as a mistress and not as a wife. But

you chose your own method of acquiiing her. Now
you come to me and lament the fact." He paused,

but Somerville did not reply. His face flr.shed and

he opened Ins lips as thouijh to speak, but contented

himself with an inarticulate ejaculation, and Yumoto
went on. " liut why worry, there is no child ? Your

w.iy is much more easy tlian you apparently tliink,

my friend. Mio-S.m can be divorced without much
difViculty if you are not satisfied by the more simple

process of merely goint^ away .and leaving her.

Divorce is easy m Japan. Surely she has been
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disrespectful to you ; or li.i^ t-inhroilccl you wiili

McKenzie and hi-, wife, your friciuK ; or >lie has

shown jealousy ; or—ah !
" he went on suddenly, as

though a brij^ht idea (jccurred to him, "she hu^

talked too much. She must surely have often

wearied you with her dismal conversation."

If a i^reat sense of sliame had not swept into

Somerville's heart at the idea of the>e suhterfu,:^es

lor obtainini^ his frredoni from the child-woman
he no lonijcr loved he must h.ive lau;;lK-d at

^'umoto's relieved expression of countenance, and
his su^<;estion that the poor little wife who had
clun^ to him hut a couple of hours ago in a

paroxysm of '^\\tji could have spoken too mucli.

The memory of her stumbling, halting; elforts to

talk to him >mote him suddenly and painfully.

" Xo, she has done none of these thinj^s, () wi^e

one," he replied slowly; "and the chain winild be

there thoui;li the links were legally snapped for so

(jutragcously inadequate a reason."

" You are too augustly punctilious," said Vumoto,
with a ^lirug of his shoulders, " Vou have married

a Janane.-^e woman, why not get rid of her in .i

Japanese manner ?
"

lint Somerville only shook his head.

"Very well," continued the other after a pau^e,

" there is only one other way. Leave her. (]o back

to England, and you will soon forget her and she

you. She need not go back to Honjo." (Somer-

ville shuddered.) " But she can get another situa-

tKJii in one of the foreign restaurants; and in
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(line she will in.-irry a.^ain, my fiuiul. She h

sure to marry a^ain, and then you will be free. It

IS all very simple, th()u;;h not so much so as I would

h.ive made it. I will let you know the d.ite of her

remarna^^e. And 1 shall expect you," he ccjntinued,

"to send mc out some of those excellent ciqars you

;4ivc me when 1 come up to your house. The news

will be worth five hundred of them, will it not ?
"

Somerville winced. He was perfectly well aware

that he would in the end accept Yumoto's solution

of the situation, namely, that he should return to

England and ;aiandon Mio-San. liut his friend's

perfectly sincere proposal that Mio-San slunild be

divorced ior some trumpery or imagined reason

revolted his better feelm-^s.

On his way down to the town he had tried to

persuade himself that it was the terrible home

hun.t^er, which so often smites such a tempera-

ment as his in a foreign clime, that had seized

him in so torturing a grip, and thai there was

no woman as the first cause of his sudden mural

and ti-mperamental upheaval. And because he was

not altogether callous he had not succeeded. He

had been endeavouring even as he sat there oppo-

site Yumoto of the benign and inscrutable face \o

persuade himself that he would some day return,

but the image of Violet Pesborough and the look

he had seen in her eyes when she welcomed him as

he stepped on to the E)iipn\^s of Clniuis deck rudely

brushed aside the hction with which he had sought

to quiet the stirrings of his better nature.



He had tvA consulted McKciizic, for lir know lu-

would liave merely lau<;hed in lus cynical way. and
cxclanned tersely, " Pay licr well ; take the next

boat hack to Kurope ; and if you fancy thi-> Des-
hor()ii<;h ;4irl, go in anrl win."

A:1 delightfully simple, but to SoiiKrville fraught

with possibilities of remorse and belf-coiidemnation

which he dreaded to face.

" I am afraid you are but a broken reed, my
usually so exceedingly wise and ingenious friend,"

Somcrville said at length. "And I somehow fear

Mio-San will take things k-ss calmly and philo-

sophic.dly than you would have me believe. That's

the rub. If I were f>nly sure."

" I know women," said Vumoto, with a nod of

his head
;
" they arc all the same. They forget."

Sou.erville shook his head.

" My friend," continued Yumoto, ignoring Somer-
ville's gesture of dissent, "you will adopt one or

other cf my solutions. Human nature in like case

as yours always d(;es. We men are cowards where
women are concerned ; we try and persuade onv-

selves th.it it is tenderness, sentiment ; but we err
;

it is ailright at tears and reprcjaches, and we dally

over the operation of burning our boats as though
we really wished to return to an object no longer

possessed of our affections."

Sjmerville did not reply, but his face flushed, and
he cpened his lips as though about to speak.

YuukjIo laughed outright, and continued, " When
do you sail ? The Oncttl Oiiceii calls in ten day.,

.'.I

II
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tilt narrows lictuccii O^^imi .;iul Mi<;.imi Points
Willi SomtTvillc on board, boiitul for Kii,L;lancl aiul

the wcjman he (Ic^iuil.

" Very well," 1k' remarked, " you arc j^oini^ to lie

a wise man. Very |4ood. Let me know, aiui I will

a:,si^t you to make a ci^nfortable end to your aftair

with Mio-Sau, Vou will not need to pay her as

much as you would have to do if she lived with her
parent-,. That is ;4ood." And Vimioto nodded Ins

liead solemnly, for his was a mind that economised
in all thin;^s, even ni his aflections.

Somerville rose. The conversation promised to

become distasteful, and he had suffered enough
from the [ni:^, ot self-contempt during the interview
already.

" I must be going," he said, extending his hand
to Vumoto

;
" I have to call at Ho.hin's for a piece

of lacquer he has been repairing, and there is also a
sketch to be got off by the next mail for a man in

Paris. Good-bye. Come up ami have a smoke
soon."

"Sayoiuim," rejoined Vumoto, taking his hand.
" Do not worry. It is so simple a matter, this affair

of yours. She can have no grievance, for you an-
going away. Vou are not about to instal a rival."

When he got outside in the sunshine of the Bund
Somerville felt he had escaped from an ordeal of his

own seeking which had proved him and found him
wanting. He was vexed that he could not feel more
indescribably mean than he did. lint his regrets
were all lest he should hurt one who had never

II
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done him any injury, and not because of the de-
fect.on of h,s love. The mere ,dea of goin^ home
caused the sm.h^dit to appear of yet more exquicW.
radiance, the a,r less cnervatin-ly hot He wis
So.ng home, and at the end of the journey there
was \ioIet Desboroiii^h.

As lie walked along the qnay and, turning inland,
-n.ice h,.s way through a shady by-street towards
Kmaca.ku-machi he did not give a thought to what
the latter would say to him. By a strange develop,
nient of ,deas he forgot the fact that it n^i^^ht be
impossible to prevent the existence of Mio-San from
coming to her knowledge. He only remembered
the look o greeting in her eyes, and her half-
P ayfu half-serious chiding that he had never
alter all come to Tokio.

Hoshin, who besides being a dealer in curios wa.
a metal worker of great skill, was sitting cross-legged
at the back of h.s shop tapping a piece of lacqter
on a strange lutle bench about t.n inches hi-h with
a toy-like mallet, when Somerville's shadow d;rkened
the door. He glanced up at once, and his bright,
sht-hkc eyes, winch always seemed on the blink
l^ecause o. their near-sightedness, opened a little
wider 111 welcome to his visitor.

"k'on nicht z.a. Irasshannns/u /•' he exclaimed
-"-^•^;i^'tt.ng up. " Your honourable piece oJwork IS done. Much trouble, manv hours. Afraid
you tnink much dear, sir," he remarked, drawing
the small lacquer box from the drawer of a cabinet
Close at hand.
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So incrvillc came into the shop and took the
article from Hoshin. The work was beautifully

done. Any hut a Japanese workman would have
failed to have disguised the crack which had spoiled
the beauty of the design of dolphins and turtles

which in a sea of inlaid nacre sported on the lid.

Now it was impossible to discover the (law unless
one looked for it on the inside.

"It is good. Kckkof" exclaimed Somerville,
when he had examined it. " Vou are a wonderful
man, Hoshin San."

"No, no," replied the old man with comical
humility. " I am a miserable workman."

But his eyes gleamed with satisfaction at the
Englishman's praise.

"How much?" asked Somerville, pulling out a
handful of coin, and glancing down at the piece of
metal work with which Hoshin was employing his
time during the interval of customers.

"It is abominably much," said the old man.
" Thirty sen, most augustly deigning to be pleased
one."

Somerville smiled and dropped the money with a
rattle into the tiny brass bowl which served Hoshin
—when he was himself there to guard it—as a till.

The sound of the money's chink and of Somerville's
voice must have penetrated to the back of the dark
little shop, for the Jiisama was slid back and Haru
San, smiling and wrinkled, appeared.

After the usmil nhri'^nnrf^ dirt oi-,-!-. ;.„„,! «. i* :. -,

long time since I have hung upon your honourable

m
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eyelids. Please to make your honourable self at

home in this our wretched place." Which meant

nothing more terrible, Somcrville knew, tiian " It

is a long while since you were last here. Please

be seated."

After he had suitably replied came the inevitable

inquiry after the health of Mio-San, and whether he

were still satisfied with her. He tried to fence with

the question iov a moment or two, and then he said,

with as casual an air as he could bring himself to

assume

—

"I am thinking Oi returning to England soon

—

for a time,"

" Xcini hodo!" both exclaimed in a breath.

Then Haru San inquired what was to become of

madame the honourable lady of his house, and asked

whether he would divorce her.

Even in the dim light of the shop Somcrville felt

his cheeks burn at these inquiries. But he need not

have troubled himself, for to both Hoshin and Haru

San (used to foreign marriages and their inevitable

and foreseen ends) his departure and abandonment

of the uuisinnc he had seen ht to marry with such

unnecessary trouble to his august condescension

was the most natural thing in the world.

"Ah !
" exclaimed Haru San, as she found he had

no very definite plans, and with a recollection ot

the " excellently many yen " ^lio-San's former stay

beneath their roof had produced, " should she need

a dwelling whilst your august honourableness is

away, what better one than here ?
"



THE CALL OF THE WEST 2:.:}

Hosliin shook his head in deprecation of the idea,

but Haiu San was not to be put off.

"She will be quite liappy," slie continued, "and 1

will see that no one marries litr during your honoiii -

able absence. Ah ! but it was truly an auc;u>t

condescension for you to marry the mi'-erable girl.

And should you not return" (SomerviUe thouglu

that he saw Haru San smile somewhat sardonically,

even thougli the light was so dim) "she would

willingly become a widow and be grateful to you

for the many fine gifts she has received from you,

her lord."

Whilst Haru San was speaking an idea had pre-

sented itself to his mind. It would not appear so

heartless a desertion if she were left with people she

knew. But he must think the matter over. Some
even better solution of the problem might eventually

suggest itself.

"You are marvellously kind and condescending,"

he replied, "and your wish is a good one. I will

think of what you have said to me, but 1 have

much to do, and must not give myself the honour

to remain talking here longer."

When he had left the shop and disappeared along

the street Haru San promptly sat down beside her

lord, who had recommenced the tapping of the

metal plate with his tiny hammer, and set to work

calculating how much she might reasonably ask

of the wealthy Englishman for taking care of the

wife of whom she felt sure he had tired.

"Tap, ting, tap" went Hoshin's tiny hanmier

i
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witli just the noise a woman's pipe makes wlien

hit sharply a.[,Minst tlie smokin;4-box to rid it of

its ash, and every tap counted a yen in the ears

of Haru San till her head ^^rew dizzy with the

wealth she imaijined to be flowiui^ in.

And meantime Somerville had faced towards
home and Mio-San, and was trying to ima"iiie

what he should say.



CHAPTER XVII

THE TRAGEDY OF A DYING LOVE—BOUND WEST

m

j
^^^N the night following Somer-

/ ^yy^^'S^r^^^ ville's visit to Yumoto's oftice

/ ^T ^^" Mio-San learned that he was

about to leave her. When he

told her they were upon the

verandah looking silently at

the brilliantly lit town below.

He broke the news v,ith a

man's clumsy attempt at

gentleness and a circumlocu-

tion of phrase which pre-

vented her from at first comprehending the true

meaning of his words. But when she realised it

she sank like a stricken child on to the floor, and

clasped him round the knees, whilst she poured

out a torrent of endearing words that shook him

more than a thousand reproaches could have

done. In vain he had tried to calm her and to

persuade her that he would return.
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Some inexplicable instinct (old Ikt that for her

there would he no more d;iys with Inm, no sun-
shine, lio sprin- -that the words of Kutakuri San
liu- enemy had come true. And then, when he
'looped and raised her in Iiis arm., she clun^» to
hnn with a tenacity whicli crushed her frail ifody
against his own strong one till ^hc could have
moaned with the jxim of it. And then slie whis-
pered tlie secret joy that she held in her heart, and
watched his face to see the change of purpose
wliicli she thought must surely come. But alas !

it came not, the face that looked into hers flushed
and tlien paled, but the look in the eyes was
unchanged, and she knew lie would go.
During the days which followed Mio-San went

about with so heavy a heart that she could make
no response to his attempts at cheerfulness—could
scarcely seek to charm him in the (;ld way with her
naive affection, her quaint conceits, and equally
quaint efforts to learn the language that he spoke.
To her the sun seemed to have for ever set, the
light to have faded out of her life, the fragrant
flowers in their exquisite garden to have suddenly
lost their perfume and died.

The Orient Qnccii had come and gone, for Somer-
ville had found it impossible after all to take his
passage by her. Another !)oat would call at

Nagasaki in about three weeks, and he hurried
on his arrangements so that he might leave by
her.

Mio-San watched the gradual dismantlement of
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the Jioint- with an aching heart. Shi-wono with
a loudly expressed regret, fur she had heen treated

very liberally by this eccentric Englishman wlio

had put himself to such unnecessary trouble bv
marrying a umsnuu' who had taken his fancy

;

and now, unless another foreigner would be
equally complacent, she would have to return to

the hotel and work harder for less pay.

During these last days Somervilie alternately de-
spised himself and excused himself. At times the

call of his own land and race was so strong in his

blood that the latter was quite easy. And then
he would catch sight of Mio-San's little grief-

stricken face—which gave the lie to Vumoto's
loud assertions that mimtim' were butterflies, ui-

capable of deep or lasting feeling—and the old

self-disdain would assail him afresh.

When packing his sketches and pictures in the

studio he had made one last attempt at deception.

He had given into Mio-San's care several of the

largest pictures he had painted of her. " Keep
them till I return, which I shall do some day,"
he said. But she looked at him with large, tear-

dulled, unresponsive eyes in which he could read
her disbelief. In her heart there was always that

terrible answering note, " He will not return."

So she shook her head sadly, and murmured
under her breath the words which had often pleased
Inm in the past, " Anata bakari san" ("Thou art the

^'"v ""''- 'i-iQi-isi uac j. rur ncr liieic couiu ue no
other.
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She knew that she was to return to tlie care of

Hoshin and Ilaru San, and slie had accepted the

arranj^eniLiit witliout comment.

"Wh.it could it matter?" she asked herself over

and over again, now that her lord who had once

looked upon her with aiigustly deigning favour was

about to depart.

Tlic last boxes were packed in the fading glimmer

of the beautiful September twilight. The house was

bare except for the merest necessities of the few

remaining hours, and the scanty fixtures which

Somerville had found wlien he came to it.

McKenzie and Yumoto had both been up ; but the

atmosphere of departure and of Mio-San's uncon-

trollable grief did not invite a long stay.

At the gate, after Yumoto had strolled away out

of earshot, McKenzie had disconcerted Somerville

more than he realised by one brief, terse comment
upon the situation. " By jove, old fellow," he had
exclaimed as his hand rested upon the gate, "

1

believe she loves you."

His friend had started as though struck by a whip,

and had turned away without another word.

Mio-San awaited him on the verandah when he

returned slowly and thou::;htfully up the garden

path.

By some inspiration she had become possessed of

the desire to be the Mio-San of old for the last time.

Something urged her to leave in his memory only

•.!!•. iia^!iii:--^ v,i .ivi -.vfii-iz liicj i>uin Iifbt came lo

the home which was now stripped of all its charm
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As lie climbed the steps his face, with its unwonted
p:iIIor, still bore traces of the blow McKenzie's

words had struck him, and she leant forward and
took it between her hands, as she had used to do
when greeting him on his return from the town, and
kissed it. And tiien she smoothed back the wisps

of hair which the night breeze had blown low on
his forehead.

" Thou art still my lord, oh, my beloved one,

whose eyes are to me like deep pools of quiet water,

and whose smile is like sunshine indescribable,

though I no longer find favour in thy eyes, and am
about to see thee no more," she whispered as softly

and tenderly as aforetime.

Into the man's heart for a moment's space of time

came once again the answering note, and he drew
her to him. But she was not deceived. It was but

the last glimmering flicker upon the altar of love

they had worshipped at. And it died down again
;

though for the remainder of the evening he was
more tender towards her than he had been for

weeks. But Mio-San had won a tiny, if a Pyrrnic,

victory, for he remembered both the words and her

caress for long afterwards.

But the gloom of their dismantled and about-to-

be-abandoned home was heavy upon them, and not

even the jxquisite beauty of the night could lift it.

The harsh and unmusical voice of Shi-wono croon-

ing a lament over the departure on the morrow of

her "much generous, augustly honourable rnaatci,"

provided an additional touch of melancholy as it
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reached them from the kitchen at the back of the

house.

" The end ! The end ! What an end !
" the man

kept thinking; lo himself. And the woman ? She
could nf)t even think for the dull achinj^ of her

heart, and the overpowering sense of desolation

which overwhelmed her.

She sat watching the man she had called her lord,

and from whom she had felt herself drifting for

weeks before the crisis came, with sadly obsjrvant

eyes ; storing her memory with pictures of him for

usL- in the blank loneliness of days to come. She
watched every movement as he walked slowly about

the room or stooped to pack some almost-for-, >tten

trifle in the one box still to be fastened down. At

last everything was finished, and the room in which
they had spent so many of the happy hours 1 the

first few weeks after their marriage was stripped as

bare, e.xcept for a litter of paper and torn-up letters,

as tliL' day on which Somerville first saw it. Her
own things had been packed in curious native-made

cases a day or two before, and the open doors of

the fitkitro dana showed empty gaping cavities in

the wall. On the morrow coolies would come and
carry her boxes to Hoshin's house, where she had
learned without emotion that she was to stay.

At last Somerville yawned with fatigue and the

heat of the summer's night, and then began and
continued for a while the melancholy screeching of

the tuiuiilo pulled along hastily in their grooves

as he shut up the house for the night.
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Early next morning, whilst the clew sparkled upon

the few unfaded lotus blossoms in the pond at the

bottom of the j^arden, the iljiiis with their super-

annuated jinrikisJias, now used for conveyance ot

parcels and luggage, arrived at the gate of the path

leading from the upper road down to the back <>f

the house, and a few minutes later the stroug-

hnibed fellows descended and took possession of

the house. There were six of them, and, laden with

boxes and small c,i-r^, they made Iheir way swiftly

through the wood, and in half an hour were well on

their way down the rougli, stone-encumbered road

to the town.

As Somerville and Mio-San gazed out for the last

time from the verandah at the sunlit town below

them and the breeze-ruffled water of the harbour a

great sadness possessed them both. But for Somer-

ville there was, however, the hope of the future—

a

hope he could not have stifled even had he wished.

Voi: the little being at his side there was the utter

blankncss and desolation of nothingness. Love's

fragile chains of charm and freshness had not served

to preserve her from disaster. Shi-wono had that

morning, in not altogether disinterested sympathy,

assured her that Somerville would return. But she

had loved him with the love that women of another

race might perhaps only have given to some god,

and she knew that there would be no reunion of the

frayed bond which had once bound her to him.

"Come," said Somerville at length, touclung her

arm.
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Mio-San gave a flight shudder, one more lingering,

comprehensive glance at the home she was about to
leave, whicli had been thrown open as usual so that
she could see into all the rooms which were along
the verandah, and then, with Shi-wono's oft-repeated
"Sayonara " in her ears, she descended the verandah
steps into the sunshine.

Ere they turned the corner of the path Somerville
threw a glance back at the house ; but Mio-San,
whose face was very white and pinched by grief,'

kept hers steadily towards the harbour. Slie had
seen the last of the home whilst still a part of it.

She would not glance back at the empty, soulless
thmii. Somerville closed the wicket with elaborate
care.

On their way down the hillside to the town they
spoke but little.

To Mio-San the sunlight which environed them
seemed a mere mockery of the misery which
possessed her heart. Once or twice Somerville
spoke with a feeble attempt at cheerfulness, but in
ber anguish the knowledge of all the strange foreign
words she had so laboriously learned that she might
converse with him in his own tongue seemed^to
have suddenly deserted her, leaving her painfully
agitated mind a hideous blank, incapable of com-
prehending ail he said or of answering liim.

Tlu-ougli tiie long, narrow streets they wended
their way, seeing httle or nothing of the quaintly
grotesque house-fionts grimed by dust and baked
oy surislii.'K-, at wijicii funncriy Somerville was
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never tired of gazing. Those of the shopkeepers,

craftsmen at work in the dim recesses of their small

open-fronted dweUings, who looked up when they

passed, regarded Mio-San's grief-stricken face and

Somerville's gloomy one with wonder. A woman
or two came nearer the true underlying tragedy of

these two passers-by ; but they unwittingly libelled

Mio-San in thinking her a yiijo about *o be discarded

instead of a wife about to be deserted.

At last they reached Hoshin's to find Haru San

already engaged in stowing away her expected

guest's boxes. She welcomed Mio-San with a pro-

fusion of salutations and elaborate phrases, and then

led the way into the little room at the back of the

house overlooking the tiny garden.

There were practically no arrangements to discuss,

for everything had already been settled by Somer-

ville ; and so she left them alone together after

reiterated assurances of all the happiness and com-

fort Mio-San would enjoy under her hospitable (but

she said, out of politeness, " execrable ") roof.

The sound of a deep booming siren aboard a

steamer cleft the sunlight and re-echoed amongst

the surrounding hills, causing Somerville to start

and Mio-San to shiver. It seemed the signal for

departure—the end of the tiny tragedy of the past

few weeks.

Somerville commenced to speak some halting

words of farewell, for he had decided that there

should be no distressing, embarrassing public one

either on board the maiiboat or on ihe Jiaioba. He

it
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feared Mio-San's outbursts of gncf and perhaps even
reproaches

; and there would not be a man amongst
his friends and acquaintances who would not co^n-
sider him a fool for exposing himself to either, for
ni their eyes at least Mio-San was a native woman,
to be taken up and dropped as the mood of her
possessor dictated.

"Vou will be happy," he said lamelv, "I have
seen to that. Hoshm and Haru San w.ll see that
you want for nothing, and the time will not be
long. I shall return."

But Mio-San, who had fallen at his feet in a
paroxysm of grief, in an abandonment of entreaty
which at another time would have disgusted his
sense of woman's reticence, cried out with her
heart full of the knowledge that there would never
be a return. "My lord, my augustly shining one,
the one whom I worship, what is it that I have done
which has found such disfavour in your all-seeing
eyes? Why have I no longer favour in your
eyes ? Why liave I become as a most despicable
thing that you desire nevermore to gaze upon ?
My lord, do not leave me. Kcniember what I have
fold you. Do not turn the joy, which was in my
heart at the thought of the coming blessing from
the gods, into utter darkness—the darkness of the
night when the light of moon and stars is hidden
and the dry earth trembles."

"Hush !" said he gently, but not seeking to raise
lier. - I must go. The land of my ancestors calls
to me across the sea. There is in my heart (he
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desire which comes to many who hear the note of

the liototo^isti when they are far from home. You
need have no fear of want, no anxiety for the future,

and if you should need aught that I have not pro-

vided go and speak with Yumoto San, and he will

see that the thing you desire is done."

Mio-San rephed not a word, but clung to him
weeping. What was all he had prepared to her ?

\r . dim way she realised that the gulf which lav

bc.-A'een them of race and spirit and mind hatl

blinded him so that he could not see that she
would have bartered all these future thintr^. of

which he spoke to her, willingly for one hour of

his love that used to be.

In his man's stupidity he thought that he had at

length satisfied and convinced her because she said

no more, and so he stooped and with firm but
gentle fingers unclasped her own from him. Then
he stooped still lower, and kissed her once as she
swayed upon her knees.

"Sayonam, Mio ! Snyonam ! " and he was gone.
Then from that dmily-lit room behind the shop

of Hoshin went up an exceedmg bitter cry of "Mv
lord, my augustly beautiful one !

"

So bitter, indeed, that Haru San came running in,

not stopping to say cen '' ^ayonara !" to the

Englishman who was about to depart.

Outstretched upon the spotless matting covering
the floor lay Mio-San like some gay-plumagcd,
wounded bird, with a face from which every vesti'^e

of colour had fled, leaving it an ashen, pitiful grey.

ii

II
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In one hand was clasped unknowingly the bundle

of satsii (paper-money) which Somerville liad thrust

there as he looked her grasp. Of these Haru San

took charge.

Outside in the sunlight Somerville hurried along

with Mio-San's cry, which had pierced the fiisama

though he liad closed it behind him, in his cars,

and the uncomfortable feeling ihat lie had committed

a crime troubling his heart.

Only an hour or two remained ere the Mornim^

Calui would be casting off her moorings and heading

for the open sea.

He found all his luggage on the haloha near

Yuuaoto's office, and McKenzie, Folkard, and

Yumoto himself on guard near it.

"It is over?" queried the latter, as Somerville

came up to the group.

Somerville nodded, and added, "Thank God.

But you are wrong, Yumoto, my friend ; she cares,

and I am a brute."

"Nonsense!" exclaimed McKenzie and Yumoto
together. And then the former added reassuringly,

"A musniiie is like a butterfly. In a few weeks—no

offence, old man—she will have forgotten, or the

memory will only be that of an episode in her

e.\i^'Jnce."

Folkard said nothing. He had only been out a

few months longer than Somerville himself, and he

had a mother and sisters at home, and ideas con-

cerning even native women which were not much
in vogue amongst the older settlers.
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Meanwhile Somerville's luggage had been got

into a coffin-hke sampan by the cooHes, and vas

ready to go aboard.

A httle desultory conversation of the sort that

prevails at the departure of a chum, a string of

messages for old friends and acquaintances at home,

and the time came for Somerville to follow his

luggage, which was already alongside the mail-

boat.

"Goodbye, old chap. Pleasant voyage and com-

pany," said McKenzic, wringing his hand. " Per-

haps you will after all come out again."

"Goodbye," from Folkard with a handshake.
" Sayonara ! " from Yumoto.

And then Somerville turned away. But just as he

was about to step into the sampan he called Yumoto
to him.

"You will not forget to write," he said. "And if

you hear that she is unhappy, or is falling into the

mire—save her, and cable to me."

" I will not forget," replied Yumoto, with a

scarcely concealed smile at what he considered

his friend's unnecessary punctiliousness. "
I shall

not forget. My memory is as good as that of a

Chinese moneylender."

An hour later and the huge bulk of the Morning
Calm throbbed her way at half-speed through the

narrow waters between Ogami and Megami Points

and thence past the tree-crowned Pappenberg out

il1

Somerville stood on deck to see the last of the

m
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>,'reen hills and (own ; hut he kru-w nnthin;:^ of

the eyes of Mio-San, who, with protesting Ilaru

San, had climbed to a turn in the road which
led up to McKenzie's villa to see ihc grent jokiscn's

miij



CHAPTER XVni -

YUMOTO TAKES A HAXD IN THE GAME

—

I'N'TO HHR OWN' PEOPLE

OK the Hr-^t few d.iys after

Soinerville's departure Mio-

San's j^ricf wa'^ inconsolable.

Haru San's well-meant efforts

to comfort her were quite un-

availing^, for they consisted

chieily of long-winded exhor-

tations framed to show her

-ad little .quest how grateful

she ought to be that her

honourable departed lord had been so kind to her

whilst she lived with him, and so generous when

Fate destined that they should part company. Then

Haru San, finding that in Mio-San she had different

material to deal with than that to which she was

accustomed, namely, her nieces, who had without

much waste of sentiment contracted several profit-

able though transient marriages, altered her tactics.

She commenced to assure Mio-San that if she were
269
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only patient lui august Jiusband would return from
across the sea.

Somcthin- at first told Mio-San that lliis would
never he. nofuithstandin.tt Somerville's own p;irtin-
protestations and Haru Sm's sophistries. Rut she
was a woman. lonely in her '^vcM grief, and slie
wi.hed for the comfort that such a belief wouLI
I'lm- lier aching heart. And so it was that at last
^lie began, ahnost insensibly at first, to liave faith in
file word of him who had left her, even though she
had known that love was dead.

Several circumstances, too, assisted her willing
nimd to this. The first mailboat which arrived from
Hong-kong after Somerville's departure brought
with it one Hilary Pethcrton, who had gone home
a year before, leaving behind him the pretty om/m
who had two years previously captivated his senses
at one of the mo.t popular of th.e tea-houses in
O-Suwa ]>ark, and had been installed as his house-
keeper. And now, although the liouse above the
foreign settlement was a different one, O Ilagi San
was again haj^py in it with her returned 1ov\t.

'

This fact soon became noised abroad, and in
time reached the ears of Hoshin and his wife, and
the latter went joyfully to Mio-San, who sat in the
garden thinking, as she so often did, of him who
had gone, to tell her the news. " And," she added
after she had done so, " why, O not less beautiful
one, should not thy husband also return according
to his august and condescending word given you Jt
his departure ?"
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Then there was the coming child—his child and
hers—that the autjustly dcigninLi S^f''^ '''(i i" their

wonderful ^^oodnes;: vouchsafed to her. Till she

had licqun to recognise that Sonierville's love for

her iiad waned this had been an unspeakable joy.

And now in her forsaken heart there grew up day
by d ty an increasing hope that her beloved lord

would in his goodness at least return to see hi^

child.

It was several weck-^ after her coming to Floshin's

before she saw any tiling of Yuinoto (jr McKenzie.
One day at sunset she had wandered through the

native town to the shore of the harbour, as she

often did, to look upon the waters which had borne
Somerville away from her, and was returning along

one of the mam streets, when she saw Yumoto
coming towards her.

When he caught sight of her he hastened i greet

her, regarding her face with curiosity, for he had
often wondered how long her grief and enforced
widowhood would last.

" Kon ban zva ! " he exclaimed. "
1 trust that your

augustness is quite well."

Mio-San smiled rather sadly and assured him that

she was well.

"And happy ?" he queried pointedly.

" No ! For is not my beloved, augustly deigning
husband far from me across the dark waters ; and
do not my unworthy eyes ache like the sleep-weary
eyes of a sick child for the sight of him ?

"

" But he will return," said Vumoto. Not because
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lu- believed It, hut l)ecause Mio-San looked so
weary .md u.in. "IK- will return it yuu are but
patient."

Mio-S.iii f, It a lump risiiii^ in !ior throat. Kveii if

11.11 II Sill, I h)^lim, and Soinervillc liiiuself wished
!o deceive her, why should this man who would
not (.are whether she were sad or qay, happy or
miserable ?

"
1 cannot believe that he will," she replied after a

pause for thought. " If he had cared, if 1 still found
lavour either because of my most contemptible body
or face in his eyes, he would not have gone away in

the great jokiscii. No ! no ! the jov i^ iu)t given to

me that 1 should again behold him and feast my
eyes upon his face."

"Let Us walk along," said Vumoto, "and I will

tell von. \nn do not understand. His people
were calling for him ; he had business with the
men of his race. When it is accomplished he will

return again. Have you then not heard that the
lover of O Hagi San is with her once more ? And
you "—the speaker paused, almost surprised at his

own eloquence in the cause of consolation which
could bring him no advantage—" are more beautiful

than she. Your eyes are more like the stars which
look down upon the white brow of Fuji on a frosty

night
; your skin is almost as white as the women

of his own race, and your mouth can smile like the
red hly in the suiiDhine. Cannot your heart trust

liis rclin n ?
"

Mio-San would have been more than a human
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w.Mii.ui Ii.ul Yuin()t()\ words not caused the blood

to Mii;;c beneath her •^kiii and her eyes to ic;;ain ri

little ot their old sparkle. Whit the \vi-,i' Ymnoto
San says must be iiqht, she tiiouL^lit. I)!d not my
honourable lord once tell >fcKenzie San that

Vumoto San liad all the wisdom of the wise men of

the Kast ; and did not McKenzie say yes, even the

wisdom of the lionourablc Devil liiinself ?

In her heart be;;an to ^'ow the belief that Somcr-
villc would return as she listened to Yumoto's word-,

and drank in the ar;4uments he used. A^ they

walked alon;:^ Kunadaiku-maclii and approached
Ilo^hin's dwelling,' she did not even notice that it

was dark, and that in the open shops and outside

them tiic owners were ligii<in;4 their lamps and
lanterns. !n her heart was a glint of the sunshine

of hope, and tJKju^^h she was weary she walked at

Yumoto's side without falterin^^', her lacquered gcta

rin,L;ing sharply on the paving of the street.

When they parted at Hoshin's door she gave

Yumoto her liand in the English fashion, for she

had long ago discovered that nothing pleased liim

better than a tribute to his European education, and
said with a simplicity that was strangely winning

—

"O Yumoto San, you have caused the sunshine

to come again into my heart, and to-morrow the

llowcrs will bloom again for me, and I shall know
tiiat the birds sing. Sayoiiara. Perhap:5 my lord

will alter many moons return. Goknyo saiua."
" S^nv.iu/i i/7 O \f i<"v.s; ,n " t-<-^t-,1 i«r1 V">->->'^«-'-

And then he watched her enter Hoshin's dwelling

19
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rre he turned to tnnke Iiis way to tlic Restaurant

of the Many Cherry Trees, where he was to dine

with McKenzie.

" I am a vastly great har," he remarked to himself,

as he hunicd alon;^, "for Somerville will not return.

But it was worth many lies to sec the flush come

a^ani into Mio-Saii's cheeks and the li,^ht kindle

in those eyes of hers. Beautiful eyes," he con-

tinued, "which might make a man forget every-

thing except that lie was a man."

'J'he hope that had been sown in Mio-San's heart

grew under the fostering care of Haru San. Some-

times the latter, when she remembered the case of

O Hagi San, really began to believe in what she

sa.d relating to the certainty of the august Somer-

ville returning. Her powers of reasoning were

n')t great, and it seemed natural enough to her

that the "foreign wealthy augustnesses" ohoukl all

behave alike. Hoshin shook his head, but said

nothing, wlien he had heard her and her guest dis-

cussing the matter. He had lived far longer than

Haru San, and had seen many men come and go

never to return since the foreigner had been per-

mitted to dwell in Nagasaki.

The weekh went by, and many times Mio-San had

taken a jiiiriki^lia ride round the harbour to a little

plateau above the fishermen's landing-place and

opposite the Pappcnberg, where she had sat

dreaming of the day when perhaps one of the

great jokiscn which seemed to climb up out of the
j: -»- - i .-- : -1-4. !- - 1. ..: ,_ _: i .

lyji V.I L/a\.<v >.\j
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her. Sometimes a li^re.it and overpowering sad-

ness would en-.-hroLid her, and the terrible question

presented itself to her mind, Would she be there

to meet him ? Then the sou^^h of the wind in the

trees seemed to say, " I\c ! lyc ! I\c !
" (" No !

No! No!") And she would feci afraid of the

d.irk hlankiu--.^ which loomed in the future. But

when the sun shone on the green sumnut of the

isle, which looked like a jewelled boss set m a bur-

ni->hed >hield, and the ripples of the tide as it swept

througi) the Megami Chanm-l ^ang, " Smyo .' Scn\o .'

Siuxo/" (" Ye;:> ! Yes! ^'cs ! ") she was glad.

When three months had passed and no letter

t.une, her heart began to fail.

It was too cold for her to go to her look-out

under the pine, and in the gloom of Iloshin's

shop ^he passed her lane watching him at his

work, the sharp tap-tap-ting-ling of his little

mallets and tools sometimes becoming so unbear-

able to her vibrating nerves that she tied from the

sound, even though it meant the dreary solitude

of the little bare room which had been by Somer-

ville's wish given up to her.

Here she could at least think of him and wonder

vaguely if he would come, and do so m time to

welcome their child.

One day at the end of January Yumoto's cleik

came with a letter which the former had trau:.-

laled into Japanese. It was from Somerville to tell

her that he was well, and tliat lie was doing the

DUoiness ior wnieii ne ritn.i reiuincQ to i^ngiiuiei.

if

;
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It cunvcycd little idea to her mind save that he

mu^t be at work painting home of tliose marvellous

pictures which had been such an eternal source of

wonderment to licr. But she Ui.Jer-.tood the end.
" Little Mio-San," he said, only Vumoto had em-
bellished the phraseolo<:;y with a marvellous elabo-

ration of polite sentiment, "you mu,-,t be j^aticnt."

Then followed some instructions telling her that

in the event of her requiring money she was to

apply to Yuinoto, and that was all.

"She imi^t be patient." She understood that.

What, indeed, had she been during the last four

weary months 1 ;it patient ? In all her wearlne^s

and dislre^r, of mind and body sl:e had been that,

Jiojiing for a very simple reward.

By the same mail Yumoto himself received a

letter from Somerville which made it clear to his

Oriental intelligence that Mio-San was as truly

widowed a> though she weie either divorced or

Somerville dead. He had never really believed in

the fiction of the hitter's return. Nor did, indeed,

his desertion of her strike him as in the least

reprehensible. It was merely the natural end to

a foreigner's alliance with a miisniiic.

As he had sat in his ofiice perusing his friend's

letter he thought over the whole situation. He
liked Somerville ai d he also in a condescending

way liked Mio-San, He was sorry for her in pre-

ci-^ely the way thai a man holding liis views upon
the subject of women would be. He even began

to wonder whether it would not be a wise and
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politic course to try to communicate with her

father, the florist, at Ureshino. Mio-San once
more with her own people would probably in

course of time forget her present .^rief at the loss

of her foreign husband, and might soon marry
again. He knew her short-lived marriage with

Somervillc would prove no bar, as she was left

with what must to a man of the class she might
possibly marry appear a large amount of money.
Besides, he knew Somerville was not a mean man,
and that he had only to suggest it to him and Mio-
San would be provided with a dowry which would
be exceedingly tempting to many. Had she been

divorced fc; not cooking rice properly, for ill-

temper, or for one of the other trivial but possible

reasons it would have been a different matter.

At the back of Vumoto's mind, too, was the idea

that Somerville would be grateful to him for the

carrynig out of any scheme which would tend

towards Mio-San's liappiness and oblivion of the

past.

So it happened that when writing to a tea-planter

who had some fields near Uie-^hino, he mentioned
the fact of Mio-San having left the house to which
she had gone a*-- maid, her subsequent marriage with

a foreigner, her present residence with Hoshii
, and

that her honourable lord and master when he had
left her treated her very handsor^ely.

Kan-zan, the tea-planter, delighted to have such
news to import, hied to Okada, the father of Mio-
>iii, and tokl linn vli.it he had heard from his

m

I
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excellent merchant friend, O Yumoto San, of the

liuiid, Nagasaki.

A few days passed ere Okadu decided to go to

Nagasaki and find iiis daugnter, for there had been

frosts, and he could not tear himself away from liis

beloved (lowers, which needed all the attention atid

care he could devote to them. IJut just as night

was closing in, about ten days after Mio-San had

received the letter fiom Somerville, slie heard her

father's voice addressing Hoshin in the shop outside

asking if slie dwelt with them.

Tlien, as slie listened intently, she heard Hoshin's

reply, and afterwards Haru San explaining how it

was that she was living with them. Then their

voices fell, and she could only catch a word her

and there amid an undertone of conversation whicl

was like the droning of bees.

She waited and listened intently, and after a while

she heard the sound of footsteps on the floor of the

shop, and a moment later the fnsania was pushed

aside, and her father entered the room in which

she was.

She would have made the lunnblest obeisance of

welcome, but he stepped forward and checked he.-.

Okatla had always been a good father to her; in

him was developed to an unusual degree the love of

children. And when he had heard his dauiihter's

story fioin Haru Sm, he had wondered much at the

conduct of the foreigner who could desert her now
that a child was to he born. But for that unborn

child Someiville's abandonment—as he had pro-
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vided for her well and generously—would have-

scaicely caused him to speculate or wonder at all.

The greeting betw' en theni would have struck a

European as cold and frjimal. There was no

embracing, no kiss, no liand-clasp even ; though

Mio-San would have given both the latter, the

significance of which she had learned of her Englisli

husband. But when she stretched out her hand,

her eyes full of tea, >, her father thcnight that it was

merely tliat he might assist her to rise to her feet.

And as he did so Mio-San knew that his love for her

still lived.

Then when he had looked at her, and with gentle

hands, though the skin of them was rough from the

tending of his beloved fiowers, brushed away the

-hilling drops which sparkled in the light of the

lantern hanging from the cross-beam of the ceiling,

he told her that he had come to fetch her home,

that her mother was looking for her, that Ko-sho,

her biother, and So-ji, her sister, had not forgotten

her, and that on the morrow she would see tliem.

In her joy at the prospect of home, of once more

hearing the music of the river flowing by her father's

beautiful garden, of seeing tli little brother she had

{ilayed with and carried on her back, of being amid

familiar scenes, she forgot that at Ureshino she

could no longer watch foi the ships climbing up out

of the southern sea. But had she done so it would

have been but sadness to her, not a remaining wheie

she was. Her father had said -he was to tlepart

with hnn, and his will could not be aani-^aicL

li
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She looked up into his face with the rapture of

a child weary by long absence, with a smile such
as Somerville had always been able to call into being
by the merest show of tenderness or kmdness. And
then she said, " Most august parent, I will gladly go
with you so that my eyes may look upon my
honourable mother's face once mo:e. I will be
ready at the hour you appoint."

Then Haru San and Hoshin came in, for there
would have to be a reckoning with Okada. Haru
San had never told Mio-San of the amount of the
roll of safsn which she had found clasped in her
hand the night she had swooned after Somerville
had left. She was a woman kind of heart, but
possessed of a love of the bright yen, and the satsn
which made a pleasant rustling when held in the
lingers tightly

; but because of her kind heart the
reckoning she presented was not so inaccurate as
her inbred cupidity would fain have made it.

When he found how generous her august foreign
husband had been, and what hue garments Mio-
San possessed, Okada suddenly thought of his
friend, the proprietor of the inn which stood on the
bank of the river to whom Mio-San had been in-

formally betrothed before she left the village for
Nagasaki. Perhaps Yoshida would still be willing to
marry her when he was told that she could bring
him in her hands nearly hve hundred dollars, and
many a line kijiioiio, which would add to her
attractiveness when attending to the comfort of his
guests. But Okada was a wise man, and he said
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nothing of his thoughts concerning this other

marriage, and in the morning Mio-San and he set

out for Ureshino in jiiirikishas, for which the

former paid.

As tliey passed over the crest of the hill on the

Ureshino road Mio-San threw one last, lingering

look at the town and the little house on the I:illside,

once hers, which now appeared in the distance amid

the trees, environing it like a tiny chalet, and then

her eyes travelled out over the harbour to the gap

liL'tween the hills through which the jokiicn would

come. Then a moment or two later it was gone,

,iiid she hid her face in the wide sleeves of her

kimono, whilst her little body shook with the

amiuish of her sobs.

n
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CILAFTKR XIX

Tin: TAXuLI-D WLL OF UUMAX CIRCLMSTANXi:

' T was .1 raw December clay when
SomcrviHc reached London,
and tlie dreary squalor of the

metropolis chilled him to the

bone. On the voya,i;e home
he had had time for thoii:;ht—

tiiiK' to think out his future

plans and to come to many
conclusions.

Once or twice a di-i,uist with
himself had well-ni;;h overwlu hned him for a time,
and he had almost determined to have j^ot off the
^/ niiiii^ Calm at Aden, and have a.vaited the next
boat bound East. Hut the ima^te of Mio-San, which
so troubled him at lirst, became fauiter and fainter,

and that of Violet DesborouL^h more clear. He
even W'^^.n to tell himself—wliat Ins friends Yumoto
and iMcKenzie and other men out there would have

1 ^ ..1- i It 1

i:;;uwi:;;teuiy aope— iiial ins mistake had been to
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marry, ile had Uivcii to Mio-San wliat in his true!

moments he calk-tl " n,<;hts," which she did n<.t

expect, and which every one in tiie forei-;!! settle-

ment would liavc considered a Ouixotic gill on his

part.

The woman he loved w is of his own race
;
the

woman he had taken to wife was nc^t. In the haste

of his departure from Nagasaki, in the intense

longing for the woman he was pursuing half round

the world, which had been engendered by his daily

life of non-communion of thought and ideas with

the woman he had left behind, there had been no

tm-.e, or he had forgotten to consider in what light

it was probable the woman he loved would regard

the events of the last six months. When he set his

foot m London he was face to face with the

problem.

He took his luggage to one of the Embankment

hotels, which after Nagasaki houses and Quartier

Latin studios seemed perilously vast, and then wired

to an artist friend who had a flat and a studio at

Clielsca. "If only Jetlerson will give me house-room

till I've had time to look round," he thought, "as he

wrote the message, 1 shall worry out some solution

of the muddle I'm in.

"

In a couple of lu)urs the reply reached him. It

was very brief, tor Jefferson was an economist with

words, though—critics were wont to assert—a pro-

digal with pamt. " Delighted. Shall expect you

tins afternoon. Bring your baggage. Have plenty

of room."

n
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Just as dii^k- w.i, falliiiL,' and hlottin,^ out the river

wilhacuit.im of smokc-^rcy ini-,t Soincrvillc's tab
drew up at Vtl.i>quez Mansions, the lui<,'e block
of flats-cuni-studios in which Rodney Jcficrsoii
'iu'clt. One had to be a succc.ful artist to live
tliLtv, for all the modern nnprovenients which cute
speculators and up-to-date architects saw lit t<;

embody were tr> be foimd m Vela^que/. Mansions,
and rents were piop,j|tionatrly hi^h.

Jetler^on's Hat was situated on the fourth floor,
because of the additional li<;ht, and the fact that the'

studio by an in-;eiuous arrangement of the architect
was placed on the top of a p(>rtion of tlie back
outbuildin-s. WitJi a lift ^^onig from six till twelve-
thirty, as Jefferson often explained, height didn't
nuich matter.

The two men had been fellow Art students in
Pans, enteriui,' Colorossi's as " iio!i:raiix" the same
month; and although Kodney Jefferson after a
three years' residence in the Quartier had returned
to London, wlnlst Somerville had remained behind,
tlicy had kept up a more regular correspondence
alterwards than most fellow-students do.

Jefferson had a factotum in the shape of an Army
Reserve man, who opened the aoor to Somerville;
but his master was close at liis heels as his visitor
entered the little cream-toned lobby of the flat.

" My dear old chap," said Jefferson, shaking hands
warmlv, "I'm real glad to see you. When I got
your wire I tliought how good it was of you to take
UiL- al :uy vvoni uiien the opportunity served.
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Cimu- ill. A-^ton, lake Mr. SoiiKiville's trap^ into

i

i

the spare room, and ^,ce therc'> cvcrytlun;; lic'll

want."

The man sahited, and with " I nndrr>tand, sir,"

chsappcared out of the door towards the hft.

"And now," exclaimed jeiierson, a^ he and

Somcrvillc entered the studio, "why are you heu-

in London? 1 thouc^ht you were \n Japan. By

the way, only a week or ten days a,:;o 1 made the

acquanitancc of a friend of yours .d a dance Mr-<.

Odhnn ^':.^chelles ;;ave— a sul who went out f>n

the same steamer as you, at least so she said. She

told mc she had seen you as they called at Nagasaki

on their way home, and 1 little expected to find

you turning up in London."

Somcrvillc seated himself in one of the two deep

easy-rhairs which stood one on either side of the

open hearth, and stretched out !iis limh^ to the

blaze. Before replying he gazed for a moment or

two at the blue, red, and green flames that played

hide and seek amongst the logs of ship's timber^

which Jefferson always used because they burned

with these same beautifully-coloured flames.

At last he said slowly," I was in japan, old fellow,

two months or so ago. And now I am here."

" Precisely," exclaimed Jefferson, with a laugh
;

" but what lia:> so suddenly brought you back from

tlie land of the Chrysanthcmun-, the _ilcisha, and the

niiisniucf 1 thought you wrote me from Nagasaki

soon after you arrived and spoke of spending a year

at least out there."

!
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"Sn I (h'\;- .idmiltr.l Somcrvillc, with ,i f,,icc of
••iiiharrasMuent, "Init ci.cum^t.inccs have occuricd
which have .iltcred inv pl.m^."

"Whi.h hcMiiM intcipicUd/'icniarkc.l hi. listener,
" nUMMs ,1 uolti.lll."

SoiiKi villc sn„h.,l aivl ,ai(l, "
I ^ce, jcffer.on, that

\'mr h.lirf ,,1 woman as the hr.t caibe ol niosi m-
txplicahlc thill,--, IS siiil iinsh ikni."

" It Is made yei more Imn," rcplud the other,

I'l'i.Uliinfi, "Miicc It has been my late to pamt sci

m.my of them."

"Well, you're ri-hf," rejoined Somervillc. And
then he told somethin;^ of those past inunths m
Xa;4asaki and of Mio-San.

The two men sat over tlie hre, the one listenm;;
and the other teilin-,^ a story wliich caused the
hstener every now and a;^ain to ncxl liis head as
thou-h some pet idea of li-s own \va- receivm;^
conlirmation or he could have foreseen the end o'f

thin^^s.

When Somervillc ;:,'ot to a point i-^ h (ory wii: -e

the -ulf hrst l)c^an to widen between him and Mio-
San Jelferson ejaculated, " I>oor httle woman ! poor
httle woman!" once or twice, but otherwise he
made no audible comment till his friend had
finished.

Then he said slou ly, "
I understand. And, Somcr-

ville, much as 1 piiy tiie poor little woman, you
were right to come away. Perhaps the unco' good
might dissent from this opinion of mine. What
autitcis ? But you had run up against one of God
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Almi;;lity's problems, llic r.ici.i! one, which mortal

men l.ke <«urselvc;> only ^ct broken in attcmpliiiL;

to ->()lvc."

"I'm not lire I did ii'^lit," rcjoinrfi Somcrvill<\

.ittcr a paii-'C-. "
1 wi-'i I were. But I know that

,111 indescribable lon;;in,ti f'»r niv nwn land, and for

.1 woman or a liiend who could iiiuKistand me,

( Miild comprehend my aim-, possessed me, .iiid I

h.ul to come. i'>nt n..w, old fellow, I am m .w^

nii/^.i^^c ont ot which I cannot see my w.iy, and

that\ why 1 iiavc taken you at your word antl

eome here."

A -bidden idea seemed to strike JefleiMii as

SomcrviUe tmi-,hed spe ikin;^, for he said, " Is there

another woman ? And is she in England ?"

Somervillc tlushed, and for a moment he did not

reply. And then he said, " Vcs, to both cpiestions."

jeftcrscj. tiiouj^ht ;i moment, and then he said,

"Ah! but what about the Japanese ^\r\ 1

"

It was not that under ordinary circumstances he

would have regarded Somcrville's entanglement any

mure seriously than M'.iv'enzie or V"moto had done,

but the appearance before the Consul at once lent

a solemnity to the .litair which put it on rather .i

different plane.

Somerviile said nothing in reply to his friends

last question, and so the latter continued—

"You were always a kind-hearted chap," he re-

marked, "and you are possibly about to pay the

penalty for soniethmg which you yourself have

told me ail your friends out iiiere regaidcd as

1
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pure QuixotiMn. 1 had an idea," he xvcM on after
asli-hf pause, "(Iiat you could divorce a Japanese
woman pretty caMly. Is that so ?

"

Somcrville smiled rather grimly, and rephed,
"For ahn )^t anytliin;,'. She ha. only .qot (o talk
too much, to estran-e her husband's friends by
her jealousy or backbitm-, or "-and he lau;,'hed
hai.hly—"not to cook properly. But Mio-San
did none of these thni-., and ui addition there is

no douM that our.> was a le-al marria-e. At least,
I don't think there is any. And now "

He paused. And Jellerson struck in, "The chains
liavc commenced to -all. Poor old chap! We
must think it out. liut once more, who is .lie ?

"

Somerville did not answer immediately. He was
thinkm,:^ if it were worth while to introduce Violet
Desborou-h's name into the affair, at least as yet.
However, he decided to tell Jefferson. It was^'i
poor compliment to liim as an Jd chum not to
be perfectly frank.

"It is Mis> Desborou-li," he said quietly, but with
a shade deeper colour in his cheeks.

"Miss Dcsborouc^h
! The girl I n 't the other

nii;lit. I am not altogether surprised."
" Wliy ?

"

"BecauK^ mv friend, I thought she showed an
uncommon amount of interest in you and your
doin,';s. That is all."

Somerville looked embarrassed.
"But," continued Jefferson thoughtfullv, "I don't

or gui i biiould attempt to
-he'^ i.
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approach until some of this tani^lc witli the woman
out in Nagasaki is unravelled. I may he mistaken,

hut I don't think it."

" But if there is no way out ? " asked Somerville

bitterly.

"Then," was the reply, "there are two things to

do. Forget her and return or not to the other

woman as you may decide, or make a clean breast

of it to Miss Desborough and take vour chance

There was something about her face and eyes,"

the speaker went on, '"which I fancy indicates

that she would probably understand the tangle

you are in and sympathise with you. But I do

not think she would listen to you until by some

effectual and right means this Gordian knot is

unloosed."

Somerville knew that his friend's estimate of

Violet Desborough's character was a right one.

Once before she had refused to listen to him

because she thought he did not really love her

;

now he felt she would refuse because of the claims

of the other woman.

"Does Mio-San believe you will go back? "Jef-

ferson asked suddenly, after a longish silence, broken

only by the noise of cinders falling on to the tiled

hearth.

"1 don't know," replied Somerville. "I think

not. You see," he went on, " the native girls are

used to temporary alliances with foreign settlers

which last a few montlis—a year or two at most—
and no one but myself," he said bitterly, "thought

20
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the marria|:^e before t .e Consul at all necessary.

It seemed to nic tin- s'raii^ht thinq to do, and I di 1

it. I needn't 540 into my reasons, Hut tor one

thing, at that tunc I did not care in that way tor

Miss De^-.borough. I even had a vague idea that I

might settle out there for years. There was so

much to paint. Ah ! old chap, you can have no

idea how much. You, with your swell sitters

—

duchesses and nobodies who want to be immor-

talised in paint and canvas—know nothing of the

f.iscinating, exquisite beauty of scene and atmo-

sphere, flower and life out there. And then," as

he paused a fraction of a minute ere going on, " 1

did not realise the gulf that lay between Mio-San

and m'j in thought, mind, and speech. There was

not even the camaraderie of Bohemia possible

between us to m.ike up for the loss of other things.

Perhaps you'll think me a brute, but in three

months I had be )me indifferent to her other than

as some beautiful object that I liked to use in my
pictures. And she knew it ; and then the barrier

grew fast and higher notwithstanding her poor,

piteous efforts to pull it down. I have been hurt

by it. But somehow I am not the temperament to

make the best of a bad business, and I am back.

Other men nearer home than Japan," he continued,

as though seeking to excuse himself, "have made

ghastly messes of marriage with women of their

own race. 1 have made a mistake which cuts into

the bop^ and marrow."

"There will come a way out," said Jefferson,
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rising, hut his voice was not as reassuring as his

words. "I'm glad you've turned up here iuNtead

of mo ng in some infcrna! hotel. I hate hotels

to live m ; one always seems to meet the wrong
sort of people in them. But you had better have a

look at your room. It's not as big as the studio in

the Rue de Madame, but there is space enough for

a bachelor, if you bring a few of your things in here

and put them in the cupboard."

As Somerville was dressing for dinner he thought
over what his friend Jefferson lud said. It was
much what he expected, but all the same he con-
fessed to liimself a feeling of disappointment. After

his arrival in London he had thought of Rodney
Jefferson as one who might, nay, even possibly

would, have been able to suggest some solution

which had failed to present itself to his own mi id.

And now he had found the ditttculty of the circum-
stances had not seemed any less to his friend than
to himself. One thing, he had been confirmed in

his opinion of Violet Desbo-ough's attitude towards
such an affair, and he recognised that though he
had been made so sure of her love for him when
lie saw her on the Empress of China, so long as Mio-
San was alive, or at least so long as his marriage
held good, Violet Desborough was placed out of his

reach by the sentiment which was sure to possess

her.

Then his thoughts travelled away across the sea

'-' •••} '< '•. ivUiiai_i-^va jiw.v ;i v.a-j ijiai tic

could regard her with such indifference without the

j

if

I 1
i
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feelinj; bein^ in the least tinged with active disHke.

He even pitied her with sincerity, for he '^ 'ieved

tliat she still loved lum whatever chan.L, ^ own

feeling towarc.s her had undergone. Yuaiot(,) liad

told liim over and over agam that she would forget,

that she would even after a little while marry some

one of her own race. Time would prove—tune that

would hang heavily upon his hands ; but he thought

Mio-San's love wai> unhappily of a more endurmg

^rirt than Yumoto argued.

Then the thought of the child came suddenly into

his mind, and he wondered vaguely if he would hear

o: its birth, and whether it would be yet another

link in tlie chain of circumstance which would

perhaps for ever separate him from the woman he

loved.

Then a vision of Violet Desborough presented

itself to his mind as he had seen her leaning over

the side of the mailboat waving him adieux as his

sampan made for the shore, and he set his teeth at

tlie thought that his marriage witli i\Iio-San should

have placed so impassable a barrier between them.

He knew that had he asked her again to marry him

as they stood upon the deck of the Empress of China

m Nagasaki harbour her answer would have been

" Yes." Now that he liad travelled half across the

world to be near her his lips were sealed. Even if

he met her it would be but to chafe the more at the

chains which bound him.

He realised to tlie full now that he vvas to pay the

piice—which so often had to be paid—foi an act of
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ill-considered Quixoticism, and there grew in hnii ,i

silent rage against Fate.

Jefferson aid his best during the evening tn en-

liven his guest, but succeeded ill, tor at the back of

all the talk about Art and Jefferson's work lay for

Somerville the gnawing pam of regret and disillu-

sionment.

At length he said wearily, " I'm not much com-

pany, old chap, to-night, and 1 think, if you don't

mind, I'll turn m. It will be a treat to have a shore

bed again—the first real bed I've slept in for more

than twelve months. Good-night."

" Good-night," replied Jefferson, shaking hands.

" If there's anything more you want, ring the bell

and Aston will come. He's a capital chap, and

never minds what time he gets routed out. Sleep

well. Perhaps the tangle won't turn out so bad

after all. Have another cigar ? There's no one to

object to smoking all over the place here, though

I generally try to get the scent of tobacco out

of the studio a bit when any one is giving me

a sitting."

When Somerville had gone Rodney Jefferson sat

down, and, drawing his chair close to the fire,

started thinking. To him it seemed a hard thing

that this marriage of his friend to a native woman

should stand in the way of his wooing the woman
he loved and the woman wlio it was evident loved

him.

" f-'oor ok! cb.an !
" lie eiaculatcd. " I know liim of^».,^, . .. ^^.-. ^., - ... . ...

old. He did it for the best as it appeared to him for
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the momen:, and now he has got to pay. Some
women," he mused, "might take him as he is, native

wife and all ; but Miss Desborough, if I know any-
thing of her type, is not built that way. And so

Well, there is no way out that I can see."
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CHAFTLR XX

FLOWIiR OF THE SPRING—THE WOOING OF YOSHIDA

—KATAKURI SAN STRIKES A BLOW — YLMOTO

TELLS THE TRUTH

HE plum blosboms were bhed-

ding their fragrance in the

garden of Okada, the father of

Mio-San, at Ureshino, when

her child was born—a tiny

thing which had strange bkie

eyes of the West and a bkin

bcveral tints lighter than the

amber-hued one of the mother

who bore her. As Mio-San

saw the eyes of her babe a n.vv hope awakened in

her heart, wliich had been so nea\7 since the going

of her lord, a desire that he might see the little

Flower of the Spring which nestled so closely

to her.

In the warm sunshine of the portion of the garden

wW'.ch immediately surrounded her father's house

Mio-San and her baby sat day by day till the plum-

1^
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trees had shrd the Ia:.t Iin;;erin.c^ shower of their

nacrc-tinted petals on to the red earth beneath them,
;ul those who loved flowers and the ^'arden were
now lookin;:; for the pink glories of the cherrv.

Yet no message or word came from Yumoto m
Nagasaki nor from Somervillc across the sea.

Alter the first flush of joy at motherhood iMio-San
had learned that even the Iniy being wlio rolled in

the sunshine upon the mat that Kusatsu San had,
with grandmotherly care, spre.id for her, could not

stand m the place of him who had gone. Once or

twice there came a strange stirring in her heart, and
she took little Flower of tlie Spring in her arms and
trudged along the path tow.irds the hill that gave
her a clear view for some distance along the road
leading back to Nagasaki—why she scarcely knew !

liut hope died li.ird now tliat it had been born
again.

So passed the months until the cherry-trees in

their turn had in the soft air of nights spread a
pmk carpet on the earth, and Okada had begun to

think in the back of his mind that soon it would be
time to see whether Yoshida of the tea-house by the

singing river would not be prepared to wed Alio-

San. In Okada's mind the marriage with the
foreigner was as nothing, and he knew that Yoshida
was wishful to add to the te.i-house he owned, and
Mio-San had yet many yen left of the sum she had
brought with lier from Nagasaki.

So it happened that Yoshida n^cd to comr -n the

intervals of business along the road to the garden,
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and made it clear that he wa-. willing to wed Mio-

San because iA the yen helon,!;ing U) her. Okada

had told his wife what he wished, and it never

entered her mind that his desires could be gainsaid.

It was on a beautiful June evening that Mio-San

first fully realised what was expected of her. Okada,

who always treated her with more kindness than

falls to the lot of most girls at the hands of their

fathers, said to her when Yoshida had gone back to

his tea-house, " Yoshida is an excellent and pros-

perous man, his tea-house is known far and near.

Even geisha from Nagasaki will come to it for him,

and he is making much money, my daughter. And

he even deigns to wish to marry you."

Mio-San turned very pale. In her folly of hope

and in her love for her baby there had been never a

thought of Yoshida's meaning or of the possible

reason of his many visits. How could there be

when she was still her luiu's?

But Mio-San had been taught the precepts of

"Onna Daigaku," and she could not openly venture

to disobey her father, so she said, "O my august

father, let there be yet a little while before you ask

me to listen lo Yoshida who so honourably deigns

to desire me as his wife. Perhaps my foreign

husband may return, and he is rich, and he

would be greatly angered were he to find me

liviiiLl as the wife of another. And then," con-

tinned Mio-San, knowing her father's love of

i ii vJi icy
J

lliVj C4^4 i I i w *•. i'. ~ ii\. i\i t'^ I » ' ' • • ^" " 1 ' '

"C3

man, " my child ' ')uld be poor instead of wealthy,
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for my ScMiurvillL' San had more money than a

Chinaman could count in many hours, and the

lin;;ers and mnids of CInnamcn arc quick and
clever at countnij^ mcjney."

Okada paused wlien Mio-San had done speaking.

There was something of common sense m what she

'-aid, and (for he did not know how long the;o;t;s^;j

took crossing the sea) there Jiad hen scarcely time

for "the august foreigner" with whom his daughter

had lived to yet return. At l.ist he said, "Very
good, my daughter ; we will wait a moon or two
and see whether O Somerville San will return to

you. If he be as rich as you say and as Moshin
San told me, he would he welcome."

After tins Yoshida came far Ic^s frequently to

Okada's, and Mio-San dreamed her dream of hope.

Away in Nagasaki Yimioto sometimes wondered
what had become of her, and whether she liad ful-

filled his prophecy that she would forget Somerville

and perhaps marry again. Hoshin had given liim

the address of her father in Ureshino when he

called to inquire for her shortly after she had been

taken away by Okada, but Yumoto had neither

the curio-'iiy nor the inclination to write or make
further inquiries—at least not unless it was ni

furtherarice of Somerville'.-, wishes.

About the end of June he liad received another

communication from the latter telling him that he

had settled in London for a tune v.ilh a friend after

paying a fiyinfj visit to Paris, but savin? n.othin.i' of

Miss Desborough, at which Yumoto smiled. He
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it once jumped to the conclusion th.it SoiiUTVille

w.is iibout to mnrry her, but fhd not \\\A\ the

fict known le^t any rumour should re.ich Miss

De5borou,:4h's ears concerning Mio-San.

"My friend, Somerville San," remarked Vumoto

to himself, as he sat in his office thmkui;; over the

situation, " is wiser than he once was. Perhaps I

was able to show Inm how foolish he had been to

marry <i iiiiiiuiiu' because she pleased lum."

When he met McKenzie, as he still frequently

did at Hanazono Restaurant at tiffin, he mentioned

the fact of his suspicions to lum.

"
I think you are wron^," said McKeni-e.

" Somerville's a queer sort (jf chap, and I don't

fancy hia conscience or morals, or whatever you

like to call it, would let hiin marry until he heard

so!nethin;4 about Mio-San which miLjht free him."

liut all the same, he told Kalakuri San as they

were at dinner that ni^ht what Yumoto had said.

Into Katakuri San's eyes there came a str.'in'e

li^ht as she listened, for she had neither forgotten

nor forgiven Mio-San.

" O Yumoto San," she said, after a pause that

was so lengthy that McKen/ie glanced up at her

tace, "is surely right. Why should our honourable

ICnglishman friend not marry the woman of iiis

own race you told me he loved ? Mio-San !

What (jf her?" she continued contemptuously.

" He will have forgotten her before the jokiscn

,< K-.lf-w i\r o c rr .-c lli*^ TiTirl f* c f

»

^

McKenzie did not reply. He was wondering

f 1
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va^-uclv what h. wr.uM dn ,f cvor he were- ^vcaItl,^

;"""-'' ^" '!"" <''^' I'«rcchun Work, and rcfurr

Whilst she was spc.ikm- an idea was rcsolvinn
'^elf n, KM,kun San's m.nd. To-uonow sh'v
would soc whether her enemy xvere entirely
beyoiul her reach. She chd n.,t ,n the least care
whether iMcKenz.e th..„;^ht ViMnoto n^ht or wron"
She was only glad that he had told her Ynmoul^s
news,

Xext morning, when Mck'cnzie had left home for
the Works, Katakuri San sat down to write. In her
•nean hltle heart was a glow of intense satisfaction
as she took out her bronze v../rt/., which happened
t-' luve been a parting gift -vhen Somerville left
then,, and after grindmg ^p some ink took her
hnely-po.nted brush m hand and commenced to
trace the characters upon the paper. Writing was
a somewhat laborious task, as a rule, to her, but
to-day she was filled with gratitude that, ne-^lectcd
as her education had been, she had at all "events
learned t(j write.

When she had finished she folded the letter
lengthwise and placed it in a rose-coloured en-
velope and addressed it, then placing it in the
sleeve-pocket of her kunono, she selected a piper
umbrella from several standing in the corner of
the room and set off through the garden down
into the town. She would not trust San-to w.lh
the posting of the precious letter, who. fo f.-n iu^
truth, she suspected of being in' nowise' am'iably
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disposed towards herself, though willing to sltvc

Irt for the j^ood w,i,i;fs McKcii/u' j' -d her. It

\v,is very hot, and us Kat.ikuri Sin w.is not fond

(t \valkin<4, San-to, wlio watclied her (hsappear

cbiwii the ;^arden path and out into the road,

iletided tliat lier niistrc^^ \va^ not bound upon

any good work.

When she had posted Iier missive Katakuri San

cH'.nbed the hill aj^ain, and spent the rest of tlie

morning ere McKenzie returned for titVin imagining

tlie effect of the blow she had dealt poor little ^:'io-

San, her only regret being that she was unable,

owmg to the distance Ureshino wai from Nagasaki,

to go over m a day or two to enjoy the sight of the

wound she knew she would have inflicted.

In the afternoon of the next day as Mio-San was

siiung on the verandah of the house playing with

Flower of the Spring licr father came up from the

lower part of the garden with a letter in his liand.

" For you, my daughter, it has arrived," he

exclaimed, handing it to her with curiosity written

large upon his face. " Perhaps from your august

foreign husband it is ? " he added interrogatively.

But Mio-San, who had examined the post-mark,

only shook her head sorrowfully. " Xo, my honour-

able father," she replied, " from some one in Naga-

saki it is."

And then when he had gone away back to his

work in the garden she opened the envelope.

iVi^ibiiv kii I Oi^ii Zj ".'. i * li i Iw ***. *ir^ li'vvi*'^'
r:( ih^ K; md

i 't

at hrst Mio-San was unable to read it clearly. At
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lasi. however, she read out slowly, whilst her child

rolkcl on the matting in the sunshine at her feet, the
words which her enemy had so exultinj^ly penned.
They were not many.

"Nagasaki, J;<);f, 19—.

"O, Mio-San, most miserable of women," it

began, " no more, as I told thee, ever wise one, on
the ctigawa of thy house now deserted and empty
of you and liim, wil! O Somerville San, thy august
husband, who, tiring of your despicable self, left you,
rejoice your eyes. He departed across the wide sea

to obtain his desire of the white woman who used
to write him loving letters. And now he lives with
her, and gives to her the caresses which you, foolish

one, thought would be always yours. This I have
heard from Yumoto San, to whom your foreign

husband has written. Farewell, O deluded girl.

He was in truth never yours or he would have
returned."

As Mio-San read the cruel words a mist gathered
before her eyes. All the hope, which since the birth

of her child had gradually revived in her heart that

Somerville would return, died suddenly. The letter

fell on the floor of the verandah near the babe kick-

ing and rolling in the sunshine, and then a puff of

wind . -hich came round the corner of the house from
the river blew it away like the other letter of Katakuri

San, and whirled it upward like a dead leaf in the

air. But Mio-San did not cry out in her agony. It

was a dumb pain that possessed her, and gradually,
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as she sank down on the matting beside her child

and buried her face, down which the tears were

(alhng, in its tiny body, th.e idea formulated itself in

her mind that she must go back to Nagasaki, must

^ee Yumoto San herself, and find out from him

whether the words Katakuri San had written wi;re

true or as false as she knew her heart to be.

If it were true, she would never see her lord's eyes

fall upon their child, never see the glad surprise that

she had so often pictured in her imagination steal

over his face at the sight of Flower of the Spring's

beauty, never know that if he had ceased to love her

he loved the tiny mortal which was theirs.

Then a dull calm possessed her like the lull of

heavy silence when a storm has worn itself out, and

a little later when Yoshida came she listened to him

without clearly shown dislike—for she was too

stunned to care now that the fair flower of hope had

withered in her heart once more—and he thought,

poor fool, that she had commenced to realise the

honour he proposed to do her by wedding her.

She only told her mother that she had had news

which compelled her to go on the morrow to Naga-

saki to see O Yumoto Gan.

" Perhaps your honourable foreign husband may

have sent you more money ? " queried Kusatsu San.

" Perhaps, O honourable parent, he may," was

Mio-San's vague response.

Early next morning a jinrikisha came to the gate

of Okada's garden with two sturdy kiirmuaya to

draw it, and Mio-San departed for Nagasaki
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Through the heat of a long chiy they toiled over

the dust-^lad road which stretched like a dun-

coloured ribbon past rice-fields and scattered houses.

And as the tired runners reached the crest of Ihe hill

above the town, ere descending through the woods

bv the steep zigzag road, the sun was sinking,

rapidly bathing the exquisite harbour in a flood

of softened golden light, and turning the summits

of the higher hills on the eastern side of it a ruddy

yellow. As her jinrikisha descended the hillside,

and by narrow streets and byways reached the

wider thoroughfares and at last came out upon

the Bund, Mio-San was seized by a flood of tender

and sad memories, which was succeeded by a terrible

anxiety.

All day along the dusty road and past fields

in which the rice was being planted only one

thought seemed to possess her—"What should

she hear from Yumoto San ? What would she

learn of her departed lord ? " And now as the

kiiriimaya at their journey's end quickened their

pace, which had lagged somewhat during the last

few miles, she was seized with a terrible apprehen-

sion, and would have for a moment or two turned

back had such a thing been possible.

Yumoto was about to leave his off^e. for the day

when the jinrikisha drew up outside and Mio-San,

assisted by one of the kiiminaya, alighted.

As she entered the office her limbs, cramped by

long sitting, felt as though they would give way

beneath her, but she pushed open the door and

went in.
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Yumoto was giving some last instructions to his

Chinese clerk, and for a moment he did not glance

up. When he did so a look of utter astonishment

overspread his face.

"O Mio-San !" he ejaculated.

" You a.-e right, most august friend," replied Mio-
San. " I have come far to see you and speak with

you. I fear I find you honourably engaged with

your business. Is it so?"
Yumoto, who had not taken his eyes off the tired,

travel-stained, little figure, felt a great pity creep into

his lieart, whilst speculating why she had come.
Whispering a few words to the clerk at his side, he
said, " Mio-San, you have come to speak with me.
Please come into my inconvenient office. I hope
nothing is ill with your honourable health ?"

Then, without waiting for any reply to his

questions, he stepped to the door leading upstairs

to his office overlooking the harbour, and iMio-San

followed him.

When they v/ere seated in the twilight of the

loom, the garish posters on the walls of which
looked less insistent than any one could have
supposed possible who had ever seen them in sun-
light, he looked fixedly at his visitor for a moment
or two, and then he said, "Now, most honourable
lady, what is it your journey has made you come to

^ay to me ?
"

Mio-San gazed at him as he sat in his office arm-
chair slightly away from the fading light which came
iii ihrougli the vviuUow, and then she said slowly,

21
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<. Yesterday, just before sunset, a letter came to me

f.om O Katakur. San wh.ch told me that my honour-

able lord, who had gone from me across the sea, had

forgotten me, and that a woman of h.s own race

o;edh,m,anditissnetowhumhespeaksswc

.vords. and who now hves n. the py of .s . g^.
.

-xnd whose heart throbs at h.s caresses. 1
s from

vou, O Vumoto San, that O Katakuri San told me m

her letter the news had come."

She paused a moment to stifle her anguish, and to

,ttempt to control the heavy beating of her anxious

itrt, whose pulsations stirred the folds of her

kimono across her breast.

Yumoto allowed his eyes to fall upon a letter

which lay upon the table in front of him and tried

o think over the situation rapidly ere replying.

"

Seein- he was silent Mio-San, after a pause, went

on - O^Yumoto San, friend of my august husband,

tell me if this saying of Katakuri San's is true or

f-Use
' " And then, as though unwilling after all to

hear 'the truth she asked for, she cried out bitterly.

.' Do not say that my eyes shall never more see

hnn, that he shall never hold in his strong arms he

bab^ who has his eyes, blue as the ^^y at hig

summer. 1 have waited for his return, which yo

told me would be, for weary months; and even

now Okada, my father, who does not believe in my

august lord, is seeking to give me to ^oshida, tl e

keeper of the chaya beside the singing waters. But

I bU said to h.m many time., 'What if my lord

return ? ' What have you to say to me, O \ umui.
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San ? Does Katakuri San lie or not ? Answer nic

in pity quickly."

All the while she had been -peaking through

Yumoto's alert mind h.id flitted many thoughts.

At first he had had it in his heart to once more

deceive her by saying that Somerville would return,

after many moons perhaps, but still return. But

the mention by her of Yoshida and her father's

desire that she should marry again suggested a

different course of action to his mind. Why should

she not marry again ? It would cut the Gordian

knot which bound his too punctilious friend to her.

She would grieve for a little while, a moon or two,

and then she would forget, and Yoshida would take

licr a bride. Women were all the same—thty

cried a little about the lover gone till the lover come

dried their tears for them, and—then they forgcjt.

At least so Yumoto thought as he sat opposite Mio-

San and watched her anxious little face, down which

tears fell that sparkled as the fading light from the

window caught them. It was very easy for him,

then, to make up his mind that he was doing a kind

act to Somerville, and was not injuring Mio-San.

Of course the former would never return, he

reasoned, whether she remained faithful to his

memory or not. Therefore it would be better for

her to marry Yoshida.

At last he broke the silence, which seemed to Mro-

San, waiting for his reply, to envelope and almost to

crush her.

" Alas !
" he began, " Katakuri San docs not lie.

J I
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It H tnic that O Somcrville S.m's business across

the wide sea docs not permit of his return as he

thought. And • He paused a moment, half-

hesitant to strike ihe piteous l.ttle figure before

him the final blow. But Yumoto dealt m tea and

not sentiment, so he cleared his throat and went

on " And O Somcrville San has found that he mu>t
ft

marrv a woman of his own race.

In'thc silence of the dingy office, which seemed

s(. little in keeping with tragedy, there rang out a

-real wailing cry, and Mio-San rose, with her arms

^from off which the sleeves of her kimono slipped

back, leaving them bare and almost phantom-like in

the gloom-slretch^d out in front of her as though

she were blind.

" O, my beloved, august one," she cried, " that 1

am no more for ever to let my eyes feast upon thy

face. ..."
, . ,

Yumoto caught her, thinking she was about to

fall, but she almost pushed him aside. Then her

weariness, which was now almost like that of death,

overcame her, and she leaned upon him.

''To Hoshin's. Take me to O Haru San," she

murmured. "There is no light. 1 cannot see.

Take me to Hoshin's."

When Yumoto left her, after he had told Haru

San something of what had happened, he wondered

whether after all he had done right. But he re-

membered that Somerville's embarrassment would

be greatlv mitigated if he could but hear that Mio

San had re-married. And Yumoto was an imagina-
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tive being, and therefore only saw clearly ahead that

Mio-San and Yoshida would ere long become man

and wife. Then, as he took out his case and lit a

cheroot, lie remembered that on the day he cabled

Somervillc's news of her wedding of the proprietor

of the chaya five hundred excellent cigars would be

us good as his. Somerville was a generous fellow,

and would surr.ly not forget his promise.

These thoughts enabled Yumoto to eat an ex-

cellent meal at Hana/.ono Restaurant untroubled

by pricks of conscience ; for, after all, he had

reasoned, he had only anticipated Somervillc's

marriage to Miss Desborough. Perhaps he might

have even got rid of his too punctilious ideas, and

have married her already.

As he drank his sake and watched the geisha

dancing, the memory of the recent scene with Mio-

San in his office was pleasantly obliterated. Women,

he thought, were wonderfully fascinating so long as

one did not take them too seriously.

, I



CHAPTER XXI

Tin: LON OFF WOMAN—DEbTlNY UK WHAT i

WEEK had pns^ed since Mio-

San's visit to Nagasaki, and

Okada, her father, was think-

ing of the time when his desire

that Mio-San should become

the wife of Yoshida might be

accomphshed. Her mother had

grieved with her in an un-

comprehending way, and had

done her best to again persuade

her husband to postpone the

nr-ii riac^c. Hut Yoshida, who was no longer young,

was impatient, and even spoke of wedding the

daughter of a potter if Mio-San remained longer

obdurate.

One evening the latter overheard Yo<hida and

her lather m conveisalion, and ;is ilicy parteu tiie

latter said, " Mo-^t honourable Yoshida, your desire

310
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to wed my despicable daughter shall come to pass

at the new moon. She can no longer desire to

disobey her father. Prepare thy magnificent house

for my miserable child. She shall truly be yours at

the new moon."

All night long these words seemed to throb in

Mio-San's brain, sleeping or waking. She knew

that her fate was decided. But she would make

one more effort to escape such a fate. She clung

in the darkness to the baby, slumbering peacefully

on the little fiitoii at her side, with a passionate

grasp. In this frail form for the moment was re-

incarnated the father who would never return.

Then info her mind came the complete idea of her

escape from the bondage of marriage with Yoshida,

and thinking of it she fell asleep just as the dawn

was breaking over the distant hills.

In the room which had been allotted to her in

consequence of the money she had brought and the

august position she had held as the wife of Somer-

ville was the tiny shrine which had stood in her

bedchamber in her home on the Nagasaki hillside.

Into this shrine at noon on the day following she

placed two iliai (memorial tablets), with their kaimyo

in letters of red and gold. This was the outward

sign that she had determined to remain faithful to

the memory of him who, so far as she was con-

cerned, might well have been dead and laid to rest

in the cemetery near the temple, beneatli the

spreading pines and cryptomcrias, amid the grey,

lichen-stained memorials of forgotten dead, llien,

i
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as the afternoon sunstrc.imcdin through tlic opened

slioji, and whilst her baby slumbered peacefully

upon the /iitou in the corner of the room, she knelt

before the shrine and prayed.

In the garden out'^ide, the flowers of which

bloomed, refreshed by the rain of the night before

—for it was the " dew month " of the season of rice

planting—the cicadre kept up tlieir insistent noise,

and from a distance came the w^ter-music of the

river swollen by rain. But Mio-San, kneeling

before the batsnma, in which stood the jhai of the

lost one and slie hersc , heard neither. In her

heart was tlie overwhelming sense of desolation,

desertion, and despair.

At last the prayers, which she murmured so softly

over and over again that her whispering voice

sounded like that of the gentle autumn breeze amid

the higher branches of the pines, ceased. Beside

her on the matting lay a shining object whose

blades every now and again caught the sunbeams

which fell upon them when the lingering wistaria

blossom hanging in long pendants from the eaves of

the verandah were swung aside by the wind. At

last one more cry was sent up from Mio-San's

grief-stricken heart to the impassive figure of the

Buddha within the shrine.

Then she slowly, and with hands that trembled

with piteous half-reluctance, removed the pins,

many of which had been Somerville's gifts, from

her beaiitifully arranged hair, v/hich soon fell in

dark, blue-black masses about her shoulders almost
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to her wnist. It was this that she would have laid

with scarcely a regret, alth()ii;;h it was her ;^lory,

I
;

vii Somerville's knees in the coi'tin had he died;

Init to make this rich ofle: ing ol her undying love

tor him in that way had been denied her. Now

there was no such sacrihce possible save to the

mi^'Tiory of him.

Mio-San paused for a moment when about to

take up the scissors off the floor beside her, and,

taking a long coil of the glossy tresses in her

hands, she drew it across her shoulders and

covered it with kisses. That one silent act was

the only sign of regret she permitted herself. Then,

taking the keen-edged scissors in her hand, she cut

each tress from her head until the last was severed,

and the whole of her beautiful hair lay on the white

matting in a heap. As the last coil fell under the

shears a deep, heartrending sob broke from her,

and her eyes filled with tears.

The baby on the futon, awakened by the noise,

regarded her with blue, wonder-filled eyes, but Mio-

San heeded it not. She gathered the hair up and

plaited it roughly until it formed one thick, short

rope, and then she rose to her feet and laid the

whole glossy offering, emblem of her youth and

beauty, within the bittsiiUan round the base of

Somerville's iJiai.

Once more she knelt again in prayer, and it was

thus—shorn of her beautiful hair, which she would

never permit to grow again—that her mother found

her.

*.



:!U A JAPANESE ROMANCE

With an txcl.imation of horror and astonislimcnt

Kusatsu San ran to her claiij;htcr's side.

" What lia-.t thou done, O most miserable j^irl ?"

^-he cried. " What is it I see ? You with no lon;^er

hair upon your head. Speak ; what is the mcanm^

of It
?'

Mio-San turned round, and, facini^ the speaker,

rephed, " O my honourable all-wise mother, cannot

you understand ? I am a widow, Init it lias not

been permitted me by the j^ods to l.iy my h.iir upon

the knees of my auLjust husband as I mi^ht have

done had he died and been buried amid the jLjraves

of our ancestors, so I 1t."c hiid my olferin;^ of un-

dying love before the iluii which 1 have placed witli

that of myself within the butsmlan. It is iselcss for

Yoshida to hope now that I will marry him."

" O my dauj;hter," said Kusatsu San brokenly,

" what is it that your august father will say ? How

will you face his anger at what he will look upon as

a foolish act ? For O Somerville San is not dead-

otherwise your sacrifice might be honourable and

meet. Yoshida is a wealthy man," continued the

speaker, for often had Okada impressed this fact

upon her when she pleaded that Mio-San should be

not yet forced into a marriage she dreaded, " and

you would have much honour as his wife. And has

he not said that you may take the child with you in

his august and wonderful condescension ? Why
should you refuse to wed so gracious and wealthy

'\ husband whose house is nrosperons. anrl whose

land IS much in extent ? Now," Kusatsu San
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rambled on in her fear of Okad.i's wratli, " maybe

Yoshida the rich and j:;cner()us will not look upon

you with favour until the hair which you have

so untlnnkiii^ly cut from your head again grows

long as before. Miserable girl, what have you to

say " "

>iio-San did not reply for a few moments to her

mother's upbraiding words. S!ie knew that though

her mother loved her there wa- no compreliension

possible to her narrow mind ot love for the memory

of Somervillc San such as she felt. Kusatsu San's

creed had ever been obedience to her husband and

to her eldest son. She had learned most of the

leaching contained in the pages of " Oima Daignku,"

and had known no other education. She could

scarcely write, and only read with difficulty. She

was of the last generation, whilst Mio-San was of

the more enlightened present.

" O august mother, who deigns thus to speak with

me, your unworthy and miserable daughter," Mio-

San said at length, " the hair which I have cut off is

meant for a sign of my perpetual widowhood. The

few poor hairs which remain will not meet with

favour in the eyes of O Yoshida San. Surely he

will now turn his august glance towards the face

Yusuri San, who is beautiful and young."

To Mio-San's mind her mother's suggestion that

Yoshida would, now that her beautiful hair had

been cut ofT, no longer desire her for his wife had

brought the only gleam of comfort which had come

to her for many days. If only bhe might be per-
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mittecl to dwell with her august parer ; mg her

baby until the gods should see fit to summon her to

tilt-' Land of Shadows !

Though Okada loved her with a somewhat unusual

affection seeing that she was i<ut a daughter, he

could scarcely control his anger when he learned

and uw what she had done. That night he went

to Yoshida, and whilst they sat on the verandah of

his house told h.im what Mio-San had done, and

asked liim if he still had any desire for her as his

wife.

Yoshida saw that Okada was hoping that he would

still be prepared to marry her, and so he said, " She

is less to be desired now than before" (but even

shorn oi her beautiful hair he knew that she was

prettier of form and face than Yusuri San, both of

whose eyes did not look at one at the same time),

" but you say, Okada San, that she has many yen

which the Englishman who had her to wife in

Nagasaki left her as consolation ? " Okada nodded

his head, and Yoshida continued, "And it may be

that you would for the sake of thy daughter's mar-

riage with me be willing to give some yen ?

"

Okada looked thoughtful, but he knew Yoshida

of old, and the possibility of his making such a

suggestion had been foreseen. However, he did

not speak for a moment or two, but sat looking

out across the river to where he could see the house

of Yusuri San's father and the mtisuiue herself

walking on the little balcony erected partly over

the river's brinl;, ^'o^i.ida's eyes also travelled m
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that direction, and Okada, noticing the fact, made

his decision.

" My unworthy daughter, O Yoshida San," he

remarked, "has of her own many yen, but if your

eyes still look upon her with favour a few more yen

(though I am not a rich man) shall be added to

them. What is it you say ?
"

Yoshida's heart was made glad, for he desired

Mio-San and the yen that she possessed. And as

for her hair, he thought she could for a time wear

false locks like some of the geisha he had seen on

his visits to Nagasaki. So he replied, " I will wed

your honourable daughter, O Okada San, but see

that she goes not out so that our neighbours and

the other women come to know that she has cut off

her hair and declared that she will marry no man.

But I am old i*" '-he is young, and 1 can wait not

much longer for ner. Is she to be mine at the new
moon ?

"

And after a pause Okada replied, " She shall be

yours."

Then Yoshida clapped liis hands together loudly

and a pretty miisumc brought the two men some of

the best whiskv sake, and they drank together on

the bargain. When they had finished Okada took

leave of Yoshida, and crossing the bridge over the

river, walked back along the road to his garden

with a feeling of satisfaction pervading his whole

being. For the whisky sake had been very good,

and Yoshida had been less exigent than he had
feared concerning his marriage with Mio-San.
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Next mornin;; the latter was told lier fate Okada

made it very clear to her, notwithstanding her pro-

testations that she could not marry Yo:.hida, that

when the silver sickle of a new moon appeared in

the ,.ky, she was to become the wife of Yoshida the

tL.a-house keeper.

The teaching of obedience, which for many cen-

turies had been almost the only instruction given to

the women of her class and race, sapped from her

the resistance she had, during many days and nights

since she returned to the house of her father, deter-

mined to make against re-marriage, and it was with

a leaden heart she betook herself to her own chamber

to think.

In her heart there was now nothing save a dull,

dumb feeling of despair, and into her mind for a

while nothing came—no clear thoughts—only the

one dominating idea which possessed it to the

exclusion of everything else. At the rising of the

new moon out of the sea Yoshida, the old Yoshida,

whose look wlun he gazed at her caused her a

sickening sense of repulsion, would possess her

—

would be to her what her augustly beautiful lord

had been. Though the sun shone brightly out in

the garden and scarcely a breath of fresh air stirred

the leaves or the fading blossoms of the wistaria

hanging below the eave^, she shivered with a

dreadful sense of icy chill, which even seemed

to strike into her throbbing heart itself. Tliere

was no way out save one.

At length, as she grew calmer and could think,
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an idea cominenccd to formulate itself, which long

ago had once or twice presented itself to her mind

when she and Somcrville had commenced to drift

apart after some unintentional, but none the Ic-s

hitter, instance of his neglect. Now, as she thought

of him, the same idea returned, and she was seized

with a terrible joy. Surely in the Land of Shadows,

where the beloved ghosts dwelt, there would be

peace for her, and if at times she too returned as

they, could she not go to him and, unseen perhaps,

look upon his face once more ? These beloved

ghosts could cross rivers and mountains, she had

heard many times, and could not the sea which

divided him and her be overpassed ?

Till long after noon she remained in her room

lost in thought, possessed with this one idea which

had presented itself to her sorrowing, despairing

mind.

Kusatsu San came and gazed upon hr^r, and even

spoke to her. But she made no reply beyond an

almost inarticulate plea to be left undisturbed.

Towards the afternoon her mother brought

Flower of Spring and laid her upon the fiilon in

the corner of the room, but by some strange process

of the working of Mio-San's mind she scarcely

noticed her child, who soon fell asleep; tired out

with the air and sunshine of the garden.

At last she rose and went across to it, and knelt

down over it till her throbbing brow touched iti

small, cool face.

.At the contact Flower of the Spring opened her
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bL eyes drowsily fcr :> brief -™-;';
"t,

''j,"

closed them again. And M,o-San '^» *^ -

eyes of Somerville Ind looked a. her once more.

Vike one in a dream she rose, and set off as she

had done many times before since she had eo-e

hack to Llrchmo both with her babe ^"d -thou^

her .along the ro.ad towards the nver f..r the b.>th

;:^:,ch s.: many other uomen would be t.ak.ng a,

that hour. ^, ,
.

When she crossed the bnd^e spann.nS the r.h-

.ng river the voice of the water seemed to be calhn^

the name of him she loved.

As she entered the long wooden shed wh.eh

enclosed the hot springs she heard a -oman sa>s

^- Look ! that IS Mio.San whom her foreign husband

1,1;. She IS to marry O Yosh.da San at the new

'"^ At'thc name of Yoshida Mio-San, who saw no

one clearly, and m whose ears was still the sound o

the name whispered by the water as
'^
/->-^

^^^^

the rocks beneath the bridge, shivered and pas d

along into the bath with a face so colourless that

even the men noticed it.

An hour later a woman hurried along the sunlii

road to Okada's garden as swiftly as her gcta would

permit. Her face was white and terrihed, ^nd it

vvas evident she had come from the baths m haste

for her attire was m di.array as though she had

scarcely stopped to dress.
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OkaJa was tending liis flowers at llic far end ot

the garden he loved ^o well. The ins-beds were

now in full bloom, and as the wcnnan approached

he \va^ contemplating their mauve and yellow love-

liness.

As she came along the sunlit path, on the flat

stones of which her .i^V/<z rang sharply, he looked up,

and called out in astonishment at her frightened

face, "What i> wrong?" without the usual polite

•reiiminarics, "O Ume San, what is wrong?"

Ume San paused a moment a-. >ii'^' reached hi-,

side, and then she >aid slowly and tearfully, for she

was one of Mio-San's old schoolfellows "Alas! ()

Okada San, weep, for thy daughter Mio-Saii is lead.

She came to the baths to cleanse herself but an hour

or so ago, and now she lies dead. The waters

swallowed her up, and Yo,>hida is robbed by them

of his intended wife."

Okada stood in the middle of the path near the

iris pond, in which the frogs were croaking mono-

tonouslv, as one stunned. For a moment or two the

idea of what L'me San had told him failed to

penetrate his dazed mind. Hut at last he spoke.

" You do not speak the truth, Ume San," he -aid.

" Mio-San cannot be dead. She was iiere well and

beautiful but a short hour or so gone. You are

mistaken."

But Ume San shook her head. " I am not mis-

taken," she replied. "Truly her august spirit ha-

departed on its journey to the Land of Shadow>.

She is dead."

22
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'okada wc.uUl st.ll fa>n not have believed her
;
but

.vlnl. hey stood there m the garden a httlepro-

tX. arnved at the gate, and w>th ^h-eepu^g o

women and amid the respeetful cuno.Uy of a t n>

: ::r;hat had gathered outs.le,M.o-San,sl,bu

J.th a face of peaceful cahai and happmess, ^^as

r::th;ough aLnv.onment of e..m^^^^^^^^

and the scent of many blossoms withm the house

Okada, her father.



CHAPTER XXII

A MESSAGE FROM THE EAST-TIIE KNOT IS CUT-

THE SI'KING OF IMMORTAL HOPE

»T was more than a week ere

Yumoto heard of the final

scene of the Uttle tragedy

which had commenced within

his own ken in the house

upon the Nagasaki hillside.

The tea-planter of Ureshino,

to whom he had written early

m the year when getting into

communication with Mio-

San's people, happened to

have business in Nagasaki, and called on him. And

then, in conversation, the whole sad story was told

to Yumoto. No one seemed to know in Ureshmo

-so at least said Kan-zan, the tea-pl.mter-how

the affair had happened ; and for several days after

the occurrence the village was divided into two

parties-those who said that Mio-Sun's death was
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,n accident an-l thu,c uho suid .he had compassed

lirr own death.

Whrn Kan-/an had .^onc Vumoto leaned back in

]„> Chan and thcn.-lit deeply. One fact remained

clear, Mio-San was dead .md wonld no lon-er prove

I sou'rce of embarrassment to hi> hononrable friend

Somerv.ile. The cxceUent cr^ar^, the sniokin- ot

winch hr li.id ollcn anticipated with pleasure, seemed

veiv near now.

Whibt Kan-7.an had been tellin.i; him the story he

h.id ftlt a pas.m.U sense of keen regret, but the effect

,.|"this had soon worn off. Keduced to it. elements

—and Vumoto was fond of tins process of loj^ic— the

situation amounted to little more than the death by

her own hand, or otherwise, of a j^ardener's daughter

:d rresluno, which only gained any importance in

his mind by reason of the fact that by it an esteemed

1, ;end's embarrassment was largely alleviated. Then

he suddenly remembered that he had forgotten to

.isk Kan-/an anything concerning the child. " lint

after all," he sud musingly, whilst his eyes looked

awav'out of the window absently at the throng on

the sunht luilolu,, " it is just as well I was not curious

enough to do so. 1 need not trouble my august

friend SomerviUe with the matter."

Then Yumoto rose and went out along the Bund

to the telegraph office, and cabled to SomerviUe in

London.
^ » * »

Rodney Jefferson and SomerviUe were just finish-

ing their breakfa..' jn a brilliantly fine June morning,
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and con-nitulating themselves that the day on the

river they had planned for a week pa^t would prove

a plea>ant break after several weeks of hard work,

when Aston entered and handed SomerviUe Yn-

moto's cabh.-Liram.

Jefferson glanced up a. hi> friend turned the

envelope over, as though seeking to discover the

sender and contents without opening U. At last,

when Aston had left the room, he tore it open.

The message was very brief, for Vuinoto was a

business man^, and had learned to economise words

when thev cost him nearly two dollars each.

"Not bad news, 1 hope?" Jefferson que. led

slowlv, as he saw Scnnerville's f.ice blanch.

"Yes," replied the latter huskily, pushing the

flimsy slip of paper across the table. " Read."

Jefferson took it and read the message—" She

died with her people at Tre^luno ten days ago.—

YUMOTO." That was all.

The sender had hesitated at first whil'^t he was

writing (uit the message in the busy office whether

the las^t few words were necessary, but had decided

to cable them out of consideration for Somerville's

feelings, thinking that it would be a satisfaction to

him to know that the woman he had abandoned had

not died away from the solace of her own people.

Through Somerville's mind rushed a flood of vain

and vague regrets. And then, although he would

have had it otherwise, came the overmastering

thought and the joy of it that he was tree-free

to see the woman he desired with such overpower-
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,„g lon^.nu. Not yet awh.lc perhaps, but ^oon

Sooner than he had dared to hope the cords wh.ch

bound hnn had been severed, and he u as free

No thought of the manner of Mio-San's death just

then entered his mind. Even h.s regrets were tho.e

one miy have for the loss of something mtmvitely

connected with one, but uhich one does not prize

leffer.on on the other side of tlie tanle was think-

in- what a fortunate fellow SomerviUe wa.. He had

net-er k.iown the sweetnes. and innocence of the

dead, or he nngl)t have judged lu. fnend more

harshlv. . , ,
^.

,

At last he said, " Nature ha. provided you a solu-

tion xvh.ch perhaps the w.t of nun would have

,-,ned to do to the satisfaction of your somewhat

Quixotic sense of honour, old man." SomerviUe

winced at the last phrase. " Poor little soul. Heaven

''There was silence in the room for a moment or

two. and then Jeffei .n. as the other ^aid nothing,

'''''l\^!7are vou goirg to do ? " he a.ked, glancing

at SomerviUe, who wa, crumbling a piece of bread

ubsently between his fintiers,

"1 shall cable to Yui...,to to write me fully, he

replied slowly,
- and then 1 think I shall return

to Pans for a month or two, but 1
am not

'"''And what about the woman?" said Jefferson

1. . I .^,^ \,ti],> of the circum-
wondenngiy, lor nc >--" --^ •

- -

^ ^. ,

stances of Mio-San's and his friends tragic
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cstrangeme.it that .iny vciy protracted regret for

her death dia not enter into his calculations.

Somerv.llc's pale face flushed. After a .\vJ^i

pause he '-aid he..tatmgly. " I must have tune to

thmk. At least till Yumoto> 'etter arrive. I can

decide nothing."

But all the tunc thc-c uas a note of joy in his

heart whic! no memory of the pa^t days m the

Orient ccula silence.

When he had retrod to his own studio, a room

^vhi '. he had rented on the floor above Jefferson's

flat, vhosc other rooms lie l.ad arranged to share,

he sat down to think.

His sense of common propriety revolted from the

idea of approaching Violet Desborough with a view

of again asking her to marry him until a decent

interval should ^eparate such a proceeding from Mio-

San^ death. But at the same time he cognised

that his departure without a word for Pans, wheie

he would remain until the autumn it woik, and

endeavouring to find a tenant for h. old ^tudio.

would po.sihly vex her and e\cn be misunderstood.

He had met her several times since his return,

and he knew that she loved him as she had done

even when refusing him upon the Orient Queen.

The voice of his desire urged that he should delay

no longer—should asbure his own happiness now

that it once more seemed within reach. But as

this voice spoke the vision of th Utth. woman who

m her own way had loved him so well, and between

whjm and hmi racial duTcrcnces had placed a guli



328 A JAPANESE IIOMANCE

th.-U he was incap.iMc of bnd.^in,:;. sccuKcl to plead

sorrowfully for s,„ne slight delay prompted by

Next (1 ly V.okt Desborou-h received a brief note

f,om Somerville which told her of Ins almost im-

mediate departure for Pans and his deep re^re

that he would not see her a-ain ere he left, l.nt

between the lines she could read the happmes. he

said he would experience on his return.

-1 .hall call on vou if yon are m town,

he said in endin;', "w.tluna few hours of my

return. There -. somethm.U 1
wi.h to ask of

y.u. winch more than a year a;4o you refused

to ;:rant me."

As Violet Desborough f.^lded the letter and put

,t away with the few others she had received from

lum there was a look of contentment upon lier face

that wa. full of promise fcM" the man who had

written it. .

Somerville had been in I'aris nearly two months

ere Yumoto's letter reached him. In the penning

.,f ,t his fnend had been as discreet as his wont

..niw trouble mv fnend ?" he had saul to himself,

,s he <at down "lo write ,t. wUh the autumn rain

rattlin^' like buckshot on the roof above his head
''

. , f Mu. length of the hatoba
and blotting out most of .lit kn,^ n

withawaterv veil; "why trouble hi.n with panful

details or a 'mention of the child -'-^ b^;
-J;-

eves and face the image of her -hite
^

father^.

^

And so beyond the tact that Miooun '-----•

drowned whilst bathing m the public baths at

Ureshino Somerville learned nothing.
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During his two months' stay m P.iris the rev^rt't

and the- small mcasuri- ot sclf-comk-mnation fnim

which he had sutfcred for tho lirst few days after

the receipt of Vumoto's cablegram had grachially

faded, and he was too honest tt) seek to delude

himself by simulated sorrow.

He had succeeded in disposing of the remainder

of iiis term of the studio in the Rue de Madame,

and there was nothing to keep him much longer

away from London and the woman he loved.

The d.iy after he received Vumoto's letter he

wrote to Rodney Jcffersi)n to advise him of his

return within a fortnight.

The September winds were stripping the trees of

the Boulevards of their leaves and whirling them

around the street corners to the embarrassment

of pedestrians when Somerville left Paris for

London. Althcnigh it was the autumn of Dame

Nature, in his heart was the Spring of immortal

hope.

Rodney Jefferson welcomed him g.iily, for in the

eyes of his returning friend the light of unaffected

happiness gleamed.

There was no reference to the past, for Somer-

ville had buried that under the thin earth of the

present as only such a temperament as his could.

"You will see her?" queried jelferson as they

sat down to dinner.

" Yes," was the reply, " to-night."

THE END.
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