Chapter 111
Laurin REYNOLDS Finps NotHing To Do

EAURIN regarded the attempt of the nakoda
and the little maid (he had not even
thought to ask her name) as an incident
closed by the retirement of the one aspir-
ing to wifehood. But in passing from his
house he found that she had not passed
from his mind. This she continued to
it = occupy, and it must be said that Laurin

: © made no effort to eject her.

He had been approached by other nakedas who had
the disposal of some most excellent wives, so they had
told him, but never before had he consented to see one of
their offerings, so the sensation of being asked in mar-
riage by a girl whom he had never seen before was alto-
gether new. That he, Laurin Reynolds, A.B.—he was
very proud of that A.B.—should be so sought out was not
at all displeasing to his
vanity, a thing that he
prided himself on mnot
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had taken with the enthused theatrical manager, and
this without consciously having decided upon such a
course. But he came down to the beach without seeing
man or woman, and though he would not acknowledge to
himself that he was seeking any one, he carried away with
him a very strong and keen sense of disappointment.
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FOR two months the dullness of Tokyo remained unaba-
ted, so that the only thing to do was to spend the eve-
nings in the tea-garden. At the end of that time Laurin,
becoming honest with himself, admitted that there was
nothing else to do because there was nothing else he
wanted to do.
become known to himself that there was nothing in all
the Land of the Rising Sun that held so much of interest
for him as did the girl who had offered herself to him as

And while in this frank mood he let it -
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dress! He thought of her in a golfing costume, and
smiled at his fancy. Nevertheless eveg in the Eowns
worn by the women of his own country she would be
quaint and charming. She would be awkward, of course,
but would be graceful even in her awkwardness. And she
would transgress every polite convention, and would make
herself all the more delightful by so doing. Hecompared
her to the wives of some of the men he knew, to many of
the girls he had met since girls had begun to have an
interest for him, and his admiration for her grew apace.
He would be proud of her, he knew, for she was pretty
and would attract attention, and men like their wives to
be looked at. She was unlike the wife of any of his
countrymen he was likely to meet, and this was much.

What would his parents think? They would be angry
at first, of eourse, but they would give in; they loved him
and could not resist her—no one conld resist*her. Any-
how, this prospective trouble was so far ahead that there
was no use in wasting thought upon it now.

_ Why hadn’t he learned her name? It was very unsat-
isfactory—this being compelled to think of her only as
“she” and “her.”

But why had she come to him asking that he marry
her? He shook his head at that; he didn’t just like it.
But—oh, well, you know these Japs have no end of queer
customs.. This incident just illustrated one of them. She
was already a superior kind of girl—not an ordinary
geisha, as he had thought when his eyes first fell upon
her. He had seen enough of the geishas at the tea-
houses to know that she
was of a different kind,.
and to his Occidental eyes

possessing; this motwith-
standing the fact that he
knew he had been ap-
proached because he had
money. He chuckled at
the event several times
during the day. He would
keep this incident in mind
with all its detail, and
make use of it now and
then after he had re-
turned home, when he
was called upon to talk
of his experiences in
other lands. Of course, he
would exaggerate a bit
here and tone down a
bit there, and would make
the girl much prettier—
no, the girl was pretty
enough. This part of the
incident could not be im-
proved upon in the least.
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AURIN mused about the

episode the entire
day, and twice he ex-
ploded into such laughter
at the idea of his being
sought in marriage that
his little man hurried in
to seeif the gray-eyed bar-
barian was taking leave
of his senses. In the
evening he grew restless,
and having nothing else
to do—so he told himself
—he went out to the tea-
garden on the little island
which he had visited a few
nights before. For an
hour he waited for some-
thing—for something that
did not appear. Finally,
when the proprietor
chanced to pass him, he
asked, in the manner of
one casnally interested:

“The girl who danced
and sang the other night
—is she here?”

She was not, for which
the. proprietor humbly
asked pardon. She had
not visited his poor placz
since the night the Amer-
ican had seen her,

For some rveason nof
very well known to him-
self Laurin suddenly lost
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these were most pleasing
little creatures.

Just then his man
straggled through the
room and bronght a ecli-
max to his musings.
Marry her! He sat up
straight. What had he
been thinking about? The
idea was absurd; it was
absurd for him to think
about marrying any one.
He got to his feet, called
his man, ordered a jinrik-
isha brought him, and
then rode off to Tokyo to
forget all about it.
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uT it would not be for-
gotten. After he
had left the jinrikisha he
canght sight of her on the
opposite side of the street
turning a corner. He hur-
ried after her, but when
he reached the corner she
was nowhere to be seen.
He looked into all the
shops on either side of the
street for a distance of
a hundred yards, but saw
no one that in the least
resembled her. Then he
tramped about the imme-
diate vicinity, his sense
of loss deepening with
each minute, until he
noticed that the shop-
keepers were eyeing him
with suspicion. He gave
up the search and started
back to his jinrikisha.

As he was swinging
disconsolately along his
eyes lighted upon another
person whom he knew—
Ido, the nakoda—and him
Laurin did not let escape.
He pounced down upon
him and clapped a hand
upon his shoulder.

“Hello, there!” he
called out,

Ido started back as if he
had been set upon by an
enemy; he was unused to
such emphatic greetings.
But when he saw who his
assailant was he slipped
a smile upon his face,

interest in the house and

- bowed, and hoped that the

garden and returned to

his home. But the next

night—again because he had nothing else to do—found him
once more a guest at the tea-garden. This time he did
not leave at the end of an hour; possibly because a weird
dance was performed and the weird songs were sung by a
girl with vivid blue eyes. He could not see their color
from where he sat, of course, but he knew they were blue.
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AF‘PER that he fell into the habit of visiting the garden
every night. These were dull times in Tokyo—never
anything to do. Most of the evenings so spent were
intensely wearisome, but some few were not. It may
have been only a series of incidents, but it so happened
that on the enjoyable evenings there was a weird dance
and weird songs, and on the others there were none of the
graceful swayings of a lithe body nor the wonderful
music of a wonderful voice.

One evening, immediately after the song had been
ended, he found himself striding down the same road he

* ldo started back as if he had been set upon by an enemy ™

a wife; nothing, indeed, in all the other lands of the
earth. Why this was he did not know, not being given
to searching his own soul or the souls of others.

While he reclined at his ease one afternoon in the little
room in which he lounged and smoked he began to place
her, in his imagination, here and there in his house to try
the effect. He set her in one of his largest chairs, not-
withstanding she would have been much more comfor-
table on the floor in this same room, and she added
wonderfully to the appearance of things. He stood her
passively at the shoji in the zashishi; he nodded his
head—very good. He placed her out beneath a cherry-
tree in his garden; again he nodded approvingly. Anda
breakfast with her sitting opposite him!—that, he told
himself, would be like unto the breakfast eaten by the
angels in heaven—if angels partake of other than spiritual
nourishment. Yes, she would be wonderfully effective
in this little house—would harmonize with it exactly.
But what an odd figure she would make in an American

august American’s days
were filled with joy.

“They'll do,” Laurin answered. ‘‘And how're things
with you? Business good? Making any matches?”
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lno had introduced four persons to incomparable hap-
piness, which was to say that he had brought about two
marriages. Had his lordship come into like happiness?

No, his lordship had not.

“You mek mistake,” Ido gravely informed him. “You
nod yet seen Japanese woman thad please you for wife?
No? I know nudder girl your excellency nod seen—mos’
beautiful in Japan. You lig’ see her?”

“No; I've seen enough. By the way, Ido, what became
of the girl you brought around to my house? Married
yet?” Laurin put on a look of indifference as he asked
this.

“No, excellency.”

For one entirely uninterested Laurin found very much
relief indeed in this simple answer.
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“But I think she going be,” Ido went on, calmly.
“Two odder gents—what you say? consider? yes?—con-
sider her."

These words drove relief from Laurin’s heart and
instantly set up in its place a raging jealousy. But he
compelled himself to remark quite easily,* You don’t say!"”

gdo confirmed his statement with a nod that was almos
a how. '

“1 think I'll go around to see her and congratulate
her,” Laurin went on. * Where does she live, Ido?"

“She nod lig’ thad you come ad her house.”

“Ah, well, let it go, then. But say, I really would like
to see her again before she’s married. Rather took a
faney to her, yon know. Couldn’t you bring her out to
call on me to-morrow morning?”

“1 going be very busy to-morrow.” He saw no chance
to make a marriage fee, 30 saw no reason for his taking
the trip.

“I'll pay you for your trouble—needn't worry about
that.”

Perhaps Ido could arrange it so that he could come;
yes, now that he thought again, he felt absolutely sure
he could come. So it was settled that he and the girl
should visit Laurin at ten o'clock the next day.

W
Chapter 1V.
In WHiCH THE EAST AND THE WEST AR UNiTED

THE announcement of his man that Ido and his charge

had arrived contained no news for Laurin, for he had
been watching the road from Tokyo since nine o'clock,
and had seen them while they were yet far off. Never-
theless he did not enter the zashishi until his man came
to him with the word that guests from the city were
awaiting him, and then he had no definite idea of what he
intended doing.

She was dressed exactly as she had been on her
previous visit, and just as she had then done she made

_ obeisance almost to the floor in greeting him. He has-
tened her recovery from the deep curtsy by taking her

. hands and raising her to an upright posture.

" “You have come to see me again. [ am very glad to
see you,” he said.

*Nakoda say you lig' see me; tha's why [ coming.”
There was not a trace of her former coquetry in her
manner.

“Yes. I had to send Ido after you. I suppose you
would never have let me see you again if I had not.”

“You nod want thad [ marry with you. You send me
'way. [ thing you nod care seeing me again.”

“We could be friends even if we didn't care to marry,
couldn’t we?”

“Frien'? [ nod thing I want frien'.”

“I'd like to have you for a friend, all the same. But
I'm afraid I'll not get to. Ido"—he hesitated—" Ido says
you're going to be—be married, you know.”

She inclined her head.

“You're not married yet, are you?" he asked, in alarm,
forgetting that he had put this same question to the
nakoda the day before.

*Nod yet."

“Do you—um—Tlike him?"

*Which one, my lord?” She looked up at him inno-
cently.

*“Oh, both of them!” He was beginning to get angry.
He would find pleasure in laying violent hands upon the
two—one at a time,

“Jug' liddle bid, augnstness.”

* Better than you do me?” he asked, hesitatingly.

She shook her head decisively. *“Yon nod so old, and
nod so—all hairy-liz’!” She rubbed her little hands
over her face, by which he understood that the two wore
beards.

He hardly knew what to say next, and the silence grew
embarrassing to him. She broke it by remarking, quietly:

*“ Nakoda say thad you lig’ mek liddle talk with me.”
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HE TURNED to the match-maker, who was pretending
deep interest in a fram_. urawing on the wall. “Say,
Ido, just step into the next room a minute, will you?”

“You have never even told me your name,” he said,
after the nakoda had withdrawn.

* Yuki.”

“1 like it, Well, now, Yuki, mayn’t I visit you at your
home—before you are married?” He was anxious to see
what her parents were like and how she lived.

“Mos’ poor house—so liddle house, Augustness nod
lig’ come.”

“But I don't care if it is. I want to come, anyhow.
Besides, I want to see you, not the honse. Won't you tell
me where you live?”

“Inod want thad you come,” she answered, with simple
directness, s

*Oh, that's it, is it!" he said, somewhat taken aback.

ng words gave him offense, but a glance at her and it
was ‘gone. She seemed such a simple little body, yet he
knew he did not understand her. Her eyes, which she
had kept turned downward, slowly raised and looked
questioningly into his own.. Such wonderful eyes! Such

a simple, exquisite face! He was suddenly suffused with a
great wave of tenderness, and he bent low and gently
made prisoners of her hands. However indefinite his
purpose had been up to this time it was definite enough
now.

“Do you remember, Yuki, what you asked me when
you were here the other day?"

“Yes.” She still gazed at him questioningly.

“ Would you like to—would you rather marry me than
one of those other men?™ he said, softly.

. Yes," again-

He hesitated, and she asked, “ You want thad I marry
with you, augustness?”

“That's just what I want, Yuki, dear,” he whispered,
drawing her hands up to his lips.
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“All ride.” She trembled—perhaps shivered is the word
that expresses it more accurately—as she said this, but
gave no other sign that she felt any emotion whatever.
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BEFDRE Laurin could so much as touch his lips to her
forehead Ido entered, smiling his professional blessing.
It was evident that in the other room he had found no
drawing to distract his attention, so was giving all his
eyes and ears to what was going on in this, and could
wait no longer to press his claim. Laurin, seeing an
unpleasant duty before him, and desiring to have done
with it at once, told Yuki that he would be back in a
minute, and led Ido into the room out of which he had
just come. The nakoda began to make terms. This part
was loathsome to the young man.

“Why,” he said, hotly, **if we're to be married she can
have all she wants and needs.”

That wouldn't do, the wary nakoda told him; there
would have to be a marriage settlement and a stated
allowance agreed upon. He would have to pay more,
also, as she was a maid and not a widow. Laurin made
no effort to conceal his disgust, and to have the bargain-
ing over with at once agreed to the sums the nakoda
mentioned. Ido was to have two hundred dollars, and the
girl was to receive a weekly allowance of fifteen dollars.

When the ugly terms of the agreement were completed
the nakoda bowed himself out and Laurin went back to
Yuki. He found her changed; her simplicity had left her
and her coquetry had returned. She stood off from
him, and he felt constrained and awkward.

After a time she asked him, with a shrewd inflection
in her voice, “ You going to lig’ me, excellency?”

*“ No question of that,” he answered, promptly, smiling.

* No," she repeated; * tha's sure thing.” And then she
laughed at her own assurance, and she was so pretty he
wanted to kiss her, but she backed from him in mock
alarm. “Tha's nod ride,” she said, “ till we marrying.”

*And you—do you think you will like me?”
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SIIE surveyed him critically. Then she nodded. They
laughed together this time, but when he approached
her she grew fearful. He did not want to frighten her.

*You god nod anudder wife? " she asked.

“No! What do you think [ am?”

“I god nod anudder husban,” she informed him, com-
placently.

“I should hope not.”

**Perhaps,” she said, *you marrying with girl in Japan
thad god married before. Me—1I never.”

“No, of course not.” He didn’t quite know what she
was driving at.

Then she =aid, “ You pay more moneys ad liddle girl
lig' me thad nod been marry before?”

He recoiled and frowned heavily at her.

“Isettled that matter with the nakoda,” he said, coldly.

Seeing he was displeased she tried to reassure him.
She smiled at him engagingly, coaxingly.

* You nod liging me now?”

But his face did not clear up, She had hurt him deeply
by her reference to money.

“I thing you nod want me.
American girl better,”

She turned and was making her way slowly out of the
room when he sprang after her. *“ Don’t, Yuki!” he

I go 'way. You lig'

HE somber clouds of winter, unlike those
e, that once hovered over a famous house,
«  are not “deep in the bosom of the ocean
buried,” but to-day I met an old friend
whose arrival iz said by those who
should know to be a sure harbinger of blue skies,
hursting leaves and the perfume of flowers. My
friend is a fine robin, and he has just returned from his
winter home among the magnolias and orange-groves of
the dear old South. Of course, he knows that spring,
with its airs of balm and its gorgeous vestments of
ereen and yellow and pink, is at hand; but for all that I
doubt whether his song this morning was so much pro-
phetic as reminiscent. However, if while perched on
that dry branch singing like a bird of paradise, he were
really trying to tell me of his delightful experiences in
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“the land of the sky,” I am afraid he was guilty of

insincerity. [ cannot believe that a robin is more
anxious to tell unpleasant things about himself than is
any other tourist, and I am afraid the truth of the matter
is, down thera on more than one occasion he suspended
the rules of rigid morality and went into the committee
of the whole for a high old time, In this latitude his
character is so entirely above suspicion, and he is so
generally esteemed a model of virtue, that [ am not sure
but what it is unfair to enlighten his Northern friends
of his holiday lapses. But because of his high standing
I think I may tell the story without alienating the affec-
tion of his friends, including even the contingent that
has adopted as its philosophy the white ribbon and that
beautiful maxim about the lips that touch liquor.
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THERE‘. is scarcely a lane on any old Southern plantation
that is not bordered by the beautiful china-trees. In
the early spring they are bowers of delicate blue-cluster-
ing flowers, so numerous and aromatic that the blossoms
from one of them will fill the air with fragrance. The
berries are almost as numerous as the flowers, and
throngh the summer they supply the favorite ammunition
for the boys' pop-guns. When the leaves begin to fall,
the berries, then about the size of large grapes, grow
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eried, and caught her eagerly into his arms. She yielded
iI:llel-s.«ali’ to his embrace, and for the first time he kissed
er.

After she had left him he stared with some wonder at
the reflection of himself in a mirror. So he was to be
married, was he? Yes, there was no getting out of it
now. As for that, he didn’t want to get out of it—of
this he was quite sure. He was very well eontent—nay,
he was enthusiastically happy—with what the future
promised.

But his happiness might have been fell in lesser
measure if his eyes, instead of staring at his mirrored
likeness, could have been fixed on Yuki. She had borne
herself with a joyous air to the jinrikisha, but once
within it and practically secure from ohservation the life
had seemingly gone out of her. The brown of her
skin had paled to gray, and all the way to Tokyo her eyes
shifted neither to the right nor to the left, but stared
straight ahead with blank gaze into nothingness. And once
when Ido looked down he found they were filled with tears.
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FEW days later they were married. It was a very quiet

little tea-drinking ceremony, with no one there save

Yuki, Laurin and the nakoda, and Yuki herself sang the
marriage song, “ Takasago.”

Laurin Reynolds was fascinated and bewildered at the
turn events had taken. He was very good and gentle to
her, and for a couple of days after the ceremony she
seemed quite happy and contented. Then she disappeared,
and for a week he saw nothing of her. He greatly missed
her, his little bride of three days. He wished ardently to
have her back again, and her absence alarmed him. Her
little arts and witcheries had grown on him even in this
short period of their acquaintance. Toward the end of
the week she slipped into the house quietly, and then went
about her household duties as though nothing unusual
had oceurred, She did not offer to tell him where she had
been, and he felt strangely unwilling to question her.

Instead of becoming used to her each day found him
more puzzled and less capable of knowing or understand-
ing her. Now she was clinging, artless, confiding, and
again shrewd and elfish. Now she was laughing and sing-
ing and dancing like a little child, and again he could
have sworn she was weeping, though she would deny it
stoutly and pooh-pooh and laugh away such an idea.

Laurin asked her one day how she would like to be
dressed in American clothes. She mimicked him. She
mimicked everything and every one, from the warbling
of the birds to the little man and maid who waited on
them.

“T loog lig' this,” she said, and humped a bustle under
her ridiculously tight kimono and slipped a large sun-
hat over her face. Then she laughed out at him and
flung her arms tightly about his neck,

“You lig’ me be American girl?”

“You are a witeh, Yuki-san,” he said.

“1 want new dress,” she said, promptly, and held out a
pink little palm. He frowned. He almest disliked her
when she spoke of money. He filled her hand, however,
with change from his pockets, and when she broke away
from him, which she did as soon as she had the money, he
wanted to take it back. Her pretty langhter sifted out
to him through the shoji at the other side, and he knew
ghe was mocking him again.

[ CONTINUED IN THE JUNE 1SSUE ]
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soft and take on a fine coloring of light yellow. When
green they are bitter to the taste, but the first touch of
frost sweetens them. This occurs about the time that
great flocks of singing, joyous robins arrive from the
North, and their first resting-place is pretty certain to
be a clump of china-trees. I have seen in less than a
dozen trees thousands of robins at one time gorging
themselves on the berries. It is a regular banquet, and,
like all other oceasions of the kind, hilarity inereases
with its duration. I think the young and unseasoned
robins go under first; but be that as it may, I have seen
the ground fairly littered with the birds as profoundly
and unceremoniously drunk as any old toper who ever
tried to absorb the contents of a bar-room at one sitting.
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Tim figure they then cut is truly ridiculons, With wings
trailing and head bobbing an old banqueter will arise
from his fall and set out for the trunk of the tree—
probably with a vague idea of getting back to the source
of supply by climbing it—but before many feet are
traversed he will stumble, roll over, lie awhile, then get
up and look about for his bearings. Invariably he will
start for the tree again, and this time will probably wind
up in a fence-jamb in the opposite direction. Then if he
is very drunk, which is nsually the case, he will take the
view that life is too brief for any such exertion, and will
camp on the spot for 4 long sleep. After a half day of
this oblivion Robert is himself again, and flies away
apparently none the worse for his experience, provided
neither of two contingencies happens. One is a hungry
vat, the other an equally hungry negro with a bag. In
the one case his pretty feathers are left to molder as
an idle warning of hig folly; in the other he goes to swell
the pot-pie of Sambo’s Bunday dinner. It is a shameful
fact that there are no laws in the South to protect this
fine bird from the pot-hunter, and thousands of them are
destroyed down there every year. Therefore, when my
old friend sang to me this morning, I rejoiced not so
much for the coming spring as for his safe return, even
if he were not quite candid with me, and kept quiet about
those scenes enacted under the china-trees down in Dixie,



