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A story of wonderful Seauty and intense
dramatic power, this roimance of an Amer-
ican man and a Japanese woman (dear,
delightful little Miss ISpring-Morning !)
is certain to win youy deepest interest.

* By ONOTO

WATANNA |

CHAPTER 1

T was a humid, sultry day in the Sea-
son of Little Plenty. In the house
of Captain. Taganouchi; complete
comfort was found on the upper

floor of the house, an immense chamber,
from which, by order of the master, all
the walls had been removed, making of
it an open pavilion. "

Here the honored American guest of
the family had spent the entire day, too
indolent to venture down fron his pleas-
ant quarters, Here were hammocks,
pillows, refreshments and the inevitable
tobacco-bon. Papers and magazines
were scaftered in disorder about the
apartment,’to the constant distress of the
waiting maids, who hovered curiously
about the reom’s tenant throughout the
entire afternoon. 2

He was lying, stretch
a commodious hammock. For some
time, however, nei{%er pipe nor paper
had occupied him. The former had gone
out, and had been set down absently
upon the immaculate floor, where its ash
distributed itself. The newspaper, a
highly colored illustrated American

) 6‘6 ' '
; |

d ful] length in"

' '

heet, lay in disorder everywhere about
he room. |
Seeking lazily in his mind for some-
thing to take its place, his eye had by
chance stopped in its wandering ahd’
aused to stay intently fixed on the little
ouse across the street. '

It was a small, unassyfning cottaé'e,

“built precisely the same a4 the house on

i

the adjoining lot. Indeed, both little
houses seemed, curiously enough, |to
bear a relation to each other, and siti-
lar events seemed to be taking placejin

|

.each, |
In the house directly across the street
‘a young girl and an old woman weFe,
‘unaided by servants, taking down the
_screens and converting the floor intolan
fopen pavilion like his own. In the
,adjoining house, a number of children
assisted each other in sliding the scregns
into their grooves. This done, they ian
out onto the balcony, to peer into the

house next dopr, calling to the young
' girl.  She paused in her work, as if tolgo
to them, but dropped her head meekly
| at something the old woman said to her.
' The latter went out on the balcony a,nd
They fled

spoke to the children ]inf
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A Complete Book:Length” Novel

' If this novel were published in book 4
form you would pay about eight times
* the cost of this entire '{nagazine for it.
Is it any wonder that these novels

|

of ours are attracting f\wide attention?

; TR
A u t h 0 Y Of “A Japanese Nightingale,” “The Wooing of Wistaria,”

'l"lm ©Old Jinrikisha,” etc. .

doors, affrighted by her angry face and
acid tongue. Meanwhile, the young girl,
on her knees, was listlessly arranging
flowers, and the old woman brought
andons into the room and hung lanterns
over the balconies. The two worked in
silence, and when the old woman fin-
ished her task she left the room, still
without speaking to her young com-
panion.

Once alone, tlixe girl came. odt onto
the little balcony; and slipping to her
knees, she remajngd with her face up-
raised for a long time, like one in an
attitude of prayer. Her pose interested
Jamison Tyrrell to such an extent that
he sat'up and leaned over to watch her
intently. ‘ :

It was twilight now, but the very gray
of the evening| seemed to bring out;
clearer the rapt,flovely face of the girl.!
Her hands wereiclasped about her neck,:
her large, appealing eyes were suffused:
with tears. Forsome time she remained,
in this strarige, unmoving position,'un-;'

' !

conscious of the one who watched: her
across the way. But she started into
stidden, almost painful, life at the return
of the old woman, who apparently scold-
ed the girl for her indolence. Mechan-
ically she went about the lighting of the
lanterns. Soon the apartment was bril-
lantly illuminated, and from the dark-
ened chamber of the man across the
treet seemed to show.more clearly its
pitiful attempt at adornment. The a4~
joining house was illuminated in th

same way, and just before the darknes

¢ame there was a feeble beat of drum
somewhere in the little house, and then
"fjomething flew up gayly from the roofs
of both of the houses.  Tyrrell; in his
inferest, went out onto his own balcony.
Two flags shook themselves in the
breeze and flew bravely from the tops
of the flagpoles.

joined him on the balcony. o
¢ “Ah,” said he, with pride, “I perceive

HIS‘ host came into the room and

!

* The reader Jﬂould remember that the ; ages of the Brue Boox MAGAZINE contain
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you are enjoying our sunset. Is it not

most glorious? Confess, have you truly

. ever seen as lovely a sight in an Ameri-
can sky ?"” '

His friend turned abruptly. -

“What is going on over there?”’ he
asked, pointing with his glasses to the
twin illuminated houses. ‘

"“My dear fellow,” said the suave
Japanese, “do you not 'yet know the
proud symbol the poor people of our
country show when one of their family
goes to war ?”

“NO.” .

"Those flags mican that the families
across the street are giving up one of
their members to the war service. They
arc the humble homes of Japanese sol-
diers.” _

I see. That explains it.”

“Lxplains what?”

“I saw a young girl only”a few
minutes since, oveér there. She was in
trouble—crying—and praying.”

“So? Japanese women do not weep
at such a time,” remarked the Japanese
somcwhat stiffly.

“She secemed a child—not more than
fifteen, 1 should say. Certainly not a
woman.” '

“You must mean O-Haru-no. She is
even younger than that—fourteen years.
She sgggald not weep to-night, but be
very happy.”

“Why ?” 3

“To-night she marries Yamada Omi,
the son of Rer late father’s friend. They

‘live in the adjoining house. He is one
of my men, and goes with us to-night.”

“The night of his wedding‘!—\Ex-
traordinary !” : ’

“Not at all. He is a good boy. The
marriage has.my personal sanction, in
fact. His people besought me to-attend
it, byt that’s impossible on this busy

ight, Besides, I wish to spend my last
iith you, my very good friend.”
yme something about the young
Jiover there. I'm extraordinarily
eafsted in them.”

vell, there’s little to tell. Theirs is

non story. Affianced by their
ts in infancy, they have grown up
together, almost as brother and sister.
Tjey are both very poor, though not

illiterate. Indeed, their fathers served

a ashigary (sword-men) before the

|

Restoration, and were in-the service of
my father, the prince of .this ‘province.
But, of course, conditions changed for
them, as for us; the kugé (noblei), and
the ashigaru were obliged to go into
trade or do menial labor. Omi lost his
father a couple of years ago, and within
a month the father of O-Haru-no fol-
lowed his old comrade. Since then, Omi
hag been obliged to-support himself as
we?l as his mother. It was his ambition
to be a teacher, but, unfortunately, he
was not aglle to pursue his studies, and
was obliged to take up his father’s em-
ployment of rice picker. Out of his poor
carnings he has been able to save noth-
ing. Now his country demands his sery-
ice. Some one must take his place and
care for his mother. That is the chief
regson why he marries to-night.”

“I should think a wife would be but
another burden to him,” said Tyrrell,
mystified. ;

“Not at all,” said the Japanese, softly
smodthing his silky little mustache, his
little|bright eyes unusually hard and un-
readable. “O-Haru-no is very young
and healthy—moreover, charmingly at-

Xjou mean, she will work to support
other-in-law ?”’
ork—yes, if she can, As I have
said, however, she is very pretty. She
mdy |be sent to—Tokyo—or perhaps
Yokdhaifa.”

aptain-Taganouchi frowned a trifle,
as though he did not like the subject,
but His friend pursued it eagerly.

“What for?”

b e-ll—beauty finds a market there
in the tea-house and the geisha house,
and, [lastly, in the Yoshiwﬁara 12 .

“Horrible”

“Iff is,” ‘admitted ’the Japanese curtlym
He did not enjoy ‘revealing even the '

-slightest of the weaknesses of his coun-
try to a foreigner, even though his best
friend.

“Chn nothing be done to save that
~hild |from such a fate?” ;

“Nothing.” There was the least ring
of impatience in the usually polite tones

of the Japanese, “There’s nothing uf--

usual about it, my dear fellow. Her
people can spare her, for, though poof,
they have some slight competence, which
is| mgre than the boy's family are pos-
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sessed of. Had not the war come, she
would probably have married and been
happy with Omi. - I believe she shared
his hopes and ambitions.. But, as it is,
something more is demanded of her
now, as it is indeed of all loyal Japa-
nese.”

“But what about her family, Do

they willingly sacrifice her to such'a
fate ?”

“Her parents, I have already told -

you, are dead. She has a step-mother,
who has five daughters of her own, all
younget than O-Haru-no.” There is no
son in the family. Now they were un-
able, therefore, to give anything to the
Emperor, neither father, son nor even
grandsire, You can imagine with what
pride they now put up the flag of honor
upon.their roof. By this marriage they
obtain a son—a most honorable soldier,
and him they give to the Emperor.”
And the Captain piously saluted at the
name. '

AMISON TYRRELL turned his back

upon the little lighted houses.

“Do you mean to tell me they are de-
liberately selling her to a life of shame,
because of some ambiguous honor that
may come to them by her marriage to a
soldier ?” ,

“You do not put it correctly,” said his '
iriend patiently. “In the first place, she
has been betrothed to Omi since infancy.,
Her mother, who is dead, betrothed
them with almost her last breath. She
would have married Omi in any event.
How much more proudly, then, when
he goes to service of his Emperor!”

- And again Taganouchi solemnly saluted.

Drawing himself up stiffly and proudly,
he resumed: “And as for the Yoshi-
wara, that s not 2 certain thing. It is
for her mother-in-law later to deter-

“Her mother-in-law! She has the
power to sell—?” ,

“No, mno,” interrupted Taganouchi .
hastify. “You juinp fo concfusions, She"
has not the nower to sell bey dosables |
but, of course, the latter is bound, to re-:

SPEC wier Skiglntest wWish or desive. The

obedience of Japanese daughters-in-law

s proverbial, as).you know,” e added

with distinct pride. -
“Then it amouttts to this: That fittle

|
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irl’s fate is entirely in the hands of that
ficked-looking, scolding old woman I've
pen watching across the way.”.
Il He made an expressive motion with
Ifis hands, and his young brows drew to-
gether gloomily, ,
“Well,” coolly said the Japanese,
hfter all, O-Haru-no’s lot is a common
e for girls of her class. And con-
der, it is not esteemed so dreadful a
isgrace in Japan as other countries. . It

i quite possible even for a girl to return -

from the Yoshiwara and be received,
and even respected by her family and
friends, That is some compensation is
it not?”
i “It’s things like that,” said Tyrrell
bitterly, “that make me pessimistic
about Japan, much as I admire the coun-
try. All that, you must know, Taggy,
15 fundamentally and most damnably
immoral—or rlther unmoral. © And
Japan cannot hope to hold a place among
-Lvilized nations until she does cease to
barter and sell her women like cattle.”
At this Taganouchj bridled, and a
flush darkened his fine face, as he pulled
nervously at his 1it#1€ silky mustache.
“You do not understand our view-
point,” he said. “Is it any more im-
moral for a parent to receive back into
his house a daughter who has lived such
| life of shame, than to turn her from
ne door as is done in your country 7
“ghat’s beside the question,” said the

pmerican quickly, “for the Japanese
fjareht is a party to the girl’s shame at
the outset, while the American and
European parent never is—nor in the
end can be reconciled. As sure as I be-
ieve in the integrity of Japan, so I
know, Taganouchi, that before she is
recognized as really civilized by the
Westernt nationis, she must rid hersetf
of her national immorality.” . .

. “Morality,” said the Tapanese sharply,
“is not a matter of nations, my dear fel-
low, but of individuals.” )
L “The individual!” said the American
garnestly, “follows the code set by so-
sieky ; you i admt Yaet?” .
L “Oh, T'll admj# anything,” said the
é’apanese wearilp. “Suppose the condi-
ion is wrong.
emancipafe cre

ell, we cannot in a day
ures who have beers

turies. Our women to-day enjoy great-

ractically for cen-

&
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er freedom and respect than any "other
Oriental women. Even now, the tragedy
across the street is enacted. only among
the lower or very poor classes.”

“But you are not poor or of a low
class,” persisted the American sternly,

“and you are this boy’s. daptain. - Yet
you say yout personally gave your sanc-
tion to the marriage!”

“Certainly., To the marnage———to
nothing else. I merely surmise, or
rather guess the outcome, of such a
union. What is more, we.: cb st have our
soldiers—and, even as it & persdnally
I prefer to see the older“iWomen pro-
vided for. You know in _]apan we al-
ways think first of the ageg.d Butlook,
they are gW{fing all ready the cere-
mony. Have you ever seen, a Japanese
marriage "’

“No, and I doﬁt want to see this
onci ’ said his friend, alinost angrily.

HE STRODE indoors, and ~stood
t moodily in the darkened. room.
Taganouchi followed him, and placed a
faxgxh%g affectionate hand upon his
arm.
“Inside of two hours we will | |go, my
friend,” he said. ‘It is impossible for
me to‘te]l you how much [ appreciate
your coming to see me off. You are the
only one of my American college friends

I trisly—"" iHe pau. ed, and his eye met
Tyrrell’s, softly —1ove,” he added
gen

ly.
IE was thiz first time Taganouchi had
ever permitted h:m%elf a show of emo-
|

tion, At anbther txme, it would at least
have instantly aroused his friend’s in-
arm reciprogation.
But |now, the words seemed hardly to
have a meaning for him.

Safpisen and its accpmpanying drum

“ILook here, old 'man,” he pleaded kept constantly twaly ging throughout

s do s methm for that little glr‘l@\ evening, ang everyftime his eye yan-

across treet,” & dered in the direction of the lighted

Taganoughi drew | himself up stlfﬂy houses, he seemed to spe again the kheel-

His face hall become mask-like ajd'ifn- " inigl_girl tpon_the bglcony, her small,
passive again.” His little black eyes hrt hite face raised, as§iif, in agonyj she -

“I|can do nothing.| We leave in:
es, I know, I know. But youa\
rich.: Pay this boy a sufﬁcxent sum tg
send | her ‘an( his mother in case they
should come to want.’
A dull red dagkengd the cheek—bonr:s
of the Jap neé}; captaln His \eyr

\% i ‘

an airost fotblddmg'expressmn

Soreenz=can
\Y
¥

tirred him.

| “Whatever money I possess at\thi
moment is at the sel;{xce of my belo E

Emperor. It is not
ier and his servan Then, as hi
riend’s face revealed his bitter disapt
ointment, Taganouchi added quletl)g

ine. I am hisso

1

|‘Besides, it would not be right for me t
how favorlhsm "1 have already sent
edding gift. That is all expected 0&’
e at this time.”
A depressing silence fell betweep
em, broken by the silken voice of tl‘,e
apanese.
“My friend, you permit yourself tdo
uch emotion for others. It is not godd
r you. Forget the little 1n51gn1ﬁcaﬁt
air across the.street. She,in all prob-
apility, is very happy. Her husband of
an hour she°will gladly resign to the
service of her Emperor. There is not
alwoman in Japan who wotld not will-
ingly do 11kew1se. She may not need
Who knows? She

“Well, 1 will—if I can,” said
erican reluctantly. “Her face made
a curious impression upon me. I conld
ngt see it clearly in the half llght
priobably at such a distance it '
etherealized. . Yet it seemed toal‘!n .
the pure and perfect face of chil
tured. However—” §
[His host ordered ights, and a n’), eal
s¢rved, and soon thel\pair were talling
of| the war subject, dy| they dined. The
stdry of the child acrlids the street mjght .
e been entirely puff from the mind of
American, but forfjwo reasons. [The
rdant strz}ms of]

ECHANICALLY Spring-nforn-

. ing toughed the marriagef cup
with heflips, fhen relinquished
it to the slim brdwn hgnd of 0m1 ) He
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' looked at her as he
there .was in his ga

ceremony. There
her face, which wa
she* seemed to look"

.. ST

Presently the rela
together, and immed
an impetuous move
she seemed to shrin
and the long dark I
| her cheeks did n
seemed ufnconsci
the gentle, woo%xg‘ v
husband ,

“O- Harmno"’f\He
the name, and repeat
very sound pleased
Then,-as still she di

LS
e e

‘tremulouslyy
“I am s¢f very

3 fyou belovéd ?” &n
“g=—Her lipg parted

s

(e had taken

nade itself ful
felt by his bride.

as sullenly she heard
“,“Obey my 'honora
good daughter to her.

o Her head droopet
%swered meekly e
{her words he heard
rebellion,
" “T will be the ho
" law’s humblest serva
“Daughter !”
" quickly. “These are
S daughter-in-law to-d:
| ered a servant!” '
The faintest smile!

“Do modern peopl

!

any sign of hearjin

ythe singld word of jdull assent,
: ){}:’s ik skin reddened. He leaned|
t r, and tookone of her passive|
She let 1
 Jaut did not rdturn hi\pressure. |
more manly tone; |
¥ his new authority was in it,:
understood and !
{Just tHe glint of her |
shining black eyes showed for a moment,

subs! 1tuted

| of-her lips. She raised her eyes at last,
and, wide with defiahce, they look d
back fairly at her husband.’

‘ e{maké such mar- |

riages as ours ?" she agked,

MISS SPRI;

held the cup, an‘d
e the eager appe;%.l

- of the young and ardent brxdegroon’}
. But the girl maintdined the apathetic
attitude she had thgoughout the entin

as no emotion 1§
ry white. Indeed,
d act as one in a

..dream or an hypnotlg state. -

ves left them along’

Eately the boy made:

ent toward her, but
slightly from him
restmg upm{
gven T ise, anyd she
or indifferent to’
oice of) her young:
3 |

Imost whispered
ed it, as though the
and caressed him)
: not stir, nor made::
him, he added

py now. Are not

chanically to form}
The;

st limply .

his words

le mother. Be a

‘wearily, and she
ugh, but bellnndA

rable' mother-in-

said she,
the boy
odern days. |A
is” not cons1d-'
{ \

rled the corners.

t;”
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Thatisall I cqrn— .|
1 mand of you, my wifg!”

Dmi’s face had darkened as sullenly
as fjer own.

hy not? Y% and I have al
been betrothed.” Qh

Her words, her defiant glance, roused
uneasy fears ’within him, ‘He knew, in
a dim way, that it was his own teach-
ings of recent years—the little learn-
ing they had so passionately achieved
together before the going of his father,
which was so insidiously affecting - ‘the
view-point of his wife.

“You speak and look strangely,” he
said, pathetically.! “After all, modern
ways are not for pur women. Women
of our class are b tt‘ér off w1thout too
much knowledge or educ?tzlon
HE SIGHED, looking at her appeal-

ingly, even while he spoke falter-
'ingly the words which hardei}ed her the

ways

more against him. Once Omidad spoken
otherwise, she vividly recalled. She

shrank: into her cold and apathetic seif, !

dumb, submissive to his will and that of
his parent, and determined to show no
further trace of her condition of heart )
and mind. He felt utterly pervaded by
the vague sense of unhappiness, Why
' not O-Haru-no be as other fe-

*malelf of her class, meek, obedient,
plastic? Why had he foohshly per-
mittgd her to share his studies and his
boo l? "There she sat before him—his

yet’ with that intangible air of
ahce and remoteness from him. His
dreams of drawing her warmly into the
shelter of his arms when once they two
should be left alone together had van-
ishedj} completely. It would be prepos-
15 to

mbrace one so chilly and for-
biddg a%hls bride. Yet it lacked now
but § half hour before his departure.
His thother would ' require his pres-

gnce oon—-—would jealously begrudge
sharinp hlS last moments even with

could falrly see the precious moments
slippinlg|away—wasted, while he waited,

i#r, for his wife’s confidence. Mute,
almost dumb, she had repelled him from
the smallest -love advance. ‘He could

' not frame the words of longing which
- surged up to his. lips, while her cold,

" shadov little face was turned so stub—
sornly: from him. Covering his eyes, at ..

Nast heT spoke k3
!

RN
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“0sHaru-no, do not cherish hars
thoughts against your husband. It is
unwifely. 1 know that I have married
you against your will, buf we are tau ht
the command of a parent must come
first. We are but children, ordered by
our honored ancestors to obey. It trou-
bles me that you should hate me, for I
have always loved you.” - ’

For the first time; now, she leaned
toward him, and there was something
very soft and appealing in the dark eyes
she bent upon him questioningly.

“Tell me then, Omi-sama: if you
loved me, why did you marry me to-
night 2 i : {

He stammered, seeking for words fto
justify himself. _

“Jt” was necessary. My mother—it
was impossible to leave her alone—un-
protected.” ' R

K MA@AZIN'E\

|pervious to pain.”

' : \
defiahce of me now. [| Oh, is it wive’ﬂ to
send your husband his death with
such a heavy heart?”? }

Silence for a moment, and}, then,
stooping to look at the down-dfooped
face, Omi saw the tears silently falling.
An exclamation of impetudus pity es-
caped him, and at last he drew his wife
into his arms. ~After a time: Lo '
“Do not weep, O-Haru-no.; You
break my heart. A soldier mustibe im-

“You go so far away,” she sighed.
“Alas, we will never, never meet'again.
T am not your wife at all.” ¢
“You are my wife for all time,” he
asseverated fervently. “Even though
my duty takes me from you in this pres-
ent life, we are united in all the lives

he hard, baffling look had come balL:k g

to the girl’s face, making it curiously

“You bind the one you love, thcn,lto
a detestable bondage ?”’

“No, no,” he protested vehemently,
seizing her hands and holding them
closely. “Do not refer to it in that way.
Is it not the place of the young to serve
and protect the old?” .

SJ—IE&drew her hands al‘mbst sav-

agely from his. _

“Ah!" she cried, “yowido not even
deny it. I am married foféthe one pur-
pose—to act as slave .to y&§i honorable
parent.” o ,

Her words smote him../ His face
‘;urned angrily red, as he rose to his
eet. : i

“Tt is your duty,” said e coldly. “I
have mine, a graver, harder one. 1
serve the Emperor. His slave T am.
For him I gladly give my, worthless life.
And you?”, He looked at her command-
ingly now. | “You are my wife. It is
your duty, also, to make sacrifice for
iim—our Emperor.”

'His hands rested hedvily upon her
slender shoulders, and she shrank vainly

from him now. \
7 “My wife you are,” he,repeiated

h'parsely. ‘My mother’s slave, if lyou
so name it. | But a mogent since, al\ my

being meltefd toward you, but'l am not

s<i) dull but what I feel your hatred}and
| ¥ |

old. Q,,

~

yet to come, are we not?” b e,

“I do not know. I do notknow.”

- pu do not believe, then?” |
} “I /do not know.” L,
- “Then your heart—it is nof Jour,
husband’s ?” ; ;
“Ieheld her off at arm’s length from
him, waiting hungrily! for her re[-?ly. It
came slowly, faintly : i
“I do not know, O-Omi. I have not
looled into my heart.” -
its half fear, half assurance. i .

“Why then should you suffer at my
departure " | :
Her gaze'averted, she answered sul-
lenly: ! '
“For myself I weep. Yoy go to
glorious work, the soldier, the hero of
our Emperor, but me you geave in
wicked chains.” v
“I go—unloved,” he said ih a low
voice, which vibrated with degpair, but
though she trembled at his wprds, she
did not deny them. I
They stood for a moment looking at
each other solemnly, and upon both|their
young faces was reflected the tragedy
of their hearts. Then some gne called
to Omi, and without a further word or
look at his wife hé turned and left the
room. ; ‘

LONE, she stood, staringat the stid--

ing doors which had closed upon
her husband. Then suddenly she rushed
frantically dpon them and jdrew them

|

apart. Out in the%hall a Q?lftdk_ah’ira

mocreencan

3 P,
His voice was hoarse, tremuloﬁxs witH
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gave but’a gloomy light.~ She listéned
at the head of the little flight of stairs;
but the house seemed as silent as:the
night, and she knew that his mother
whispered to him alone in the ozashisiki.
She called, in the darkness, down the
stairs, her quivering whisper sounding
curiously plaintive and piteous.

“Omi! Omi-sama! For the love of
all the gods, not leave me—yet!”

But 1 arm| boyish voice came in
er entreaty. With her hand

upon hegAluttering heart, she now stag-.
gered into the room, and out upon

$: balcony. A .
giioht was starry overhead, but
scarcaen breath of wind was stirring.
The litgte wind-hells tinkled only faintly

" MISS SPRING-MORNING
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only, or did he actually seg‘thaf same
child-woman face, resting like a white
lotus upon the vine boxes of the bal-
cony? Every nerve alert and ‘sensitive,
he looked and looked, and then he®
listened. Something—some one over ¢
" there was crying—lowly moaning. He
as sure he was not mistaken. Agaiff’
he listened, and then a little wind swept
refreshingly abroad and knocked the
‘&anging glass of the wind-bells back and
orth, so -that their melodious finkle
alone was heard.
| The American went indoors. A sharp
'f:lapping of his hands brought a scur-
rying maid into the apartment. She
slipped to her knegs to. receive his or-
ders, Taking a roll of bills from a

at herfcoming. ﬁ)ver the balcony, where | leather case, he deftly rolled them in-

lately she had twisted the vines and ivy,

she now leanéd, trying to see into the |
- adjoining .house[ whither she knew he

must go to bid: farewell to her step-
mother. But the lights: of the house
were out, and suddenly she realized that
the hour was late, and that Omi must
have found but!a moment to say his
sayonara. He was gone!

Across the street, the house of ithe
honorable captain was brilliantly illumi-
nated. They hdd feasted there also.
Many of the solgiers would march away
to-night with thejy captain—Omi among
them. She stralded her eyes to watch
the doorway of the captain’sj;

ouse, de

when a_little pafty issued férth, a lery |

A beat of drim was heard ‘up 'the

was strangled onj her lips. F:
street—some poftion of 'the regiment

on the march tp the railway station.

$pring-morning jwrung her hands des-
her shaking kneds.
soldiers were, passing,
passed, her hous;!

Now the marching

had a\s:l dy
Soon they were-out
* Duller, lower, softer

perately togethier and sank down u{on I

of sight entirely

~ sounded the musjcal beat of the dru n.

A FOREIG fi:R in white flanhels -

cape out pito the balcony, of |the
house of Captajn}Taganouchi. He stood
in the darkness Jooking out at 4he little
house across the stréet. Suddenly he

leaned forward fand peeyed long land.

eagerly, as though trying to pierce| the
darkness and q’h rt distance ‘that sepa-
rated tl‘1e two; Bouses. Was it fancy

t | ' ; E : i

baper and snapped a rubber band upofi
them. This he handed to the maid, who
stared at him open-mouthed,
i “Take this,” he said in Japanese,
facross the street. It is a wedding gift
or the wife of Omi.”

The maid bobbed her head half a
i itlozen times, and departed upon her er-
| tand. Jamison Tyrrell heard the slid-
ng glide of her feet along the matted
hall and down the stairs, and the clip-
clop of her clogs as she crossed the
| cobblestoned: street. But he did not see
" her, as, hesitating a moment between the
| two small houses she approached and
! knocked upon the door of the Yamada’s
ouse. The old woman thrust out a red
| and angry face, inflamed with late tears
| and the imbibing of much sake:

P

R e ——

} returned the waiting maid!

| . The old woman grunted, and shuffling
| heavily along'the hall, she opened the
{ door. Thrusting out a withered old
 hand, she snatched greedily\;’ the package
{ extended by the maid, who depatted as
speedily as she had come.

|

'

CHAPTER III

|
t
{
|
i

‘ p?n her.

. “Who is it?” harshly she demandec-i.f
I “A gift bearer for the bride,” sweetly .

N

P ‘LD Madam Yafmada sat grum-

bling over her pipe. Her temper - -
was bad, and she found-food to

increase its acidity in the fact that.

BHpring-morning was not-at hind to wait»_ :
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Her daughter-in-law had, from the
first, been a source of irritation to her,

despité the fact that she seemed meek -ying| out, and -even clogs are costly! in

and plastic'as wax in the hands of the
older woman. After the going of Omi, !
she had shown a devoted disposition to
cater to the slightest desire or caprice
of her ?11ot11er-i;1-1aw.' By law, she was,
of course, under the dominion of the
older woman; but something more than l
mere man-made laws had taken posses-
sion of Spring-morning. In the face of
unspeakable hardship, privation and '
eternal denouncing, she remained al-
ways the same—meek, sweet, cheerful, }
docile. Madam Yamada had not trou-
bled herself to discover the reason for |
the change in the disposition of the’
somewhat fractious girl she had previ-
She simply took advan-
tage of it. When she expressed her in-
tention of gojng to live in Yokohama,
Spring-inorning cheerfully packed her
few belongings, made farewell} callse
upon her various relatives, -and.submis-
fdeithe long
journey to the big metropiy, so far
away from the home she " a,tf always
known and the few poog, relatives,
whom despite their poverty and help-
lessness she loved. My .
In Yokohama, they found lodgment.
in a shabby quarter of the town, and
here the older woman calmly. announced
that henceforth she looked tq Spring-

- morning for their entire support. It

was war-time. Madam Yamada was
well aware that the girl would find it
difﬁfult to obtain employment of any
sort' in the city.. Employers were dis-
charging, not engaging, workers; and al-
ways Spring-morning,who tramped the
strange, endless stre%é oflthe big city.
by day, came back at night yith empty
hands. A country girl, ignorant of even
the likely plages where she might ob-
tair] work, shel found herself shouldered
aside everywhere. Shabby, speakirg
even a different dialect from that of the
loc?lity, she was unable to compete with
thelsmart, swiftly moving, sophisticated
girls of thelcity. |

ﬁt had, therefore, lately} become the
habit of<the glder woman, upon the fe-
turp of thegirl from her hopeless quest
for] work, tq make remarks of this
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Hoi! You have been gone seyen
"hodrs, it seems. Your clogs are wear-
thege days. You come back with ndgth-
ing!l Well, these are strange tiines, |
strong and healthy, aye, and a beauti'fql
girl—and young—yet unable to make &
livelihood! Hoti, my girl, there are tricks
to llearn—tricks!” = L1
Always Spring-morning brooded and
shudde:ﬁ-(li over these “tricks” she should

leairn. er rounded cheeks lost their
plumpriess and their wonderful rosy
hue. Shadows crept under her wistful
ey¢s; and her small, pretty moiuth,
which seemed made for dimples to play
abput, drooped pathetically. A weari-
neps and languor seized upon her, pnd
presently she found it a|matter of hard
labor 3to pull her weary- feet along
through the hard streets of the seapc{rt.

"[‘HEN came a day when she drogped
in a dead fdint at the feet of alfor-
_eign priest. Kindly hands picked the un-
.conscious girl’s frail little form up;and
shie was carried into a cool place, where
she ‘was ministered to and cared). for.
For a time after this, her lot was at/least
tefaporarily improved. !
Through the kindly offices of Hather
Daly, Spring-morning found employ-
mgnt in several of the preteptious
bungalows on the cliffs of Yokdhama,
where the fofeign residents livfl-,x and
through him she made the friendship of
a sweet and charming American girl.
Spring-morning’s little hands were as
soft and fine as her native cherfy-blos-
soms.” They seemed, indeed, 1ik':¢ pretty
helpless flowers, made solely to ze cher-

ished and caressed. Nevertheless her |
new friends soon disCoyvered that they
were capable and even wonderfyl hands.
The tiny fingers could make the finest
of embroidery and microscopid stitches.
The work* was not Efparticular y remu-
nerative, but the girl’s young heart over- .
flowed with grateful) joy at the oppor-
tunity of at least Heing per}nitted to
earn her living, and fit was wijth almost
pathétic joy that shp broughj her first -
wages to the grumblifig, muttéring, nag-
‘ging old mother-in-I;
.old eyes had watche
such a sinister) expre
-She had not con

Aw, whoge. piercing
]l her s:fong with
ssion. 4 -

led in’ her mother-.

=ocreensocal




12-FER-2002 18:34

jere as
yublq's_

‘pretty

e cher-

ss her’
it they-

hands.
» finest
titches.

remu- -
't over- «

oppor-
tted to
almost
er first
g, nag-
inercing
1g with

nother-.

4.

e et DA R acast et il ol DRl R = o Ay

Al
A
i

e T Sy

"~ the old woman.

]
‘]

. wara.
. der her sole control and authority ; why

* this expedient, fo
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in-law the fact thaL she ‘had actually
| found employment, though the latter
" suspected” from the girl’s long absénces:
and her happy demeanor that a change
of some kind had come in her fortunes.
An evil hope lay deep in the breast of
She ardently trusted
that Spring-morning was profiting by
the daily hints giveg her, and was fol-
lowing that easy mgthod of livelihood

open to all girls of beauty and youth.
Madam Yamada 'had had no other
fate in mind for Her daughter-in-law
when she had brought her to the big city
with her. She had intended deliberately,
to drive Spring-mofning to the Yoshi-
The girl wag her property—un-

should she not prdfit by her beauty.?
Many fathers, mothers and brothers all
over Japan sold thejr girls into a similar
marlet. Spring—ni%nin was no better
than the thousand cther/girls who obedi-
eritly and even piously sacrificed them-
selves at the behest of those in authority
over them. Indeed;in her daughter-in-
law’s case, there yas even a higher
reason why she shquld make the sacri-
fice. Her honorablg husband served the
Emperor! Those at home must, at any
cost, work to make a place for him
should the gods dectee he should return,
mayhap wounded'or disabled. i

Despite, however, her determination
to use her daughter-in-law’s body as
a marketable commodity, Madd Ya-
mada was cunningly determined that
Spring-morning heyself should suggest
she knew that should
het son return {ftom the war, there
would be a fearfulday of r¢ckoning for
her, when Omi wduld demtand what it
was she had done with his wife; for al-
though the young spldier was aware that
Spring-morning mpist take his place to
his mother and become hef means of
.support, his boyisH mind had not actu-
ally conceived the horrible possibility
that his wife would be driven -to the
common lot of the very poor, similarly
faced. with such a problem. At the

.- period of his going to the front, Omi
" was in too exalted a state of mind for

-~ so cruel a shado jto darken’his aspira-
tions. It saddened him, broke his heart
indeed; that his wi

him, even at the parting, but it had Aot
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! ~
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dashed his high courage, nor his su-
preme resolve to die gloriously for his -
Emperor and country, secure in the
knoledge that he ‘had dutifully sup-
p‘liefjasupport for his old mother. °

N W, as Madam Yamada sat alone,
" | muttering over her pipe and sake,
pr%ng-morning softly opened the dingy-

screden, and stood upon the threshold
smiling radiantly down upon her. A
golden stream of sunlight came through
thesopened door, and a breath of sweet
~ir as exhilarating as the smiling face of
thej young girl herself; but Madam
Xa ada dashed her pipe down savagely }
ipdn the hibachi and snarlingly de-
:]‘xa ded of the girl that she close the
hojji, and give an account of her day’s
adventures. Spring-morning continued
to smile, heedlessly forgetting even to
close the screen. She advanced upon
her mother-in-law with her two hands
lield out, the rosy fingers doubled over
till her fists seemed like round, roguish
now-balls. ; _
“Look!” she cried-softly. “What do
you suppose, Mother, I have got here in
my hands?” , _
i Madam Yamada hobbled to her feet,
and stood looking, from tinder lowering.
brows at the two extended fists of her
daughter. Slowly the little ﬁngers un-
curled, disclobing in each palm a shining
%Mece of money. The old woman’s sharp
ingers seized upon the coins with the
greedy swiftness of some bird of prey
picking up food in its talons. ‘
! “I-ﬂ]ml It is insignificant, Is this the
extent of your wages, then? How much
are you holding back?”
i The girl’s face fell. : f,
{ “Is it not a large sum?” she quiver- fiq
ingly’ asked, “Just think—two whale
g, and I am to have steady employ-
m i t, sa the honorable Miss American
3 promised me. I work for the for-
igners, Mother-in-law, who make their
mes on the heights and—" )
/Madam Yamada, who has been test- -
r the money on her teeth, looked up
darply at that, her beady little eyes glit-
tering, as she knotted the coins in the
ing of her sleeve.” She made a curt
btibn - to - her - daughter-in-law - to be~
then painfully came to the mat
o osi}g-the girl. She pushed with her:
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foot the tobacco-bon toward Spring-
morning, and the latter silently went to
work ﬁllmg and refilling. the_bowl of
her mother’sjone-whiff pipe. For some-
time the old woman smoked in silence,
This is what she was thinking:

Here was a pretty stite of things?
‘Her daughter-in-law had found fine

not know how anxious I am to serve
‘}ou ' said Spring-morning gently.

- “You say that dutifully enough, and I
c,are say you really feel to some eYtexit a -
'desire to serve your husband’s motler.
tHowever T will test you, Haru-no.
'Now you know very well the fate of ghe
average girl of beauty who happens also
friends indeed — barbarians! white-* to be a pauper, do you not? Well—ter
faced, bleached-haired, faded-eyed fools ,—it’s no use to look at me like that.
! who patxomzed the sacred- soil of Dai 'You understand me very well.” ;

’ Nippon. A savage inward anger con-
sumed her withered bosom. She more
than hated, she abhorred these accursed |
foreign devils! It was their very stock

THE girl's' expression” was pathehc
She had half risen upon her heels.
" Her little, full childish mouth opened as :

% “and blood which fought the soldiers of | if to speak, then helplessly closed.
4 Japan—menaced the hfe of her only |, Through the eyes, piteous and implor-
% son! For these her son’s wife must be ; ing, she was endeavoring to force a
A a servant! The thought tormented— smile. The lightness of her tone was
1, burned her! ‘ not convincing. There rang insistegtly

through her head, at that momént, rthe
words of her mother-in-law durmg
dreadful period of semi-starvation f om
which the foreign priest -had merc1f}1l1y
saved her. What horrible Eolution o
“their troubles had She then mean@ to
_suggest to the vague, heedless cars of
“the young girl?. ‘
“Ah, yes,” she answered tremulously
“Of course, I know your meaning, re-
spected mother-in-law, but happily for

s Ay - T K T AT T

s

FTER a time, she said w1th forced
calmness:

“T dare say it has not occurred to
you that these foreign devils are tak-
ing advantage of your youth and i 1grios
rance. The amount they pay you is not
enough.” bl

“Lut ” cried the girl, st
hurt, “it § is more than twicelw
gxris receive for similar employment

e

O e

And the work is pleasant. It{is easy to
serve those who are kind.” ~ ‘

“You talk the nonsense of a child—
you who are married to a soldier of
Tenshi-sama,” ,saxd her mother sternly.
“We do not serve foreign dévils for the

us both, I am saved from such aifate.
See how good the gods have beenl—see
how they befriend even me, so insignifi-
cant and unworthy !” » ;
“The gods!”’ shrleked the old woman,
banging her "hands harshly toé ther.

same money we would our own folk.
It's not merely payment for our labor,
hutjpayment for the degradation of serv-
ing| those—beneath us! Pah—cheap—
vulgar barbarians! Would you labor
as the slave of the esteemed monkey-
man ?’

“What have they to do with such s us?
VL/e are the outcasts—the poor—the beg-
gars of Japan. The rod of the gods is
heavily upon our backs. We pay for the
sins of our previous lives, and itjis onl

through syperhuman efforts ang sacri-
fices we can pull ourselves frpm our

%M&:. =

=\

i \
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“1 was-glad,” faltered the girl, - miserable pit. ~ It is not enough for you,
| ‘;’ find employment of any kind. We can- my girl, to earn a daily livelihpod for
. not starve.” - |, you and me.” You must think of my
f,_ “Oh, it is not likely we will starve,” soh—Omi. For him too, yéu must
L sail her mother-in-law. “I have still B work”
L4 little of the maprriage-gift money left for “Omil” repeated the girl ﬁm p1te—
g_’ our sustenance ; but very shortly it tob ous surprise.
g: will be gone.| Now thereiare several “Yes—your husnd -the old
. th1 gs for yout to do—mamy ways to ; woman sternly “Tiisten to 'e, Haru-
P make an hdnest livelihood. [That’s right, no. Omi may retup _y'glthm ear. 1t
logk at me, daughter-m-la*w Well, (I s not sure he willjjose his Jife. You -
¥ have something on my mmtﬁ must know that theff {country Hll be ter-
5 : “Yes? Do tell me whatitis. Youdo ribly impover shed en the war is over,
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we may be defeated! What's my son to ' we
i do? Suppose he returns—sick, help- :
. less! Must he starve? No! Nol. I tell

you it's the sacred duty of the ones left

at home to make 'a place where ouf

heroes 'may come. :It may mean hard-
ship, sacrifice—suffering=—well! . What
of that? Fill your|soul, Spring“morn-
ing, with the fire n(iw animating that of
my son. Does he—+the soldier of your
Emperor—fear any hazard? Is.theré

horse of Death itself?” |
Her ﬁngersiﬁ

if animated with a fiew wildlife, as she

turned over the leaves of an old and-
-well-worn book. - ! '

“See-—see, O-Haru-no! Read here
hilosophers.. Your
: d aloud—We are

cyes are bright—
taught—" {4 ¥
She thrust ‘the bdok upon the trem-
bling girl, but, with & pitiful wailing cry,
Spring-morning pushed it from- her.
“Ah no—o-o—na! It is unnecessary,
I know the duty-wqrds by heart. They
have rung in my earp—yes, since the day
I saw my husband’s troop marching—
away—away-—"

She broke down, sobbfng like a dis- -

tracted child. - . ; |
“Hush!, Hush! { Control your grief.
Take example frony your superiors, It

is uncivilized to ‘betray one’s inner |

stormy emotions, [Your husband is a
soldier |” : '

4

, SPRING-MOR ING raised her face

bravely. The t}éars had dried upoh
it, and it was very/white and stony. '
“Here at home}” pursued, the old
woman, “you too njust be a soldier.” |
C “Towilly T will)’] said the girl softly.
“T will try, honorable mother-in-law, fo
be a—soldier ! . ) :
She stood up, smiiling now, a smile éo
terribly: sweet and pathetic that her
mother-in-law turped away. After|a

moment she asked gently, as though

seeking advice'in'al course to pursue of

as humbly ignorant:
“Instruct me,

What am I to do|?y |
Madam Yamada’s harshness fe-
turned. She sneered savagely at t*xe

t

| MISS SPRING-
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or, it may chance, tHough not likely, that giri.- She had no patience. for such

kness and emotion.

‘r‘lYou know very well what to do. Tt
is not difficult to show beauty when one
_possesses it.” _
pring-morning was silent, as though
in some deep: thought. Suddenly she
put out her hands imploringly toward
the|implacable old womén. '

‘q

14 o)

»  ‘|Oh, it is not possible for me to do
I'it,”] she said. “Where am I to find the

. strength for such a life.”
any hardship he is not prepared to face? *
Does he not ride abroad with the dark | in-Jaw. “It is done every day. It is
. thel common lot of such as you.”

"] #Ah yes, yes—I have known that,”

" “Not possible!” shouted her mother-

mdned the girl faintly. “I think I have
‘kngwn it from the first—from the day I
malrried Omi. And yet—I know .not -

 why, always I have hoped—believed

that a better life was for me. Oh—"
She cast out her hands again implor-
ingly toward her mother-in-law. “I

pray you pardon me for—for my weak-
. ness.”

| “‘From the decree of heaven there is
i no escape,’ ” quoted ,Madam Yamada
| roughly. “Why not then go bravely to~

_i-the task set you? It is not customary

! for girls of your class to waste so much
, emotion at such a time. It is better to
| do even a loathsome task bravely and
| finely. You are no better than the
thousand other women wh¢ have gone
: to the Yoshiwara beéfore you.”
“No better,” repeated the girl dully.
| “Yet+—Omi, your son, madam—ihe
i taught me—yes, we talked together of
; the beautiful—the good, sweet life we
i would tread together, Never did it en-¢

. ter into the mind of my husband that T\, -

:should be sent to such a dreadful
i place.” . :
Something in the expression of-her
i mather-in-law’s face stopped her words.
i.A Jital, terrible question seemed to be
bujfsting to find utterance now. _
flOmi? Assure me, dear, good, hon-
orfible mother, that Om: did not know
thit T—that I—" ‘ ,
!I he old woman’s eyes had clospc_i, S0
thilt riothing was visible save the sinister-
ghint of black. 'Through this narrow
slit, however, Spring-morning felt they :
restéd upon her keenly, cruelly. ..
,..Omi--knew I” she  said slowly,

&8

|
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THERE was silence for some time be-
tween them ‘after that, the girl
clutching weakly at the screefi behind
her and looking at her mother-in-law
with an expression upon her face of
shock and anguish. Presently the old
woman broke in upon the. silence,
speaking roughly:

“It’s not for a life-time, my girl. You
can go for a stated period—no longer,

. There is a law governing the matter, "

you are aware. We will inquire of the
proper authorities. I chose this city in
preference to Tokyo or Kyoto or Naga-
saki. or Osaka, because the Yoshiwara
here is said to be prosperous even now

at war-time,

“Moreover, it is patronized by your
friends—the honorable foreigners, and
always they are rich! You will enter
as a maiden, understand. It is ynwise
you should be known as the wife of
Omi. Place no shame upon my son’s
name. With your beautygit is quite:
possible you will make powdiigl friends.
It is a most remunerative ‘@mployment,
my girl. There is a fortuneiven within
your hands if you will but:‘have the

* Spring-morning said nﬁtf‘g‘ing. She
continued to stare before her in that
numbed, dull way of some gentle crea-
ture unjustly beaten.. Presently the old
woman moved across to tilz)%; sement,

en aside,

called to the girl: ks
“Come hither, if you plegse. Look
down there into the street below—and
yonder—you will see the wider streets.
Seé¢ the hordes of mén as|they pass
along. Where!do you think most of
them are going? Is it not a shame that
we—you and I—and my son—should!

.not have part |of the wealth that is,|

evérywhere in a city like this? Think,|
O-Haru-no, the value of such a posses-
sion as youps—beauty ! Why, rightfully,

-used, it‘.ma)? wir} you the prizes of all the

earth!”

; ! !
he pushed the casement wider apart

* showing to the|dazzled eyes|of the #int *

happy gir] thel gay panorama-of the;
streets spread ‘qut below them, the end
less, shifting ‘passing scenes, the gay,

 huprying, careless throngs. Then, wit

a final dark glance, at the ﬁ'irl’s whitd,

agonized face, Fhé returned ito her pipe-

|

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE I

SCoreencan

by the hibachi, and left Spring-morning
¢rouching there. i

i

. ; .
FOR a long time thégirl stared out

before her with wide, unseeing ey%s.
The noise, the traffic, the constant moy- -
!ing of passing people and vehicles, she
saw not at all, save as in some dim
dream. Through her mind passeda’
lpanorama of other scenes—scenes of
Jer childhood. She was a little girl,
playing in the fields with Omi, and Omi
was teaching her how to catch the glis-
tening fireflies. They were paddling fin
‘a country stream, screaming with de-
light. Now they were going to schgol
together, ragged, barefooted; happy.|
And now their young heads wédre
close™ together, as” they pored over
those fascinating books that Omi had
managed to purchase from the sale [of
their joint labors' ds fire-fly catché,frs.
To illuminate a single entertainment of
some exalted lord, the thousand fireflies
they had labored all summer to take
had been liberated from their cages,
and liberally paid for. Omi had boyght
the coveted books. Ah, what deliclous

' dreams were those they had then in-

dulged in, as they pored over the pdges.

Then there came the day when Omi
must run fleetly’to overtake his father,
and assist Rim in the rice fields.
Henceforth he was to earn three yen a
rqonth! It was a fabulous sum in the
eyes of the little twelve-year-old girl.
Soon, she was very sure, he woufd be-
come a man, earning maybe ten jyen a
month, capable of paying rent for% tiny
little house all his own. Agd their hon-
orable fathers had pledged them Ib each
other. Oh, what blissful years stfetched
in a golden eternity before thenj. She
saw herself just at the age of maturity,
with her dreams moge golden than ever,

and always in her |{dreams, like .some
heroic god, Omi wajked beside’her.

How she had pitigd women Jess for-
in the
ogether that there
11 to breathhe., Then
there had come a
ad told L}%r of thg

0

tunate than she, who must 1i
'big cities, so closely
was scarcely air fo
across her happires
shadow. Sorme on
Yoshiwara.
the street oﬁ Earl
away one day upon
ents were ver‘p'poq

journey.'} Her par-
and her father was
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.| MISS SPRINGH

blind. There wefre-little brothers and

sistérs. 1 :

Little O-Natsy-san (Miss Summer-
day) had gone dway smiling, but her
mother had wept,:quite terribly, Spring-

morning remembered. And O-Natga=~ 1

san had never jretarned. = One day
Spring-morning thad asked her step-
mother where it was that O-Natsu-san
had gone, smiling so bravely; and the
step-mother had f told Spring-morning
of the Yoshiwara.. It was a tale;to
blanch the cheekand stop the beating
heart of one older than she. Such
might have been lher fate, had said the

step-mother, btit,’happily, from this the -

gods had saved
bride of Omi. 4 .
Thinking onl .)of those dim, sweet
scenes of her pas{j and blind to even the
colorful moving throngs which her
mother-in-law hgd bade her study, she
became gradually| conscious of an insist-
ent strain of sweet music, whistled in
the street below] It was the strange,
melodious air, gavoring of some far
land, that caught ithe girl’s attention, and
she awoke frqméher sad dreaming, to
breath to the silken
thread of theispweet tone.” Then Ishe
leaned over the jill, and sought for the
singer in the strget below. =~ .
He was there in the shadow of a little
building acros§ the way, a young white
man, with sketch-book in his hand, s]d)ft-
ly whistling to| limself, as he drewithe
face of Springimorning. For a moment
they looked at! each other fairly, and a
curious look—was it admiration or sym-
pathy P—came info the face of the a‘f{st.

r. .She was to be 'lthe

He stepped acrdss the street, and (i me
directly beneathl her casement. !She
looked down 'at” him with her |eyes
slightly widened, as if with half fear,
half wonder. Then, as his radiant smile
seemed to reach yup and fairly warmj her,

the sob that hagd been strangling there

for utterance, broke from her ! lips,

" and with a little shivering ‘motion, she

closed the screen between them. @ !

CHAPTER IV | |
1‘ .

flags and lanterns.| It
oliday dress%ayly and

triumphantly. % a]

: : £

A .was a-flutter | with

Mrs, Tyrrell's|sewing

MORNING

ay idly upon her lap. She:"had.put on
er glasses, and was watching the

m O T

long the street. In their thin, bright
nd flimsy dresses they seemed to her

&

Nothing but color and light! Even
their faces.seemed to harmgnize with
the tawdry articles they waved so gayly,
ind with their as tawdry apparel.

' They seemed unreal—figures of some
range, fantastic world to which she
1t helplessly she could never adapt
erself,

Her reverie was interrupted by the
petuous entrance of her son. He
came in from the outdoors bare-headed,

.QL__..:......‘.-.

his light auburn hair curling moistly

about his fine head, and giving him that
¢uriously boyish look which never
seemed to have entirely left Jamison
Tyrrell, though he was past thirty.

“Whew, it’s hot!” he exclaimed, toss-
ing his hat, which he had crushed under
his arm, acrdss the room to a table.
“But, let me tell you, this has been one
fine day for me. Wish you’d seen some
of the types I got in the quarter.”

Mrs. Tyrrell blinked her glasses from
her nose, and they hung by their black
ribbon suspended from her ear. Her
features were sharp and fine, and she
was very near-sighted. i

“Oh TJamie, I do wish you'd keep
away from that part of the city. Father
quly’s been telling us that all sorts of
crimes are committed in the slumy of
Y(l"Lkohama, and particularly at this titne,
when the war—" -

Her son stopped her further speech
by gayly placing his big white hands un-
er her chin, and laying his warm, boy-
fish cheek against her own. The contact
elted and thrilled her as always, and

here. ;
“Now aren’t you the old fretter,” he
eproved. “You'd borrow trouble from
'he sunshine itself.” . * ‘

Mrs. Tyrrell sighed, ;
| “There you go,” he growled in re-
proof, “heaving such murdering sigh
Now what in the world is there to tro
j bl‘e‘%nu about?” :

home,” she said plaintively. “There
F telling what might happen to us her
| s . % ¥y

rowds of passers-by as they swept -

ke flower-petals blowing before a wind. -

he put back her hands to hold him

“Oh Jamie dear, I wish we were at
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I’ve heard such horrible tales about the
massacres of Christians in heathen
lands and—" : -
. “We're just as safe here as in' our
little beds at home.” .~ -

“Oh, we can't be sure of that at all.
These Japanese—they really hate us,

dear, and they might do anything if .

things were to go against them with
the Russians. I believe they consider
us all alike, as indeed we are, at.bot-
tom, we Western people.” S

“You needn’t worry about the Japs.
They’'re on their good behavior—trying
to ‘make good,” in the eyes of the civ-
ilized world. They wouldn’t have any-
thing happen to us here now ‘for any-
thing in the world. They’re terribly
sensitive about it. Besides, you do them
a great wrong, . Mother. They are
really a remarkably fine people. Now
look out there, will you.”, He turned
her face around to the window. “Do
you see anything to worry about from
a smiling crowd like that?”

“They seem friendly and harmléss
enough, I suppose,” she admitted grudg-
ingly, “but Jamie dear, there’s some-
thing about the—I don’t knowiyhat—
that is unreal, queer—unlike us $H:£
way.” vy

“Nonsense.”

“I suppose it is just prejudice;” she
sighed, “but somehow, they don’t seem
the same as we are at all. They are so
light—I1 was going to 'say trifling—Ilike
«alot of foolish children.” She hesitated

St

. “and added plaintively: “Oh, I dare say

dads.te -

I wrong them.” i ;
“You'-do, Mother,” declared her'son
earnestly, releasing her. o
“Well—maybe,” admitted his mother,
and with the dissatisfied, distressed look
still on her face, she fell to work again.
“Now you've always been mighty
fond of Taggy,” suggested her son.

“Oh mo, I have not,”” said his mother .

gravely. “It took me some time to—
er—appreciate him.” ‘
“That’s right,” jeeringly laughed
_Tamisor. “‘Appreciate " Taggy is'like
olives, |eh, an jacquired taste, but. aw-
fully good onc'le you reeally get to know
him.”glD . ! C
“Then he was educated in Amerjca,”
said Mfrs. T'yrr‘Fll. “He became just like

‘one of us. Ig never | thought of {Mr.

| | ’ m |
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"inquired his mother.

Bcreenzcan

Taganouchi as Japanese at all.’ With
that little mustache he wore, and his
very distinguished bearing, why—he
might have belonged to any land rather
than Japan. In fact, Jamie, I fancy Mr.
Taganouchi, living so long in America,
really became as one of us, and-at heart
was scarcely Japanese at all.”

“Taggy not Japanese! Why, he is
typical. His Western- civilization was
the merest veneer on Tdggy. He was
really T]apanese to the last drop of his
blood! I wish you’d seen him on his =
last night in Japan.”” After a moment’s
thought he added: “No, I'm glad you
did not. I want you to retain your good
opiniof of old Taggy.” .
I_IISI mother looked up anxiously, and

her son answered her look with a
smile of assurance. .

“Oh, Taggy’s all right, Mother. You
needri’'t lgse faith in him. He’s doing
a fine thiflg now, you know—an inspir-
ing, noble thing.” .

“Then what did you mean just now

“We—Il, we had a little discussion
about a certain matter. Our view points.

are widely different.”

“Why, I thought you and he were
in ideal accord—that was why you got
on so well together?” |

“So did 1, till I came out here, and in
fact we are in most things; but, as I
told you, at bottom Taggy is pure Japa-
nese, and I—""he beamed radiantly at
his mother—“in spite of being under
the magical spell of this unspeakably
charming fdiry-land, I'm American—
with

v

He stooped over her and gave her a -

warm hug and noisy kiss. ¢ ]
* “Oh, I love to. hear you say that,”}

said she. “I have been so afraid, dear,’

that you were getting too  fond—too in
fatuated’ with this country. . You ar
such an enthusiast, and so tempera
mental. I knew exactly the effect
country like thisl would have upo‘?t

# his arms above

jaded, tired gyes a
i the spell afid lure

T e —— e

-y

‘foine’ old Irish ancestry behind ¢
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but unlike you, I'm|not seeing Japan

through glasses, but \[vith admiring eyes
wide open.” i
¢ “I'm not so sure bf that,” said his
mother quietly. -“I tather fancy your
own glasses are quite rose-colored.”
“Maybe they are,” said Jamison Tyr-
rell softly, and sauntering to the win<
dow; he looked down|dreamily into the

street below. All un¢onsciously he be-
gan softly to whistle Ehe haunting littlé

air which had caught the attention of . cheeks of the older woman.

Spring-morning, and as he did so,
suddenly there camé up before him

the exquisite, startled (young face of .

the girl again, The air slightly wavered
on his lips. He learied against the
casement in a day-dream, luring and
fantastic. 2

|
CHAPTER V ; - self and a disagreeable old relative—

ced a caller, Missl

She was in the
igr name was pro-
nounced, a tall, hearty, fresh-colored

|

' MAID annoug
j A Edith Latim%
! room before

.

‘lface, and a personality that fairly radi-:
ated health and abounding spirits. i
“Hello!” was Jamibon Tyrrell’s cor-

dial greeting, as he {shook the large, '

shapely hand the girl!extended.

exclaimed, almost breathléssly. “Good
gracious, it’s like walking through a
maze—a circus—to .
lhama street to-day. I declare I’ve been|
literally treading on ljttle people—little
]babies, little dogs and little cats, and;
little everything all| day. Have you a:
fan? Thanks.
a bit.”

i “It’s your mother %wan,t. to see,” she] '

and began fanning Herself vigorously,!

#alking, despite her regquest for them to;'

/‘wait a bit,” as rapidl} as she fanned. ?:
“Oh, Mrs. Tyrrell,{I have the loveli-i;!
est little girl I want to interest you in. |
(You needn’t:smile, Jdmison, for she is|
Inot this time a geisha girl nor the de-
serted spouse of one of our fair country-
men. Now I know that you are going to
help me, aren't you, Mrs, Tyrrell ?”
The latter put onj her glasses and
beamed through therh at Edith, who was
a great favorite with er.
“Certainly, if I ql:‘n, dear, but you

o . .
| . P ’
'MIS$ SPRING-MPRNING -

No ;vvait till I cool oﬁ?t

Ly -
She opened the fal'l iwvith a wide swing, {I

=SCreencan

SEh

681

know I don't share your or Jamie’s en-
thusigsm in regard to the Japanese.”

“Qh, well, she’s going to make you
change your opinion.- Wait till you see _
her, T Her name is Spring-morning.
Isn't|that lovely—Haru-no, they say in
Japatese, and I wish you could see thef
perfectly beautiful embroidery work
that child can do—better than yours
even,and that’s saying a lot, isn’t it ?’

A |little flush swept over the thin
She -
fingered her favorite work, then held
it up

“What do you think of this ?”

“Viery pretty, but nothing to what
Sprifg-morning.can do.”

“And who is she, my dear?”

“Iifltell you! She’s’a poor little thing
who Yvas trying to make g Hving for her-

- grandmother or something.  Father

o down a Yoko-'-

Daly discovered her trying to sell sea-

- shells to his congregation last Sunday

afterymass. Of all things! Sea-shells!

. Entering -into competition with sonie
young woman, with ja fine, attractive' |

! to peddle those little Catholic talismans

nice little Japanese women he’d induce¢

they sent us from America. That was

. Sprinlg-morning’s idea, however, "of
Well:~

earning a living in Yokohama.
naturally, dear good old Father Daly
stopped a moment gently to reprove her,
when all of a sudden she dropped right
down at his feet, her precious sea-shells
scattering about her. He thought she
was kow-towing, but when she did not
move, he stooped, to'see what the trouble
was, and therej@he was in a perfectly
dead fain’c. ' ‘
“Well, the tale was soon told. She.
hadn’t eaten a bite for three whole days .
—not a'single bit. Just think of that—
starving—a - young, lovely girl, here in
this big, rich city. She said they had
come recently from the country and she
had Hrought the shells with her, hoping
to sejl enough to make a livelihood for
herselif and ‘elderly relative.” We-ell,
Fathgr Daly, naturally, brought her to

me, #nd I'm going the rounds of my
frienfls to see if I can’t find her a home ‘
of s¢me sort. I've seen the ‘elderly:

relative,” you see, and she is perfectly
unspe¢akable—horrible, and I'm going to
move heaven and earth to get Spring- -
ing away from her.” o
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She shuddered vividly, her fine brows
drawing together in a frown. .
“Why, I hate even to think of some
of the horrible things that wicked old

‘“woman hinted Spring-morning ought to

do for a livelihood.”

HE turned a pair of winning eyes

upon Mrs, Tyrrell, who responded

with only a slight relaxing of her some-
what forbidding expression.

“Now, dear, can’t you make a place
for her here in this big house?”’

“I may be able to,” said Mrs, Tyrrell,
running -her needle .thoughtfully in and
out of her emery strawberry. “I am not
at all satisfied with Ume. Look.at that
screen. It has been mended twjce al-
ready this month; yet only this morning
I caught that girl deliberately poking an-
other hole into it, simply for the purpose
of spying upon us, though goodness

knows what good it does her to hear

what we have to say, for she cannot
understand a word of English. So I"Sﬁ
decided to discharge Ume without réfeg-
ences, and if your little friend—"
“But no,” interrupted Edithag 1
“Spring-morning is not strongf
for that kind of work; besideg#:
too refined and sweet for menial work.
You need some one here to—wéll—"
She looked about the formally and pre-
cisely arranged room, with "its theavy
pieces of Western furniture, which Mrs.
Tyrrell had herself |brought. from
America, and to the amazement of her
son planted firmly inl his cherished
osashiki, until then sctupulously .bare
and unfurnished, in the! Japanese style,
Edith strveyed the room, not critically,
but appraisingly, as if she saw-the pos-

. sibilities of its being made at least tolér-

ably sightly through the offices of her
protégée; then turning to Mrs. Tyrrell,
she nodded her bright: head emphati-
cally. |That’s it., You,need some one
here to lend'a touch of beauty to your
house.” 1 i
This | statement brought a snort of
amazed| laughter from Jhmison, and his
mother protested in that indulgent tone
she aleys used toward her favorite. ;

‘TH .N, ’coo,’L went off the gi'rl, in }‘:er
) forceful way, determined to carry
her purpose 'th[i‘ough, “there’s all sorts

THE BLUE BOOK MJ:&‘GAZiNE
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- of ways you can ‘make’ her useful, in-

valuable to you. Besidés the sewing; I
forgot to tell you that shé is a most won-
derful little masseuse, * You ask Mrs.
Splint. | She had a splitting headache,
Said she felt as if the top of her head
was just about to blow off—you keiow,
one of those headaches we foreigners
get in Japan till we're used to the at-
mosphere. Well, there sat that little
thing i$ the room, patiently embroider-
ing, and looking for all the world like a
little Japanese angel or saint—you can’t
imagine how pretty Spring-morning is
—positively the prettiest girl in Japan,

‘Led me toach ad you head’—her accent
is too tute!—And she got up, put her
little, sbft fingers on Gertrude’s head,
and as true as.I am sitting here now, the
pain seemed literally to be lifted out of
Gertie’s fread, and before she knew it
she had dropped sound asleep.”

“Hypnotism,” said Jamison briefly,

“I don’t know about!that,” said his

- mother thoughtfilly. “You know the

Japanese have a: greatreputation for _
massaging. I've often wanted to hire.

‘one of them, but most of the masseuses

here in Yokohama are such horrible
looking old crones, and I felt a positive
repulsion at permitting them to touch
me, Now if Edith’s friend can really
do such things, she would be invaluable
tome. You cannot imagine how terribly
I suffer-with neuralgia, and pains all
down this side and—" :

“Oh,” broke in Edith, “give her a trial
then, fear. She’ll prove a regular little
‘medicine-woman’ for you.”

“I will then,” said Mrs, Tyrrell,
“—though,” she added uneasily, “I wish
she could also do Ume’s work. I declare
I cannot get used to the unquenchable
curiosity of these Japanese maids. It's
almost impossible for us even to bathe
without espionage. I had to have car-
penters build.a wall about our bathroom,
especially to keep'out the maids while
we aﬂi bathing. You never heard of
such’immodest officiousnfss.” :

The young people. exc
glance%s, and Jamison, gt

put i -
“The time after Man‘{:
she counted—how man

T tell y%u. Well, she said to Mrs. Splint: -
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a’s first bath, i
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ly, a flush coming to her cheeks, :
| Jamison threw back his head and
burst out laughing, while Edith turned
‘her shoulder slightly from Mrs. Tyrrell
to conceal her own mirth. Mrs, Tyrrell
did not see at all that the matter was in
the nature of a joke, and she regarded

- her son very disapprox{ingly as he shoo_k;
I

with laughter, . i

“She cleared out evéry servant on the
place,” he croaked, “ahd all because the
poor little critters were interested in our
honorable white skin, | Qur baths were
accompanied always an orchestra
(unseen but felt behind the screens) of,
tittering and admiring exclamatory]
whispers of astonishmient.”

“It is nothing to laugh about,” said
his mother severely, “and I am quite
sure I don’t know héw you managed|

|

about such things bgfore I came out,
ere.” k3 ;
| A deep silence her¥ ensued, duringI
which Jamison, his back turned to the.
two women, his shéulders shaking,|
Iooked down into the liftle garden below,
ﬂronting the open and quite crowded'
street. There he saw, 10destly bathing,
in the little pond, totally oblivious of.
nd indifferent to the scores of passers-!
by, equally indifferent to her, the afore-|
said guilty Ume, clac merely in the;
Human form divine—and this despite the
fact that the Okusamd (as they called |
Her in the house) hersélf had fashioned |
dertain voluminous garments suitable |

MISS SPRING-M
4 .

“Thirteen,” said Mts. Tyrrell solemn.

N A ’g" %
i

RNING -

young man turned upon hér. :

“Itls true, all-right-o! But what's
your hurry? Don’t you want to see the
result of my hard day’s toil ?”

“Of course I do.” She was glad of -

the exXcuse to stay longer. Her friend-
ship Tlith Jamison Tyrrell dated many
years back, and Edith could scarcely re-
member a time when she had not been
willing to look at Jamison’s wonderful

' work, or linger to listen to his chaffing
flatteny. : :

— Helput the sketches into her hands,
-and sHe turned them over with exclama-
- tions#f approval and enthusjasm.

“Tlfey’re really bully—fine, Oh, what

a genfe subject! Lovely! But”—she

olding up ‘a sketch toward him
mow, and her face had a curious expres-
sion—"but ‘where on earth did you get
~—thigp”

It was a sketch of a motley block of
'dilapidated dwellings in some street in
the poorest part of Yokohama—a little
faded, rickety streak of miserable
houses, seeming to lean against each
other as for support, yet with their blue
slanting roofs, curiously picturesque and
quaint. But there was something else
that lent a particular-distinction to the
picture. In the midst of the squalid
little block, in a casement on the second
Hloor of the poorest of the'houses, there
showed a young girl’s exquisite but
tragic face. She was leaning on her

| iclasped hands, her eyes ‘wide and fright-

Jgo'r respectable maids t(r wear when tak- : ‘ened, fixed in -some sad day-dream:. °

“Well, T'll 'be off ithen,” said - Edith,

[3

i]-ng their daily baths.

and yow're an angel
Jamison.”
|

fh Well P

For some reason the artist’s face had

' 'he looked at it for a moment without
: Ispeaking. ) o
prompted Edith, watching

$HE held out a vigor ‘us hand, first to | |his face narrowly. . “You haven’t an-

the mother, and then to the son. For |,

a moment- the young,
hand. ; 4 M
| “Do you know, Edith,” he said with

fine conviction, “that you strike me as !/
gl?ing at present just fabout the finest |

ing in Japan?” . ,

“Oh, stop it, silly! | You know you
on’t mean half you isay. Everyone
nows you've kissed |the blarney stone
f those kingly ancestots of yours.” |

Nevertheless, she flushed with pleas-
iire at his words, nor cti her bright eyes

an retained her !

sketched her down in the quarter
| She’s rather good—I think.”

quietly. \She was drawing on
pves. slowly now, very carefully
ing the soft kid over her fingers;

ither g
i!'smoot
Cbut wa
Hwhile,

4l no,
o Hi§?eyes half closed, as he ex

683 °

evade the warm glance of admiration the |

i turned gq'ave, and picking up the sketch, |
i light. Good-by, '

swered me. Who is—the girl?”
“Oh~I don’t know,” he "answered
“Iwish I did. She interests:

i posed for you?’ asked Miss

tching Jamison’s Tace all the
er own brows slightly drawn. -
I caught her—just like "
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seemed, and as if in thought. Then he
said :

“It’s queer, but I have a feeling as if
—this girl's face were familiar%s if
I'd met.this little girl somewhere before,
I feel that—I know her.” - ¥

Edith was snapping closed the blittons
on her gloves.
at her friend, . ;

“Some other re-incarnation,” she said
lightly. “Who can tell?”

He looked at her sharply.

“No, no. I didn’t mean that,
the curious feeling that I've seen her
somewhere here in Japan—{fairly re-
cently. Yet I cannot place her at all.’
Her face—haunts me, almost,” he added
with a somiewhat lame laugh. ;

“‘I'lE tell you who she is,” said Edith.
“She’s Spring-morning, the girl I've
been telling you about. Possibly you've
seen her with me.” o

“Spring - morning?  Is .‘that her
name?” e looked eagerly from the
picture to Edith, enchanted with some'
discovery he fancied he had made.

“By Jove! how the namgaBecomes
her, doesn’t it? She is likfga spring
morning, isn’t she?”’ Add hé held the
picture off at arm’s length'for Edith’s
scrutiny. g

Edith nodded her head. *g

“Yes, she is. * And now I'm off—in
earnest, this time. Good-by.”

“But wait a bit, Edith. Perhaps you
can tell me something about her—where
she came from—-who she is?’ You see
I'm anxious to place her—to “find out
where I've seen her before.” . ’
“I've told you exactly everything I
know about her,” said Edith coldly,
“and now, as she’s coming here to work
for your mother, possibly yolt will get
all the much d'Fsired information di-
rectly from her.| Good-by, all.”

JAMISON, - TYRRELL stood in
.thought for $ome time after Edith
had|gone, his thjiimb and forefinger ab-
sently .fingeting |his lower lip, after an
abst?'acted abit |he had when preoccu-
pied. ; , \
Hjis mother, who had' missed not a
worf of his colloquy with Edith; had
comg quietly to his side, Her glasses
on ﬁrlmly, and she szs looking

»
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She smiled brightly up

I have .

|
|

|
|

!

‘that he was looking at the pictur

! -
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amined the picture critically, as it

i
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.down at the picture that lay now on t
top of the little heap of sketches.
' “Did you notice fanything peculiar
about Edith’s manner just now?”’ he
asked his mother suddenly.

' Mrs. Tyrrell turned. somewhat uh-
willingly ‘from the sketch. She looked

.up quietly into her boy’s face, and there

was in her face a sttange dawning e§

ression of vague alarm. Her voice,

Eowever, was unusually gentle. :
“You say sometimes, dear, that I'm

accustomed to see things through, my

glasses. Don’t you think you -too ate

i—a little—blind?” ~ I

" “Why, what do you mean, Mother ?"
“I mean—Edith!” - = - A

i “What about her?”

- “She loves you, my son.”
“What utter nonsense.”
He almost shoved his mother aside gt -

the thbught; and from his frowning fage

it was plain that he"was not pleased. .
“What preposterous notiéns you ‘fo

get at times!, Now, for héaven’s sake

don’t suggest -any such thing to Ediﬁh,
too. Why,.it’s a crazy idea! Shé’s mo
re in love with me than I am with

His mother looked at him withput

speaking, and he began turning ove?ﬁs

e

W
.

sketches, muttering to himself crossly: ..
“Rubbish—preposterous  nonsense!
Why, she isn’t my kind of girl atlall.
We're _jolly good friends—nlothing
more.” " f
“What is your ‘kind of
his mother quietly. I
{fObh—I don’t know. ' Something
daintg and quaint and unusual-and
—and—"’ i
He had stopped speaking, and his
mother, going' nearej to his sidej saw
‘of a
miserable block of poor little h,/uses, -
from the window one of which g

young girl’s face seemed to glo
star.

“Is that—is that——jSpring-mo (
she asked, and involyintarily w
scious that the quavefl in her v

trayed the strange .‘-a tation whith had
pemed to stifle her.

seized upon her and s
Her son looked up,|ignd something in
the expression of hisj¢yes deepehied her
sudden fright.| She aught hinfby thes-
shoulders in an]al;nos frantic esfibrace.}

girl? ” agked

T
i
i

(@

Sy Sieap o
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“]amie—]amie——n'ly own dear boy—+
it would break my heart if you were to—+—
to care for—a Japanege!”

1

the sketches upon thef floor. -

“Now, of all the unutterably— No
look here: what's the matter with you?
Aren’t you ashamed to talk to your son
like that?"” A 5o
Half roughly, halt with aﬂectionzjﬁ

humor, he chided her! :
“Well, but Jamie, I;the sudden notiof
just came to me—and I think it came tp -
Edith, too, and—and—well, I "just
couldn’t bear the mere thought. Why,
'do you know, dear, I'declare in spite of-
my promise to Edith, I cannot now take
that girl into our houLe.” x
“Mother!” he cried sternly. “Yo
cannot refuse to. Dp you mean to tell
jme that because of ome crazy notioL
'like that you,d refusélto help a poor little
- "helpless girl who's indver done you gr
|anyone elsg any harm, and whosd very '
' poverty sHéws her purity and d- |
_ness and—" i , ;
‘ His mother’s mouth formed in a thin,
(firm line.
| “She may be a pegrfect angel,” said
ishe, “but she is not cdming to live in my
 house, Jamie.” k |
| “Oh, very well, if that’s the way you .
| do things!” . -
i There was a new jexpression on his }
| face now, almost ugly, as he picked up
his hat and looked ati his mother. i '
. “Edith says this; little girl is on the |
verge of starvation} gnd that her—rela~
tive is trying to driye her to worse than
that. T knew she wds in trouble when’
I looked at her to{ddy. Anyone could|
have seen it. NowgaAff after promisin'g
_ to help her, you wontg—I will!” Pl
© “Jamie!” She foflowed him to.th?:i
“door. “What are you going to do?’ ¢
~ “I'm going to see her. I'm going to|
engage her| to work for me—as 2

H
|
i

model.” ! '
I “No-—Jamie!” !
“Yes, Mother,”—very firmly. “[

must-have girls for,
will be an excellent
the fact that she nee

“But, Jamie, you«
girl like that—as yo
b-bearit. Itisn’t rig

ch work, and sh'e:

n't work with &
model. I couldn’t

i '

. \
) I

g l
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arm

- “Mother!” He stood up, upsetting ail -

v &g B
But he shook her/hand off from l-x.l'ﬁl .
B i i A ! 3

with an exclamation of impatience, *
and he went out into the street, though\
the shadows of approaching twilight had !
already beguri to fall, and the streets
had faken on the appearance of deser-

tion. ; E ?
CHAPTER VI .
YRRELL’S knock was an-
swered by Madam Yamada

herself. She came to the door,
with! her pipe in her hand, and.
stood for a moment, looking up lower- )
ingly at the young man upon her thres- 2/
hold{f Though it was dark already, and
the Itr_eet unlighted, she perceived at
oncélthat her caller was a foreigner, and ot
somghow this fact awoke in her ven-

. omous old breast a sense of fury and

yet of bifter triumph, as she realized
that she had placed her daughter be-
yond the reach of these most detested
ones:.

She met his request for Spring-morn- .
ing, with the response that she could
not understand such language, and was
about to close the door, practically in -
his face, when he stepped resolutely -
across the threshold and into the room.

“What you want, Mr. Foreigner?”
she demanded fiercely, her little black
eyes taking in in one penetrating glance
the cool, clean-looking young man whose
very attractiveness she resented. -

“Why, I merely want to see the young
girl who lives here,” he said, pleasantly,
disregarding entirely the very patent.
animosity shewn by the old woman. ) “I
want to.offer her some work to do,” he
added, |smiling, reassuringly. .

At that, Madam Yamada made a curi-
ous sound that was half a crof of
scorn, and half an angry laugh of dpris- -
ion. | She shook the ash from her pipe, -
andjnow, with her little finger in its
bowll| she thriwt1t out in an almést men-
acinjt motion toward the American. =

“@hur men,” she said, “fight for the
Emgerog—{fight men like you, Mry Sir
ite skin, - Soon, perhaps, the
. ‘Our sons will come
‘  killed. Wellt
a land after -

Japi I?', No! Not while ye have daugh-
ters \l‘:{ar-e healthy—and beautiful{* -

! .
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QOMEWHAT of the meaning of her

__morning after all was different?from

words reached the comprehension
' of Jamison Tyrrell, and almost uncon-

sciously he moved back toward the door.
. A sense of overwhelming disgust for the

Japanese swept him. He regretted that
he had gone as far as he had to help any
one of them, and this regret, for the
moment, swept aside his first fine im-
pulse. '

badk to the fire-box, had lighted her
pipe, and now, crouched down upon
her knees, sHe was smoking drowsily.
She was a repulsive, detestable object—
this relative of Spring-morning; yet,
even as he studied her, the tragic face of
the young girl herself came up suddenly
before him, and the thought of leaving
her in the hands of this wretched old
woman revolted him, ;
Tyrrell knew his Japan fairly well,
and he knew that the average Japanese
girl of the lower class would submit
passively and often indifferently.to .
fate ordained for her by her gua gl

s
and how was he to know that- St

g-

any one of these? Only some Eqbtle

i instinct—the memory of the girl’s face

; with its poignant look of suffering, Miss

v _ to the youpg girl for a moment.”

.any more. You will find

Latimer’s story of her efforts to make a

-livelihood, hér half-starving condition
4 - when found by the good priest—these

- thoughts
. v even as he'reached the doar.

prevailed, and stopped him,

“It is possible,” he said gently, “that
I may be able to help you. Let me speak

Madam Yamada laughed weirdly.
“My daughter,” she said harshly—
and it was somewhat of a shock to Tyr-

. rell to learn that this sweet and refined

young girl was the daughter of this re-
pulsive old woman,—“is {not at home
her, foreign
mister, in the Yoshiwara.| She set out
for the Honorable place an hour ago.”

Having impatted this|-information;

- Madam J Yatnada deliberately turned
1

her shoulder toward Tyr
closing hler eyes drowsily,
self up to pulling;upon her

rell, and half
she gave her-

pipe.

ATYRR LL was conscious of a ¢hok-

ing sensation of fury and impotence
now, as|he looli'ed at the old woman

! = [

§

he wretched old crone had hobbled

: ’ threw

y i : . !

now seemingly indifferent ‘to his pres-
ence, and placidly, contentedly smoking
her pipe. 'Presently her head began to
nod, She was either about to fall asleep,
or was feigning sleep for the benefit of

the foreigner. Sick, disgusted and

. nauseated, he turned away, and, as the ¢

great sigh|of relief. .

As he threaded his way {hrough the
narrow little streets of the quarter, Tyr-
rell was uhable, much as he desired to do
s0, to-dismiss from his mind the thought
of this unthappy girl.

Suddealy it occurred to him that
Spring-morning might not yet have ac-
tually entered the Yoshiwara, and the
idea persisted, till it became almost a
torment, that there was a possibility that
he still might save this girl from a
dreadful fate. He stopped abruptly in
the street, and then turning, hastily be-
Ean to retrace his steps. | He scarcely
cnew himself what it was 31e intended to

cold, cleaj air struck him, he heaved a

e ., do, or whither he was going. His feet

.seemed almost to carry him along un-
consciously, as though directed by some
irresistible, magnetic point; and pres-
ently his swift walk became a run, and
he found himself rushing breathlessly
along thro.ugh the now almost deserted
streets. g

At the very gates of the Yoshiwara,
he found Spring-maorning. She had set
forth bravely €nough, her small white
face held-high, as though her resolve
brought her not shame, but pride and
courage ; but when the lights and music -
of the “infernal hell city,” as her coun-

L trymen had aptly named the place, burst

at last upon her, the girl had drawn back,
seized with a new terror, and, covering
her face with her sleeve, she tottered
along, like some frail, helpless, leaf
driven ' resistlessly before a relentless
storm, r o ‘
An ?mpassive faced -L “policeman”
her a passing wordjjof advice, as
' she passéd, pointing out td| her the way.
‘He knew, without being told, the mis-
sion upbn which the -gitl had _come
thither.: Her distress andjagony of soul
impressed not at all this litfle man of the
sword. | Many hapless ongs ed
‘before her in just such a fashion, their
poar fares shrouded in thejr sleeves: In ¢
the eyes of the Japanese o

Jl cer, this kind £

=Coreenzcan

had arrived . -
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deserved no sympathy. They were
weaklings and cowards. All the world
admired the valiant ones, who entered
for this supreme sacrifice with smiling

faces and proud, upheld heads.
'NOW Spring—morn&ing found the
gates themselves Were fronting her
She stood staring at them in a dumbA
stricken silence. At ﬂ{at moment, weakl
and helpless as she felt, there recurred
to the girl all the hprrible tales and
proverbs she had heard, concerning this
place, and not even its charming exteriod
—for the streets of the Yoshiwara and -
its houses are the mo%t beautiful to be
found in the cities of Japan, had the
power to dazzle this wretched girl. ,
~~ She began to cry—hreathless, piteous
Eobs that tore her; agd, shrinking back
gainst the walls, tr¢ibling from head
to foot, she hesitated\tfiere by the gates,
trying vainly to summon the courage
‘which must aid her to carry her within. |
i Suddenly, above her own sobs, above
| : : ; :
the din of the scraping, mocking music
which seemed to beat |ceaselessly within
lthe Yoshiwara, a new jsound smote upon
Same one, heavil
[booted, was running down the road sh
;had taken. A momnie 1t later, she saw a
|great figure stop by:tHe little officer who
thad directed her, .a%l then speed on
‘toward the gates. Wnder the illumir
mated gateway he pajised, and then he |
}saw Spring-morniz, leaning back there

against the wall. It was the “whistling .
man” of the morning, the white for:
eigner, who had smiléd up at her in the
dingy street, and !héd sent a strange’
(thrill of warmth and comfort to thé’:‘
,girl’s aching heart. Now he was towers |
,ing ‘above her. Spring-morning felt!

“herself sli%p{ing lowet and lower. Now|

she was on her kiled
, feet of the stranger. |
i “I—afraid!”

, her head at 'ttjg

she | cried frantically.

oL C :

FTER waiting what seemed an
A interminable llength of time fo
her son, . Tyrrell sent

message to Edith Hatimer, asking he
to come to her at orice. B

l
|
q.

EO——pp—

G-M

into tie dimly lighted street.- She begz:

- merif she added thoughtfully: “Spring-
morjping will make a perfectly lovely—

ING 687,

The girl found her friend, sitting
agitatedly by the window,: peering ou

“Oh Edith, is it you? I am so
you came. I'm sure I don’t kmow W
to do.’.

“Why, what is the matter, dear?” in-

to cry fxs soon as Edith came in.

«

.quired the girl, with genuine concern. -

“Edith—" Mrs. Tyrrell plunged at
once into the subject that troubled her.

“I don’t want that girl in my house. I
. wont }xave her here.”

Edith smoothed: the older woman’s
hand'{flovingly.

“Wlll, if that is all that's trowbling
you!'l I'll get Spring-morning another
home| So don’t you give the matter a
secl\(;ln'd thquhtl.”' :

rs. Tysrell looked at her grate-
fully. ng\v : ¢

“How reasonably you take it, dear.
Now' when I said the identical thing -

. to Jamison, he was very angry with

1y

me—" Miss Latimer’s brows went up

* slightly, but she did not interrupt Mrs. - |
- Tyrrell. .“Yes indeed he was, and he
- said in that event—if I would not have

her, he would go to her and engage her
as a model. And he has gone out—to

* her ”"—Mrs. Tyrrell’s voice arose to a
| wail half hysterical, half angry—“with-

out even waiting for his supper, and—
well, I feel as if something dreadful
were going to happen. I'm so afraid
Jamy will do something foolish. You
know How quixotic he is. He is a per-
fect chi{ld, my poor Jamy!”
“Nonsense!” chided Miss Latimer,
laughing a trifle forcedly, and in spite
of her words somewhat of her natural
cheeriness seemeéd to have departed.
“Jamison is perfectly able to take care
He is simply sorry, as I .

#1l. . That will solve the problem for
f us, don’t you see? And as fora -
i why, I'm sure I can arrange it "

thow—10'll talk to Father Daly. I'd .
her myself, but you know.we are
going so soon to Nikko, and then all
those other places, and I can’t tell when
pe Back in Yokohama.” After'a mo-

mo 1'” *' i
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AT that Mrs, Tyrrell leaped up al-
| most fiercely,

“No, no—Edith. I would rather have
her here with me—under my eye—than
that she should  work for my son as a
model !” .

“But dear, Jamison has always had
models. Why not this lovely girl as well
as any other person?”’

“Oh, I don't know just why, Edith.
I have a feeling—call it mother-intui-
tion. Somehow, when Jamy was look-
ing at that sketch of her—I don’t know,
I sensed something—something in his
look—and it frightened me, Edith—and
warned me!”

“Irightened you ?”

“Startled me! I was appalled sud-
denly with the thought of the possibility
that Jamy—my son—might become in-
lerested in a Japanese girl. It would
simply kill me, Edith{” she added
violently,

Edith seized her roughly by the shoul-
ders and shook her. e

“There! You deserve to be shiilen.
How can yoy think such things- ur
son? The very idea! Jamison h#s too
much common sense.” i

“Ah, you don’t know him, if you say
that,” cried his mother. . “Edithy my
son Jamison has 70 common sense—
absolutely none! Don’t you remember
what his uncle Dan used fo say of Jamy
—that he had all kinds of uncommon
sense, but not a grain of cpmmon sense;
and it’s perfectly true. That’s the way it
always is With people of Jamy’s tempera-
ment. They are enthusiasts—impressed
and deceived too easily. Anyone could
deceive Jamison—a child ;could—easily;.
I suppose you call it the artistic
temperament, for he is |so clever, so
wonderftl, and yet in certain: things as
utterly foolish and helpléss as a baby.
Jamy has never, really grown up!”.

“You jaré"getting excited over noth-
ing,” said Edith quietly. “Now let’s wait
till he gets in. I'can’t for the life of me
see any harm atiall in hig engaging this

ou really feel that way about
it, you |have right in your hands t e
remedy.| Why rlot have her come to you
for a time then I'll soon [find somethi g
else for| her to flo—may e I could take

ork for him. Popor, little soul,

L

l

her with our party.  She speaks Eng-
lish quite well, and might serve as in-
terpreter. ' For the time at least, let’s
just make Jamison think we are not de-
serting her.”

MRS. TYRRELL sat down resign-

edly, and folding her hands, tried
to compose herself. To Edith’s last
suggestion she made no response. For
a while she sat in silence, both of them
watching from the window for Jamison,
Presently Mrs, Tyrrell restlessly moved,
as if to grise, but Edith promptly led
her back to her seat.

“Now you sit right still, and Il have
Ume bring you tea.” .

She clapped loudly for the maid, and
ordered the tea, but when it was brought
Mrs. Tyrrell barely tasted it, and pres-
ently, setting the cup down beside her,
she began again upon the tormenting
subject, ; |

“You know Jamison has always been

, Crazy about Oriental things and people.

Even as a child he used to collect queer
little fans and iyory figures and old tea-
boxes and thifigs.” I did everything I
could a to break up his intimacy

with Mr. Taganouchi after he went to.

college, even though I grew to like this
Japanese later. Jamy thought the sun

. was above him—couldn’t see an imper-

fection in him. Then, when Mr. Taga-
nouchi went home, and they corres:
ponded for a while, nothing would do
but Jamison had to follow him out here,
I thought he would never come home—.
just think, he has been here more than
a year now, and when I found my letters
begging him 'to come home had no
effect whatever upon him, I came clear
out here, intending, if I could, literally
to force the boy to return. ‘I don’t like
apan. | I never did, and I tell this. to
:I[amy every day. We are always argu-
ing abouit it, for he is infatuated with
the country, and I canno
to say/when we
home.” .
“Well, you are jjust
nag him about it,” said}
“Just let his infatiiation!)
try spend itself. |
about fit at first. |I was
Jamisgn’s got it worse - ;
Japantfever! He’s not

|

might feturn to .our

| get him even
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| son started toward Hdith, . *

| he'began. “Looka

. When he has, you'll éee him go

back quickly enough then, without any
coaxing.” :

“Ye-es, I thought that too; but now
things are complicated by |this girl.”

“I don’t see that at all.”)

“Oh, but I do. I have éuch a feeling
about it, and in some things my intui-
tion$ are never wrong.” o

She hesitated, as though turning over
some idea that had come fo her timidly
in her mind before voicing it. Then:

“Edith, do you suppos¢, if I did en-
gage this girl, it would be possible for
me to keep her—well, cornpletely azpay
from Jamy, until we could make sotpe
other plan for her—send her away aith
you as you suggested?” } 5

Edith laughed. i d

‘f‘Well, you might for%ﬁ her to speak
to !or look at Jamison, but that would
be"ve'ry foolish. Keep Her occupied all
the time—give her plenty of work-to
do, and then she wont have the
chance to bewitch himl—las you seem to
fepr.” -

[“Well—I shall have to give it
then,” said Mrs. Tyrpell resignedly.
“j\nything rather than Lave her work-
ing alone with Jamy—;a? a model. And
you see—"’ !

[ “Wait—I hear Jamispn now !”

| She put her head 6ut of the window,
nd called cheerily to kthe young man,

t-a moment later [she drew in, and

urrying across the rpdm, she went out

ving room behind }hjﬁr—and holding |
them closed. ;

4
2 H

i

i

CHAPTER VIII

f with her back:td them, she stood
| almost rigidly { facing- Jamison;

EDITH closed tlllr doors, and now}i

Tyrrell and the Japapese girl she hadii “LI‘

befriended, ; The latter was clinging]|
with both her hands, like a child, to the],
man’s arm, and in theidimly lighted hall, |
her little pale face
and appealing. ,
With an exclama

_see you, EQith,’;”

his poor little—""
~- Edith interrupted thim gruffly. }
| l'% Tk,

“Jove! T'm glad

|
!
¥

!
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“You don’t hgve to explain anything
to me, Jamison. I know already, and I
want you [to go inside to your mother,
while T pfepare Spring-morning.” ‘

| The yqung man hesitated, looking
somewhat| anxiolsly at the Japanese -
gl.rl, whose two little hands closed in a
irmer’ grip about his arm. When he
tade a fmotion to release his arm,
$p;1pg—mPrning clung the closer, and
“Jamison, Itouched more than he cared
Edith toj know, and amused, made a
wry face
1 “You know,” went on Edith coolly,
‘it would hardly do for your mothergo

%eé you—like this.”

' She stepped firmly up to them, and

taking the girl by the arm, gently drew

her away. . .

! “l want to speak to you, Spring-

morning,” she said kindly, as the girl

:started to follow Jamison. “Go!”’ she

inodded to Jamison. “We will follow in

'just a minute,”

I" As the doors closed upon the white

man, the little Japanese girl continued to
i stare at them with a certain dull pathos,
i her pretty lip quivering like that of a
| child. At that moment she felt she
| should not be separated even tem-
+ porarily from that one who had come
. to her like a veritable savior there at
| the gates of the Yoshiwara. The long
| journey through the streets, always sup-
: ported by his strong arm, listening

. ; eagerly to words she could only, partly
into the hall, closing the doors of the !

understand, but which she knew were
kind, wds something Spring-morning

miknew she could never forget. But now

jshe had lost him—as it| seemed to her,

{ tand not even the 'sweet white woman

| She
| less
| '

yTEN to me, dear,” said Edith, -
putting an arm about the girl and
turnifjg: her about so that she now .
facedther and not the doors.

“I llig! speag ag’in ad Eijin-san,” said

«Ytwill thank him for you,” said Edith -
coolly, “or better still, you may thank -
his | fther _yourself. Now, Spring

) ’: i . . - g T e .

SCoreenscan
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690 THE BLUE BO
morning, I want you to listen to me.

. Would you like to live in this house for
a while?”

“Theese house!” repeated the Japa-
nese girl, with an odd mixture of joy
and wonder in her voice. After all, then,
it was still possible that she might re-
main near this wonderful Eijin-san,

“Yes—this house.” :

“House of Eijin-san?” quickly de-
manded Spring-morning, the tears dry-
ing like magic upon her face.

“The house of his mother,” said Edith
coldly. “If you wish,'if you do what I
tell you, you may remain here and work
for the mother of the Eijin-san, and you
must try to please her and do whatever
she wishes.”

Spring-morning clasped her hands ex-
citedly and ecstatically together. -,

“I lig’ do those!” she cried. “I lig’
worg for honorable mother ‘of Eijin-'
san! I be liddle slave unto her!” =

“Yes, that is how I want you to-feel,”
said Edith. “You are going to wait on
—to serve Jer—not theggltrin-san!
You will be sent away if g1 try to
serve him. It .is the" Okksama—his
mother—you are to please—1iot him !”

“Not the Eijin-san?” repeated Spring-
morning, shaking her head drearily, “—
no—no please those Eijin-san?”’

“You will please him,” said Edith,
“by pleasing his'mother, And remem-
ber, it is better not to speak to the Eijin-
san, or even to look at him, save when
absolutely necessary. ‘
remain here you must remember these
things, and if you wish to please the
Okusama, you must forget that there is
anyone clse in the house at all save she.
Now can you do that ?”’

Very forlorn and woeful was the ex-
pression now on the little Japanese girl’s
face! She seemed for a moment to turn
the matter over
a little nod of aspent she said:

“I do-those t'Ings you say. Me? I

jos’ wan’ be near|those Eijinssan! Thas
—alll” ' ; 5

Edith fréwned, and her ;shoulders
went up in d slight shrug: of impatience,

but as though making the best of the

matter she jnow lead the girl to the

doo S. | 5 . 5 | '
“Come then. [’am going tﬂ take you

to your mis’tiress.

If you ‘wish to-,

her mind; then with |

|
I : i
[ Y
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SHE stepped in first herself. At the
i~ same time, at a“.sign from His
mother, Jamison Tyrrell passed out of
the room through another door, leavi g
the three women alone together. It was
apparent that he had told his mother of
the presence of the Japanese girl {in
their house. Mrs. Tyrrell had arisen
'from her seat, and as Spyfhg-morning
came shyly out from behiffd Miss Lafi.
mer, her back unconsciously stiffened,
:She put on her.glasses, but ere she
could even look the little Japanese girl
over, the latter ran impetuously towaid
her and slipped humbly to her kneds.
iNow, bowing repeatedly at the feet bf
'the American woman, Spring-mornitig
sought to show at once her desire to
setve the august one in all things. |
“Is’this the girl, Edith?” i
Mrs. Tyrrell’s voice was harsh, S%\e
addressed herself directly to Miss Lati-
‘mer, and the latter, her face very gras'{e,

R [

nodded. :
“Yes, Mrs. Tyrrell.” !
“She understands what she is here
for?” J |
“T told’her she is to work for yot—
to,de. Anything you wish.” i
“Ah!”" Then in a lower voice: }“I
‘can find plenty of work for her to do.”
Then to Spring-morning, whose head
was still meekly on the floor: “You
may get up ngw, my good girl; and if
you will follow me to my room, Ilwill
show you just what I wish you to dg for
mgq to-night.” -
‘ dith went to Spring-morning,:and
>tapped her upon the shoulder, half im-
patiently, half kindly. IR
“The Okusama  says you j may
stand up. I thought you unde stood
English.” A i
. The girl scrambled to her feet hastily,
| and turned an eager, smiling facq upon
her mistress. The latter was yi lding
| to the fond embraceEEof Miss Latimer,
who with both.arms gbout the neck of
'l the older woman, wasjwhi ing
| reassuringly. Then Wi
| she released her. ‘ .
“Good-night,” she gaid, in heribright,
brave voice, and thetnjto Spring-morn-
ing:” “You will not 4
you, will you, deay?
gravely. 2
“No—I nod forg

L

b
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jépanese girl, shaking‘ﬂaer head sofemn-

ly‘ (13
Eifin-san.”

that unconsciously “'wdn both of the

. women looking at her, !

{
CHAPTER IX

HERE was a ifaint streak of -
light in the skyt, and the Oku-

sama’s gardens were very sweet.
Spring-morning cautiously slipped aside
a screen, and stood in a x‘feverie, dreamily
watching the sun rise. i She was a girl

given to day-dreaming "and star-gazing, '

to the amuSement of tthe Okusamas
servants, y been a month
in the Tyrrell house . Her work,
though ceaseless, was '¢:
ture, for the Okusania knew hardly
niore than Spring—morxi)ing herself .ex-

actly what work the girl should do. To
k'ep her constantly ‘busy, and out of
sight of her son, this, had been the aim
of the Okusama, and fog this-first month
ai least, she kept Spri 1g-morning en-
gaged upon some task| or other from
morning till night. | !

{Even’ at night, it wal no uncommon
thing for the Qkusama Lo demand serv-
ice from the girl. Her bld enemy, neu-
‘ralgia, in conjunction With her disor-
dered nerves, combired to make her
nights uneasy. At sudh {times, the Japa-
nese girl proved hersglf invaluable in-
deed, For hours, whilether weary little
head drooped and n ed, her small,
deft fingers passed over the hot brow
of, her mistress, or she atiently applied
the inevitable poultice o cayenne pepper
and egg, bélieved by the Japanese to
‘be an infallible remedy for neuralgia.
Tired as she was at night, the girl was

syblimely happy, and glad and grateful
for her work. It was

relief, which she woul
hfwe admitted ‘even to
apay from the cruel,|
her "‘mother-in-law.

n inexpressible-
not, howevex:,
herself, to be

s deserting héfr
e to her guil

RING-MORNING
I 'mekin my eye blind ad those !

And she showed a row of '
tiny teeth, dazzlingly white, in a smile |

an erratic na- .

M

Eoreenscarn

mother{-in-law her wages, leaving. but a .
tiny piftance for her OWn necessary ex-
penses.| :
Her Fife was a lonely one, for she had
been forbidden by her mistress to associ-’
ate with the servants, and in fact che
} would have found little in common with .
. them. {On the other hand, she kept viv-
¢ idly beffore her mind the injunctions of
i Miss Latimer, that her position de-
¢ pended entirely upon her forgetting or
. ignoring the “existence of the Oku-
l sama’sfson—he who had saved her from
the Yqshiwara. His appearance inythe
l room vhere Spring-morning worked,
| meant fthe startled and hurried exit of
' the girl, when that was practicable, and
' when he had found occasion, several
times to address a word or twb to her.
she had answered so fearfully and re-
luctantly, and with such apparent desire
. to avoid him, that it puzzled and nettled
| him., He even found himself debating
 the matter of whether she was merely
- shy or just ungrateful. - Jamison felt he
had really done a great kindness to this
; girl, and her obvious efforts to avoid him
]i irritated him,

;WHEN the day was very young,
| Spring-morning, a country-born
 ¢hild, arose with the sun itself, and for
{an hour at least her time was all her
lown. She would sit by the shoji, like
‘one entranced, watching the slow, ex-
:quisite tinting of the eastern sky, the
idim, pale light, as it crept upon tree and
igrass, growing ever brighter and more
:glorious; 'but though she watched the
{daily phenomenon of the sunrise with
jwhat seerhed an enraptured gaze, her’
ithoughts were in fact often very far
iaway. Sometimes they must have been
sad, fo she would clasp her hands spas-
modically ' together, and stretch them
toward|the sun itself, as if in'its dawn-
ing ragiance she could see the pale,
benign'[face of the gracious Kuonnon

herself]l . - 5
i “Naiu, amida, Butsu!” (Save us,
eternal | Buddha!) she prayed cease- -

lessly. | +
i The fprayers and tears of youth are,
howevef, transient; and Spring-morn-

ing wagivery young. Time was slipping .
!#leepil Wbyt happily by; in this house of
the Oktisgma, and gradually somewh ‘
ie O, sud padialy ey
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: of her fears and sclf-reproachings de- ing reflection, and pausing by the flower-
l parted, and the strain under which ing trees, there to steal a tiny blossom,
she had been for so long, loosgned its mno'larger than her little finger. A quaint, |
! tension. 3? witching little figure she made, wander-}
| There was now no need, she told her-  ing like a dryad among the trees and;
i self, to pray so passionately to the bushes, ever and anon unconsciously ¢
! gods, for already they had heard and singing to herself as she moved. i
i granted many of her prayers. Or—to :
: be more exact—as she told her troubled, F‘ROM the servants’ quarters was:
} wistful self, a strange God, the God of heard the first slothful stirring of
: the Kirishitans—was befriending her. the morning. Yawning cavernously, the!
¥ He had given her a comfortable home stjll half-asleep Ume came out to the:
2 for shelter, a clean, sweet bed on which pond with her yoke &f pails, there to!
; to rest, and honest wages carefully to dip up water for the early bath, for the!
be sent to the mother of that absent Ofusame had sternly forbidden the:
¥ | one! : common custom of bathing in the family
) What if the irate and heartless podnd in the garden. At the approach!
3 mother of the absent Omi should seek of Ume, half fearfully, half mischiev- !
| her vainly in the Yoshiwara, and fail- ously, Spring-morning hid behind a!
¥ ing to find her there, trace her here, to  bush: She did not wish to be seen. Hers
¥ "the house of the E¢jin-san. Had he not little innocent sojourn in the garden;
' promised her that in his house always might not be approved should it comey

A

o e e
S e {

she would be safe? So had said the
good IMiss Latimer, and even the -Oku-
samta, recently very graciotis and kind
to the girl, had grudgingly a8sizred her
that she might remain in thjst¥gs

long as she desired, but 'h&d"daed the

Okusama somewhat sternly :'#“’As long
as you belave yourself.” Spririg-morn-
mg mtended very piously to'behave
herself.” : :

. THERE came a day when she greeted

the rising sun with smil&3, forgot
all her prayers, ajmd felt only that life
and éarth were vdry sweet indeed.

In the camphor!trees the birds were

was Bustle and stir in the bushes,

Spting-morning, rolled back from her
round, dimpled arms, the long sleeves
of het kimono, tucked up its scahty skirt
with the string of jher obi, and daringly
ventured out for tl‘Le first time down into
the Okusama’s garden.

THe damp!touch of the dew upon her
]ittle, bare feet
minded her df her |childhood days in the
couniry. She had a childish 'wish to
run geross the grdensward and: to sing.
Twice she caught herself unconsciously
hum:Fing, and cl
her round, rosy mputh. For a time she
kept movingl.abou the garden, 'running
from bush to bush| stopping by |the well
to péer for a'im'o ent at her own smil-

b

| .

noisill:l'y saluting the Lord of day: There"
u

elighted her—it re-

ped her haFd upon”

-

to the Okusama’s eats, and the girl's
fresh young face was slightly overcast)
as she realized 'this with the coming of:
Ume. o '
As soon asi‘the latter had disap,
peared insthe direction of the kitchen
regions, Spring-morning hastily tripped
back across the lawns, pausing, however,
as 1f unable to resist the impulse, to-ﬁé

her looped up skirt and sleeves wif
flower @etals, so that they stood otit
about her in fragrant, overflowing bais.
the

. Her room, a temporary one, was on

‘?rst floor, and it was but a step down
fltg the garden. f
[/ Spring-morning put her hand ugon
the ledge, and was about to swing jup -
(for she had dropped into the garden
from her window), when ‘some ¢ne
above her shook the heavy-laden flpw-
ering viné which clung about [the
verandas of the house. The lopséned
blossoms fell in a purple shower ypon
er. ;
Startled, she looked up, her little dark
ead and figure now fgirly covered jwith
the glistening petals. To the Okusgma’s
son, watching her uiisgen, from a pase-
ent on the second flpor, the girl’s up-
turned face, with its wiile eyes of efcite-
ment and fear, its littlg delicate pdinted
chin and scarle?‘lips, Beemed as exqui- .
site as a flower. | ‘ ' '

tainly by the casement flooking fegrfully ..

L
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at the heavy vine which had moved so - CHAPTER X
ferciously but a moment/before. Some ™
one, she kriew, was watching her. Ah, ® T WAS only a few days later, that,
could it be the Qkusamaj the Okusama | by maneuvers that he would have B ad
who would chide her so angrily for thus M hesitated to admit to himself, Jami- e

idly, foolishly playing with the suniight son Tyrrell managed again to be alone
and the flowers. The trdubled look up- with the|little Japanese girl in whom he
on her face deepened; hgr lips began to  {was so frankly interested.
quiver, and she felt herself yielding to | An esrant housemaid had been sum-
the inclination to cry, when a voice— marily dismissed for some unpardon-
oné that slie knew very well, whose half lable offence in the eye of the Okusama,
gentle, half humorous tdnes had never ;and Spring-morning, upon whose slen-
. failed to thrill her, and to, which often, !der shodlders the assorted work- of the
unseen by her mistress or the Eijin-san 'many departing oneg/always temporarily
himself, she had hid behind screens and descendjd, was toq/ busy to be spared

sliding wallsto listen to, called softly to |for the daily markefing, a particular tgsk

her now. - - . o lolng agd| assigned to her, and which she
{'Spring-morning! - I isay — Spring- |carried put with such conscientiousness
morning !” b and prudence that‘ghe won even the

: i grudging approval of the critical Oku-
HE remained, tre@?ling, by the |sama. Mrs. Tyrrell was debating whom

| vine, too fearful ef@n to look up; |to send upon this important errand,
but again the voice softly, insistently | when her son lightly stated his intention
called to her: ; rof faring forth for a short sketching
“Spring-morning—I |say—look ‘up ;tiramp into the country, and offering, if
here.” And when she Had obeyed him, | S1|'le wished, to accompany his mother as
he met her shy, still featful glance with . far as the street where the daily market-
a smile that seemed to the girl as bright ; ing was done. Mrs. Tyrrell accepted
ag the rising sun itself.| “Now I want : this invitation with alacrity. It was a
you to stay right wherq you are a few I' pleasure always to her to be with her
! . minutes. I am goingto make a picture : boy, and it solved the little problem ®
§ " of you. Wait a momept till I get my | neatly for her. And so, in one of his
: tHings. Don’t move.” | And he disap- | rhost devoted and charming of moods,
! peared into the house inja hurried quest | lie accompanied his mother to the de-
i for palette and brushest i gsired market, and then he left her, turn-
She hesitated only amfoment, and then ! ing in the direction his mother knew
climbed through her fndow and back | vaguely was “the country.” In reality,
ithto the safe shelter gflher room. She ! it lead, by devious paths, directly back
;' looked down into thie {garden, staring : to their Japanese-American home.
with unseeing eyes jaf the glistening ' | He found Spring-morning, as he ex-
reen of grass and tree, and the awak- | pected, in'the ozashiki, which his mother” -
%\ing opening flowers [that seemed to | had transformed ‘into a .general work-
smile up at her in th¢ dawning’ light. ‘ iroom and living room for herself and
But her own|eyes wefe brighter than ¢ him. : -
the light, and her lips|were apart, as she ! ‘ Thepirl was industriously engaged in-
listened with beating heart to the Eijin- | inga very large and very beauti-
san, as, now reproachfiilly, he called to | ful Adb c);i, one of the possessions of her
#1&1‘: “Spring-morning—I say—where ,Imistr is’ 'son, and for which she had an
are you, Spring-mornihg?”’ i Mespecis ﬁlondness, and kept always shin-
Fearful thdat her mistress might be || ing afid ‘immaculate. She started to
aroused, she put forth her head from | arise plmost panic-stricken, . however,
the’ casement like a tifnid little mouse, ‘ upon the advent of the young man him-
which ventures but a uestioning peép, ! self, and only subsided back to her knees_ .
and— } ; most urgent, and apparently stern
{ “I—I nod can speaf unto you,” she ||.request. - : '
ilsaid with gentle sadneds “Thas a beau- |
ftiful sun! Good-anide!” .

-

. no—you must finish . your: -
N work,]| said the Okusama’s son seri-
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“My mother wishes you to.”
- Whereupon she fell to polishing it with
more zeal than ever, but her little down-
drooped face was as rosy as the cheek
of a frost?bitten apple.

THE Okusama's son watched her, fut-

tively, from behind a prominently
Leld newspaper; but presently he put
the unscanned sheet down upon his
desk, and moving his chair nearer to
where the girl worked he {frankly
watched her, much to her discomfort,
though she gave him only a timorous
glance, and then carefully refrained
from looking in his direction again.
After a moment:

“Afraid of me?” he queried, with that
humorous kjndly edge to his voice which
Sprmg-mommg had never heard in a
Japanese voice and thought must be dis-
tinctive of the American race. It was

most fascinating, comforting and bewil- '

dering—all in one, the little 'apanese
girl had decided. 3

She considered the word af %ad for a
moment ; then very gravely' $he’ odded :

“Yes—I 'fraid!” she admltfed |

I(\Vl]y ?”

She paused in her work, her hands
rcstmg upoh the bronze bowl Thie Oku-
sama’s son regarded her so fixedly that
twice she raised her head to answer him,
and twice dropped it in blushing- con-
fusion. She shook her. head finally in
bewilderment.

! nod—know—-why Thas better
nod speag unto Americazan gents,” she
said.

“Who told you that? My mother? »

“No! No!” She emphat1cally and
very virtuously denied, that it was his
mother who had nnpar[ted this . 1n]unc-

tion to her.
“M1rss Latin er?"t
“I—I dunno—" said Hpring-morning,
trying]to make her face| very blank. “I
—forélttmg ‘

“1 see. An;i wlgo tadght you hOWi to
speak [English?”

It 1stresséd Spring-morning very
much |that the Eijin-sap should persist
in speaking to her also it made her mpst
palpitatingly g1tated -to have him sit
there so closey to her/and watch her
with those kegn gray eyes that never for
a moment seemed to leaye her face. Frhe

i i
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. his motEr had not extracted a promise - |

- sensibly, it seemed to the artist, she
. added to tt(\leé’httractlveness of his house

L
bt

must brmg this embarrassmg mterv1ew
to a close. It was very difficult to kow-
tow with a great golden hibachi before »
ones knees, and Spring-morning was i
troubled that the Eijin-san’s expression
was now so very grave and, as it seemed i
to her, stern. Had she then offended >
him, shé wondered. -
What indeed, the man was thmkmg
was that the g1r1’s beauty was the most
perfect he had seen in this land of his
temporary adoption; and he wished that

from him on no account to use Spring- 5
morning as a model. Jamison Tyrrell
wished lardently to paint Spring-morn- .
ing, just as she was now, in her poor’ i
faded little gown of drab crape, as she
knelt there before the fire-box.

She had been very pale and quite thin
when first she had entered his mother’s
employ a month hefore, and so painfully
shy and elusive, it scarcely seemed she i
was in the hous¢ at all. And yet, in- i

just as indéed a sunbeam might have
done, a griceful flower or a lovely work
of aft. gShe was the finishing touch in
this Japanese house—the touch that it
lacked, for the buxom, tittering wenches
who served as scullery maids and serv- ¢
ants were of so totally different a type . ‘
that they might Rave belonged to a dif- |
ferent nation. Spring-morning was of
tl% wure Yamato type, with fine, thin /
features, and an olive skin warmed by a

moving blush that was as lovely as a
rose:° He found himself likening her to
a hundred beautiful and poetic things. g
She was like her name—Spring-morn-

ing, fresh and dainty and dewy. She

was like a calm and softly flowing"

stream, disturbed only by the gentlest

I
{
of naples ,, 1

TYRRELL had nev?‘r seen Spring-; i
rr,;nrnmg much exq ited, save ofice, |

and that was a day when the Mikado’s;

the march for‘

the front, had passed}
She had trembled wep‘; 3
then,| and, as 1f deafil to the remons
efs, had run ouﬁ B

dxe-r7 of }\ler Em eror.
l
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hold of the Okusama.

!
1
!
the| first week of her roming to his
mother. There had been no more
marching regiments, .and things had
gone along very smoothly in the house-
A look of peace
had replaced the formerly wistful ex-
pression of the young girl’s eyes. Her
cheeks had rounded oug: and were as
red as the heart of a cherry blossom.
The shadows had gone from beneath her
dark eyes. Her lips were vividly red,
and her shining little teeth gleamed fas-
cinatingly through theny ‘when, rarely,
her pretty smile came. Even her white
throat and the little swelling breasts,
which showed partly thrgugh the slight-
ly lopened neck- of her kimono, did not
escape the keen eyes of the Okusama’s
son. After watching her in a curious
si[’lence for some time,ffie repeated his
question: (k¥

“Where did you learn to speak
English?” @

““Alas, I kinnod do,” ghe said. “I no
can spedf those Angki{sh. Jos—Iliddle

bit do.” \
fwlell. I hear you

!“You speak it very
with my mother and I understand every-
t\kling you say now to me. You must
have known Englisl-L g)‘eaking people
somewhere before, thqugh Miss Lati-
mer told me:.you camje from the in-
terior.” : ' J

| “In those interior,”; she said, “all
Japanese mek a try spdag’those Angle-
ish. Ad my home—llong way_gone in

ountry also I got} ¢nce mos’ kind
teacher. He tich me thpse Angleish!”

“Oh—some Englishinan?” Jamison

ould not have told himself why his
abrupt question should have sounded

arsh.

books, and he learn spik Angleish from
those books. “He velly grade brains got
pn top hees head.”

H ER glance had indered and she

a somewhat vaguely s
ing over her face. \ -
“Who was your—jriend?” inqujred
the American. ‘ |

“Who—my frien’ 7’ she repeated,jand
then as if the questionjstarted a sad train
of thought she turnedivery pale, a.ndI the
2 8 1

agl expression com-

5 % :
B 7o ' N z ¥ :
I B . LI R £

| N ||
| . MISS S_PRING“—M

{ Iner little, slightly up-raised face. What- ~ -
{ “No—he nod Angleigh. He Japanese |
jus’ same me—I am, | But he got lots |

looked out absepntly before her, .

L

1 . .o
old troubled, hauinted expression came’
back into her dark eyes. - She-answeted:
him Wictl a reluctance that was almost
painful.| . )
! “‘Hejjapanese soldier!”

' Her voice had the sound of tears in
it, and she repeated the words, as if al-
{most, to %nerself: “Japanese soldier,”——

iand added, tensely, “—to Mikado!”
{ Mechanically her head bowed at the
:Emperot’s name. When she recovered
"herself she had turned her back toward
iher questioner and now was at work
~again, vfgorously polishing the neglected /
{ hibacha| ' - ‘

Jamigpn . Tyrrell bent over' the girl, :
where ghe knelt above her work. She
looked up at him fearfully, an expres-
sion of almost terror in her eyes.

He started'to say something, then
broke off, exclaiming:

‘-‘V’Vhly, I believe you are afraid of
mel’

! SHE shook her head, tottered to her
) feet, and began a series of discom-
forting obeisances. He waited till she
had finished and then almost roughly
asked:
“Are you?”’ :
“No—no, Eijin-san, bud me? 1 go
org’ jus’ same those soldier, and Oku-
sama—she—mebbe she nod lig’ me so
~ fazy ad my worg’. No time me got speag
wiz Eijinrsan. Plees excusea me thees
day!” . :
‘ )éhe was backing toward the main
doors, bawing timorously at every step
: 'as she went.
(| “Wait|a minute!” He got up and .
i stood for a moment looking steadily at

‘ever he meant to say to Spring-morning -
| he haghforgotten. Inconsequentially he

anyone-—has any man ever told

! e

| you Hpw pretty you are? -
"7 «Nlo,” she faltered. *“No mans told -
| me tHpse—jos’ ole womans. She tole

me tHpse. She say thas mos’ nize t'ing-
| for J4panese girl—be beautiful. Japa-
| nese mans cannot be lig’ those. He got -

be brave, velly strong and noble, account
our effalted Emperor need him for hees: .
servip. . But Japanese girl she can only®
be—pitetty, lig’ you say. Account she
got sthy, home and worg—and wait: till
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those soldiers come bag—mebbe—again
ad Japan.”

HE man was silent. So the girl’s

heart, her thoughts, all her alarms
and fears then were for some absent
“Japanese soldier! This was the solution
of her dreaming, her sadness, and the
«thought, strangely enough, did not
please him. He sighed suddenly and
turning on his heel, went back to his
desk. He did not realize that the girl
had followed him, so light was her
tread, until he felt.the timid touch of her
hand upon his arm, nor could he have
told why the mere touch of Spring-
morning’s soft little hand should have
thrilled him so strangely.

“Eijin-san,” she whispered, ““I lig’ ask
you one question. You velly wise mans..
Mebbe perhaps you also know every-
t'ings?”’

Fle shook his head, smiling a bit rue-
fully, but her words did not displease
him.

“Listen,” she continued earnestly:
“All Japanese soldier fight—fighty for
Mikado. Ah, all of them wish t
a die for him. DBud, whad you #mk?
—mebbe those Russian soldierskthey
also kill some of those Japanese $ol-
diers, yes?” !

“Some of them, of course, will be
killed. That is to be expected.” =~

Spring-morning’s hand dropped from
his arm. Her lips were parted, and her

" eyes, moist and clouded now, looked out
very forlornly before her. |
“I t’ink thas better—die!” she said
slowly. {‘Thas honorable to—die. I
pray ad all the gods'mek Japanese sol-
diers die-—for Emperor!” ;
“Have you a lover at the front?’
inquired Jamison Tyrrell, regarding her
gravely. " -
She awoke from her day-dream with
a start.
“No—hno!” she |[cried vehemently.
“He nod{ my lover—He nod! HHe—he

* jos’ some one mek groud my honorable

family account he soldiér of Japan!”
She rétreated!hurriedly towards the
doors, as if his suggestion of her having

a lover bpth frighterjed and shamed her,

. and the thought/that this idea was dis-
pleasing|to her !lightened the he'art of-

the Amefrican. ' -
Fﬂ”ﬁﬁ

i..

CHAPTER XI

[ :
HE exclusive study of a very

E | pretty girl is at all times a dan-

, gerous and fascffating employ-
ment for a young and impressionable
man. Especially is it so when he chances
to be in a foreign land, removed from
the distractions and influences of *his
own [jleople, and, as is nearly always the
case, unconsciously lonely.

Jamison Tyrrell, indolently lingering
in a land which charmed and delighted
him, found no subject at this time of
more|absorbing interest than the lovely
little |girl whom it had been his good
fortune, as he believed, to befriend, and
her very avoidance and even fear of him
served rather to excite and fascinate
him the more. ¥

The Okusama’s health had been poor,
and almost unconsciously she began to
lean upon the really capable Spring-
morning. Somewhat of her former sus- -
picions and even dislike fot the girl had
departed, and she had written to her
friend, Miss Latimer, to say that she
had decided tg keep Spring-morning

i | i i N

3

S Ty, R e

with her as é?ﬁg as she remained in

Japan, though it had been previously |
decided-tirat the girl should be sent to ¢
Miss Latimer upon her return to Yo- f
kohama from a pleasure trip in another ’
province. (ﬂ /

It bécame an easy matter for Tyrrell !

i

to see Spring-morning daily, for she was;

in almost constant attendance upon hiSéﬁ
mother. With the exception of that one
brief) idterview with her, however, he¢
had 'been unable to speak to the giré’
alone, much as he desired to do so, !
He even schemed to make opportuni-
ties for being alone with the girl, anzl
since that first morning when he hat
watched her in the garden at the dawn,
he, had' arisen at the most unseemly
hours, in the hope of again seeing Her
there. Once he had: been s}b sure he had
seen the bright scatlet of jthe girl’s obi
in| the gardens, that he{had actu
stplen down from his roon
search about the place shok
of her, and he returned toffi

He was not his uﬁ'ual chép

" actions -amazed ar]d cpn-ounded hir

iy -

j 2
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He could not have told{himse!f what it

was he wanted of Spring-morning, for :
the idea that he could pdssibly be in love

with her aroused his angry derision. He
told himself he was mergly sorry for the

Japanese girl. She was a forlorn and |  The girl smiled across at the maf—s

pitiful waif, whom he—iand he took an
amazing pride and satisfaction in this
thought—hat rescued { from a most
dreadful fate. It was oply matural that
he should feel an intergst in her. Be-
sides, the girl was so disfractingly pretty
1o man cotld have rema}ined indifferent
to her charms, i “

He would have liked to know more
about that Japanese soldier whom she
had so vehemently angr excitedly and
tearfully denied was her lover, and with
whom she had studied the English
lahguage. For her sake, Jamison told
himself, he trusted the young man
would return safely frdfy the war. Yet
the picture he conjured/up of Spring-
morning living in domes'ilé bliss with the
aforesaid soldier gave him no particu-
lar joy. , | ‘

|His mother remarked! his festlessness
with complacent approv% She was glad

her son showed signs
with his existence in Japan. This surely
meant an earlier returr| to their home
than she had hoped for.)

[

'II‘HEN cameé a nigh-? when return-

‘ing late to his Jhome from a
little sketching trip in 'fhe country, he
stopped, as he never failed to'do before
retiring, in his motherls foom to kiss her
good-night. A light wa$ burning dimly,
and his mother was preathing heavily
and regularly. As hejapproached the
bed, Jamison saw in the shadow, the
mjovement of somethingfabove his moth-
er’s head. On her kpees, her. little
pretty head drooped WJ;arily over, was
Spring-morning. Her | whole attitude
bespoke the most intense weariness and
exhaustion, and there wis something pa-
thetically childish in hex little crouched-
over position. Though her eyes were
closed, her hard still cdntinued its me-
charical motion upon! the forehead.of
the Okusama. v
“‘Spring-morning!” | the  whispéred,
arful of awakening ig, mother. “What
re you doing here? atithis hour?’ |
She looked up languidly, the flush Eof

. ", -
!
-
I

f being bored :

it
i
i
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i sleep upon her cheeks, and her tired
eyes drooping drowsily. His mother
stirred,| muttering querulously, -
+ “You must not stop—my head—"
- And she drowsed off again.

i wise, patient little smile, which seemed
* to say:

i "Yousee! Tamveeded bore! [onust
1 é '

i stayl”
i E WENT into his own room, and
.5 % sat in a chair with his frowning
“ face held in his hands. Half an hour
' passed away, He returned to his moth-
ier’s dGpr and looked into the rgom.
Springjmorning was still there, ‘her
 hand &h her mistress’ head; but she
, had slipped forward. Her face seemed
: buried on the Okusama’s pillow.
- Jamison put out the light. Then, in
| the darkness of the room, he felt his
| way to where the girl knelt by his
. mother's bed; She made no resistance,
'1 when he compellingly lifted her to her
, feet and drew her along. In the hall
' without, still supporting her, he said
very roughly: '
- “It's not right. No one individual
i has a right to expect that sort of service

from another. You shall not do it again, j

i I'will not let you.”

' | Spring-morning’s eyes were as lan-
. guid and soft as a tired child’s. They
i smiled up at him in gentle reproof. His
'Ig‘rasp tightened upon her arm. There
: was something in the still night that af-
, fected him strangely, or was it merely
- the contact of the girl’s warm little body
!4t his sidel? He was conscious of an ai-
1 most impérative impulse to put his arm
; hungrily about her, and to draw her
i¢losely against him, and, fearing to
tyield to this impulse, he released her
{suddenly. He could hear his own hea

iffg in the silence that followed.

o bed now,” he said, trying to
gayly. “It’s past your ox-hour,
wont have a chance to salute the
ile sun to-morrow.” :

tired, grooping little figire. - Halfway

looking

oved along the hall, a forlorn, -

down its llength she turned, hesitated, -
back at him wistfully. There
éthing eerily. witching in her .
she came back slowly to him and,
| speaking, thrust her two little -

RS e can
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&
hands into his now eager cm%. For a'
rhoment neither spoke; then very softly
she said: S |

“Eijimn-san, I lig tell unto you mos
beautiful proverb ad Japan.”

“Yes, tell me it,” he whispered eager-
ly, and even as he spoke he drew her
nearer and nearer to him, till her up-
lifted face was close to his own.

“‘Bes’ thing in traveling,’ say those
proverh,” said she, “‘is a companion;
but mos’ bes’ thing in all those worl’ is
—kindness " 7 « . \

He murmured something almost
against her lips,- and when she drew
baclk slightly, held her:

“I will tell you something better still
than that, Spring-morning,” he said.
“Look at me, and I will tell you what it
is. There’s no word in the Japanese lan-
‘guage to express it, but in my land we
call it—Love!”

CHAPTER XII

[}

. WD)
HEY kept their ‘@@cretl:wét for a
! few days only. Then the: Oku-
sama discovered it. o
Passionately in lové with the gir] now,
Jamison could scarcely be induced to

" leave the hoyse, nor did his best efforts

hide the condition of his heart. Wher-
ever was Spring-morning, Jamison was
ecar at hand, and his hovering, restless,

| eagyy presence about the house aroused

at first the anxiety ‘and then the sus-
picion oi his mother, :
He had insisted that his health was
never better, but it was unlike her
“boy” to hang-about the house in this
| fashion. She fancied he had ldst his
appetiteg_was sure he was thipner, and
declared him pale and ill-looking. She
implored him to return with her to
America, as this was the infallible rem-
edy sh«i always proffered for any of

{+ their ills, and |when he irritably pro-

claimed this suggestion as out,of the
questioh, and the next moment radiantly
averred that he had never been Happier
in his life, Mrs, Tytrell found fqod for
furthen reflectjon. | She wrote to her
friend,| Miss Latimer, who was l‘low in
Kioto, | suggesting |that Edith’s| party -
prolong its pleasure trip, and tliat her
son be invited to |jdin them a

l \
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He wished to be alone with Spring-

some * from her sinful mind alljthough

Soreensoat

ol

healthy;point.. Edith responded that she |
expected to be in Yokohama in a few !
days, and her party were already dis- ‘
pers’ing ‘

Jamison was in fact consumed with |
but one purpose and desire at this time,

niorning, and his arms ached again to '
hold her in them. Her constant service ;
upon his mother aroused his jealous re- |
sentment; and he found himself feeling !
anything but tenderly disposed toward |
that one, who, though recently his dear
and cherished parent, now appeared in
the light of a severe and exacting task
mistress to the one upon whom Jamison |
had bestowed his heart. |
A change, too, was apparent in the !
girl. More than ever, fearfully, she |
sought to avoid the Okusama’s son. She !
still thrilled and burned with™the re-
membrance of that brief moment in his |
arms, and she feared even to raise her
eyes lest they meet tlfe always ardent |
and appealing glance of the young white
man, g A
" He wouﬂd ke up a position in the |
room, directl in front of the girl, and |
where shenmiight not even raise her eyes |
without encountering his fixed and most /

14

fond gaze directed at her over the back |
of the unconscious Okusama. Under
these compelling and sometimes re-}
proachful glances  Spring-morning/
turned pale or, flushed and trembled so!
that jt seemed impossible for her tof
contintie her work. .

stentatiously making a pretense of
bringing some article to his mother, h¢
never failed to touch the kneeling girl
as he passed her, and the furtive passi
of his hand upon her cheek, the warm
contact of his shoulder against her dg;
he stooped to recover some purposgly
dropped book, were like enveloping ¢a-
resses, fascinating: and most terriblefto
tHe little Japanese girl. |
" It was vain for her njghtly to pros-.
tnate herself before the Jjttle household
shrine she had set up egpecially in fher
own room; vain for herjto repeat gver

ier of Japan! Vain toj
ight million gods of tk 15
e seas that she would put '£q‘ 2

-
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terribly fascinating Eijin-sgn! He per-
vaded her thoughts utterly.i

l T WAS, therefore, impossible for the

‘Okusama to continue indifferent to

the silent telepathy that existed between
these two. She sénsed |t gradually,
though it was suddenly one afternoon
when she realized that her previous
vague suspicions were well founded.
On this particular day she had been
reading aloud in the ozshiki. Before
her, on her knees, Spring-morning was
at work, embroidering, and somewhere
(by the window looking tp the garden
side, as she supposed) her?son was lis-
tening to the story. She chanced to
look up suddenly, and something in that
attitude of the girl beforg her caught
i #were idle up-
45‘;1(1 her gaze
was |fixed above the head”’of her mis-
tress. She did not move, even when
the Okusama had ceased abruptly to
read. Indeed, she seemed unconscious
of tcﬂis face. Something if the rapt, ab-
sorbed expression of the gdirl’s face, the
deep glow of red that bathed her face
from neck to brow, caused her mistress
to regard her fixedly, | Then, very
stealthily, Mrs. Tyrrell turned in her
geat] Her son was standing a few paces
behind her. He'was lookjng at Spring-
morning, and his expression almost du-
plicated that upon the f cé of the girl,
or a long time his gther felt un-
able to move. She was as bne paralyzed,
physi€ally and mentally.| ©Only one fear-
ful [fact seemed borne dewn upon her
comprehension. Her boy—Jamison—
wasg, after all, infatuated pvith this Jap-
anese girl. _ ;

But she must make sufe! She tried
to control her  panic-stgicken nerves,
She sat rigidly forward, her eyes fixed
upon her folded hands injher lap. Had
the two not been so absorbed in each
other they might have noticed the curi-
ous change in the Okusama, but even
‘when she stood up suddenly and moved

toward her room, neithet of them sus-

pected what was in her:

girl: L
‘I am going to' my
n, I feel like slee

room—to lie
g; but—but [
rk you are erT

P
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gaged on.| You need not—come with
me.” e
.'The door had barely closed upon her.
when Jamison joyfully sprang toward
the girl, picked her up literally from
the floor ahd drew her, blushing, laugh-

ing and playfully protesting, into his_ »

arms, . ,

. Neither| heard the reopening of the
doors, and for a moment the Okusama
swayed on the threshold, glaring at
them almdst in fury. Then a cry, that
had in it ;something of primeval sav--
agery, bufst from her lips, and she
sprang #pon  Spring-morning ang
plucked hi ir bodily from the arms of her

i

| CHAPTER XIII
| i
“|I WILL do what I can for you,”

‘' Edith promised Jamison Tyrrell,

A but her honest gray eyes had some-
thing in them that discomfited the young
man. ‘ :

She had come at once in reply to the
telegram sent her by Mrs. Tyrrell, and
Jamison had met her at the station and
Had told her his story on the way to the
House. She had listened to him, with-
dut comment, nor could he tell by her
serious face just what her thoughts were
in regard to the matter,

t Mrs. Tyrrell lay upon her bed, a cloth
soaked in witch-hazel upon her fore-
head. An exclamation of genuine pity
and sympathy escaped Edith, and even
Jiamison, who had followed behind her,
went hastily to his mother, and tried to
Kiss her. But she would not suffer his.
touch even, and sprang up fiercely in

ed, throwing off-the cloth from her

; revealing features “distorted

ion.

ith| Edith, do you know what he

ing to do now ?” '
lthreatening,” broke in Jami-
tingly._
'yrrell’s voice rose to a hys-

rescendo. P
yes—threatening! He says he
this girl—this Japanese—" .-

Jamisgn ‘said nothing, but a dark,

‘afrownsettled upon his face.
| dear “Mts. Tyrrell,” pleaded
t isn’t fair to speak like .that.

look at things reasonably
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~way, and I am glad

44

Aftet all, why shouldn’t he marry
Spring-morning if he loves her? She
is a good, sweet girl, I am sure. And
Jamison would be takmg the rlght and
honorable course in marrying her.”

“What!” Mrs. Tyrrell stared at the
girl in-angry amazement. ‘“You don’t
understand. He means to matry her
regularly—in our church. White men
don’t marry Japanese like that, even
when they make fools of themseclves
about them. . You know that very
well.” '

“I know,” said Edith, flushing, but
with a certain sweet dignity, “that hon-
orable white men do marry them in our
lad that Jamison
is the man I have always believed him
to be.”

“So—you are going to 51de ‘with
him?”

She stared at the girl stupxdly, (dull
look of dislike for her slowly coming
into her face. * oy

“It's not a case of sxdmg, {FF:
Edith gently.

“Of course not,” A
angrily. “Edith is simply lookmg at
the matter from a common- sens.e pomt
of view.’

“Do you mean to say, deth that you
approve of these mixed marriages
between white men; and Japanese
women ?”’
~ Edith answered somewhat weakly,
after 2 moment’s hesitdtion. ¥ * !

“Well, why should not such a mar-
riage pe happy? J

“Happy!” cried the' irate Okusama
“It’s not a matter of happiness, but of
decency. I tell you it's abominable—
against nature. God never meant ué to
niake [such marriages. ,I d as soon have
my son marry a—a—negress!”’ '

“Oh, Mrs. Tyrtell!” i

1 would nideed I” she declared ﬁerce—
ly. “I have always believed in the yel-

low fleril, and I think we white peOple,

‘should stand together| and do eyery-

thing lin our power to k#ep these hozrable

heathle s—away from us. 4
ISON| had come from beand

Edith, His wrathful young

was thrust out, and he was thumping

hand t
| ol I

s | o
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.home. Well, Senator Franklin is a half- (

his clinched rist upon [the palm oﬂhls'

SCocreaens

“Tf jrou weren't beside yourself w1th
your insane prejudice an jealousy I'd
tell you a thing or two that might en-
lighten you. You've done nothing since
we came here, Mother, save disparage
these people, and you ought to- know
better than to make such foolish. and
ignorant statements. Fancy comparing
a rae€like the Japanese with one whose
hlstory is that of slavery and degenera-
tion. ' The Japanese, when it comes to
that, 4re a darned sight more civilized
than we are.

“But white people,” said his mother
bitterly, “don’t want to be mixed with
them.] We don’t want our race to end
in the miserable products such as we see
here in Japan—Japan’s degraded and
despised half-castes. You know your-
self how even -the ]apanese regard
them.”

“You exaggerate {hlngs I don’t
know any place in the' world—certainly
not in the West-—where illegitimate chil-
dren are regarded with any particular
favor or j pect. Besides, it's unfair . §H
to judg ace by its illegitimates, We
know, héwever, lots of charming peo- |
ple”of such blood. You think a lot, ..
don’t you, Mother, of Senator Franklin? !
And you were quite flattered when we ’
were in Spain and the Perraltos con- !
descended to inyite us to their princely

‘blood Indlan and is proud of it. The ;
Rerraltos—and many other fine Spanish /
amilies—like to boast of a strain of In-
dian blood. Is the Indian blood better
than the Japanese? Have they pro-
duced imperishable works of art or ut- §
tered sublime proverbs, or endowed the ),(
world with some of its most prized in- ),
ventions? You can’t answer me, cang
you, Mother? Your objection to my,
marnying Spring-morning you say is be~}
cause of her race. Well, if you can lis-
ten o reason, I'can-p
her race is fully as goo
Mrs. Tyrrell made
with|her hands. In t
facelooking back at
her pwn reflection of
whe
fied

fove to you tha ;
g as our own.”
: hopeless gesturg
2 stubborn young

i she dimly sa
ghany years ag% o
] 1

father and d
the impracticdl

im for the\u

and penniless young aA

her eart :
¥1 see,” she -s‘ald u

i ) . §, csaled
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is impossible to move you, Jamy. You
see,’—she turned to Edith—“there “is
only one thing left for me to;do. I must
leave this house—right away.”
“You can’t do that,” protested Jami-
son. “It wouldn’t be fajr to—to—

. Spring-morning; it would be cruel—to
* leave her alone in the house here—
1

with me, until—" I

“Is she here—still?” ingliired Edith,
surprised. "

“Why, of course,” retursied Jamison,
almost irritably. “Where else could she
be? My mother wanted to'turn her out
—on the street—like any—! Oh, what’s
the use even speaking abouf it ?”

“But I should have thought,” said
Edith gravely, “that she’would have
goné herself,” '

“Hor heaven’s sake, Egith, consider.
Where could she go? A gjung girl like
that.” % .
“We-ll—she had some relative, didn’t
she——?" S

“Do you think I'd Iet,!'her go back -

there #” N
“Now, Edith,” broke inl Mrs. Tyrrell

‘witl'r ‘enforced calmness, “ll am going to

ask|a favor of you. I want to stay with
you, in your house, dear, or a few days,
till my boat sails, I am' gf)ing home.”
h“{I‘ ell her, Edith, that| she can’t do
that—" ; T

41 don’t know what to"say, Jamison ;

but, perhaps, it would bé best after all
forf your mother to comg with'me. Iam
algne, as you know, an shall be glad
to have her. Maybe, we;could go away
together somewhere, foit a little while,
till the excitement is oyer. See.how
agitated she is—all upset, And you ar-
ranige for Spring-mornitig to go some-
whHere else, until your mother is able to
bear it better.”
‘Mrs. Tyrrell made a jscornful sound
of dissent, implying that such a time
could never come, :
| “As you wish, then,”{ said the young
an, a trifle surlily, and added after a
oment: “Of course you know what
this will mean, then—Mother’s leaving
y house like this. 1 ¢lon’t propose:to
ubject Spring-morning to the slightest
riticism.” (His mother’s lip turned!in
scorn.) “And so we jwont wait, ag I
lanned to do. Tl

=

i
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EDITH said nothing.to this. She was

. assisting Mrs. Tyrrell with her coat.
and hat, and had deftly packed a few
necessary articles in a grip. Jamison,
thus ignored, strode agitatedly up and -
down the rgom, muttering to himself in-
coherent exclamations of anger and pro- -
test. He made another effort to appeal
to; his motler: N '

i ‘Now Ildok here, Mother, you can’t
go like this. You—" r
“Are you ready, Edith?’ inquired
Mrs) Tyrréll with apparent deadly calm-
ness,

{The gir]f looked from mother to son
a[{,\pealingl‘ : k)

|“Mrs. Jyrrell—” she began, hesitat-
ingly, “I hate to see you two part like
this. Please speak to Jamison. —And -

Jamy,”—turning to the angry-faced
young man—“say something kind and
gentle to your mother. She loves you—"

 “Tll say—" began Jamison, but his

other turned her shouldet to him, and
pushed the door abruptly open, so that -
whatever it was he had intended to say
stopped halfway on his lips. -

i Edith.thrust her hand out to him. She -
tried bravely to smile, as she looked up
at him,

; “Good-by, Jamison—and be good to
—Spring-morning.”
llHe lowered his voice for her ear

ne. ;
T “And you be:good to her—comfort
her, and make her see things rationally,
if'you can, 'old girl,”

¢ 'Edith nodded. Then she followed
Mrs. Tyrriell, who already was in the
street. :

! CHAPTER XIV

o

CH to her lover’s stirprise and
ueful disappointment, Spring-
orning did -not take kindly to
gestion that they marry at once.
3 ‘! in fact secretly dismayed by his

. | She had not really thought of
'marriagle as a solution of the difficulties .
ih she had involved the Tyrrell.
i‘househpld. She could not see anything.
{.wrong [in continuing to live in_ the same
I" house jyith her lover. The going of the
! ahad caused her some regret;’
fen remorse, but she was ready

Screenscan
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new, and certainly joyous, circum-
stances. . ) .
The Eijin-san’s passion for her (t!he

- word love in Japanese means merely

assion), Spring-morning most ardently
returned, and to be with him, touched
and caressed by him constantly, was the
sum total of her desire at the present
time. DBut the idea of actually martys
ing the man had not occurred to her.
She considered herself truly married to
Omi. "Her relations with the American
by no means represented to-the Japanése
girl unfaithfulness to her husband, any
more than residence in the Yoshiwara
would have done—and indeed the girl
childishly and even joyously made little
offerings to the good Daikoku, God of
Fortune, who had given her to this won-
derful E7jin-san instead of the dreadful
Hell-city. '
When Jamison, after the going of his
mother, nsisted upon their immediate
marriage, the girl demurred. = She-was
not brave or hopest enough to confess
to her lover thé fact of her{ Jag
marriage, and hence was unabiy
plain her reluctance now to, magfy-
Previously she had faithfully "carried
out her. mother-in-law’s injungtion to
refrain from telling anyone of her mar*
riage, since, as a maiden, her sérvices
would prove of more value. Now she
found herself in a difficult position. Her
lover was demanding, impetuously and
insistently, why, if !she loved him, she
would not marry him; and, seeking for

-a dozen excuses, all'of which, elaborate

and solémn @s they might have seemed
in Japanese gyes, met only the derision
of the young white man, she finally,
firmly and naively stated she was too
young! i This aroused his mirth, and be-
tween laughter and lembraces he (finally
coaxed |from her tHe grudging consent
to go with Hiim the following day to their
friend, she good old Catholic priest.
Spring-morning was vastly relieved
that h‘e}] had"nat suggested a nakoda—
go-between, to marry them in Japanese
fashion] The idea |of going merely to
this “Kirishitan” priest was not so ter-

and even eager
rayed in her
bright few plu

ring-morning, ar-
prettjest of kimonos, a

rifying |to the Japahese girl. Accord-,
ingly, the followings'g:moming, a smiling

0
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waist, a flower in her hair and a gay

little scarlet parasol above her, appeared

in‘the ozashiki ready to accompany Mr. |

Tyrrell whithersoever he desired.

She had wrestled the matter out most
triumphantly with herself the previous
night. Omi, she assured herself, would
never return. Japanese soldiers always
died for the Emperor—certainly brave
onep like the honorable Omi would be
sure to seek and find that desired death.
Even if Omi should return to Japan,
this Kirishitan (Christian) ceremony
wag not, after all, a Japanese marriage.
Strhngely enough, the girl did not think
of this marriage as something perma-
nent, despite the labored and patient

explanations of Father Daly, who first .

received the submissive and smiling girl
into the church. and baptized her before
the marriage ceremony,

WHATEVER were her thoughts, as

she stood before the quaint little

mission altar, with only the strangely |

i L e i s < s, Sl o

SR

silent Miss Latimer as a witness, and |

dully repeated;the words of the marriage °
service, canngt be said ; but when it was |
over she asked somewhat tremulously|
whetheFJamison did not wish to make/
also a Japanese marriage with her. )
He said that was entirely unnecessary.]
All he wanted, so he joyfully assured;
her, was to make her his wife, accord4
ing to the custonr and the laws of hig
own country, and by the religion he and"
his_family "professed, and which wap
nofv also ‘Spring-morning’s. /
‘I wanted to have our marriage—+
right, Spring-morning,” he said. . §
She appeared to debate his explana-
tion for quite a little while, and hér
next question shocked, while it amus¢d
both her happy husband and Miss Lati-
mer. "She asked: -
I“This kind .of marriage for jos’ liddle
‘bit while ?” b 4
éL“Itfs for always,” declared her hiis:
band earnestly. ! \ f
| Spring-morning: lookeq up at hi
that with a very wise expjession of sjich
sheer scepticism that hefjwas obliged to
ldugh. Then she sighed(and said:
“Some time Japanesegirl mek mar
riage for liddle w"hile. y an’ b)}g,he

—I don’ it

I never do those rm,to
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sé;niled up at him in sfichian arch and |
charming way that he promptly kissed house,lin Yokohama, in the hope of win-
her, unmindful of the presence of Miss' ning the forgiveness of his mother; and

703

They lingered a week in th¢ Tyrrell -

Latimer and the priestt Miss Latimer,| when this was not forthcoming, they set -
100, kissed the little bride; then quickly | out upon that long, enchanted “honey-
gripping the hand of the deluded bride-| moon,] where, under the guidance . of
groom, she said she must hurry back to| and with almost the sensitive vision of
his mother, and she promised to do| his Japanese wife, the white man was

everything in her power to induce Mrs. ]
J Tyrrell to remain in fapan and to be-!
come reconciled to her lson’s marriage. i
 Now Spring-mornilg had heard, as:
most Japanese girls do, that most for-;
eigners in Japan mar1§ the native girls’
for only the brief sedson of their so-!
journ in Japan. She had considered|
the possibility that her happiness with
the white man might be of only short
ﬁlura’cion ahd she knew that when the
ime of parting should arrive, it would
be a heart-wrenching} period for her.
Nevertheless, she wagltruly Japanese in:
her philosophy. A lifile happiness for|
even a little while, she Believed, was bet-
ter than no happinesg at all; and she
promised herself that she would in-
gratiate the gods to sich an extent that
they would generouslylextend the length
bf her joy. She did [net at all realizd
that Jamison Tyrrell had ‘done the un-
usual thing in making her his wife ac
ording to the laws of his own country
and church, and not by Japanese cere-
mony, which no foreigner in fapan con-
isiders binding upon hjpm‘ ;

i v i
t- OWEVER it be, things were rush-

ing along in t ctswift stccession
to give the girl much time for reflection
or alarm. A
ardent arm about her} his beaming face
rabove her own, she felt herself drawn
| | irresistibly into this powerful and fas;
“cinating ~emotion hich he calleci

murmuring 'words of passion and en:
. dearment, the caresses that fell like sofﬁ
rain continually uponiher, if she so muc

learned, joyously an

each kiss and caress bestowed upo

With her fhusband’s strong] :

*“Love.” Kisses, theiclose embrace and -
' i the
|

as turned her face toward him, or hftedl quaifitance, Jamison had noted the effect -
her hands—these wére all new things of
_ | to a Japanese girl—things she could not

| even have imagined|or dreamed weré
possible. All the mpre they absorbed)
obsessed and intoxigated her, and 'she

quickly, to rbtur

to seel Divine Japan in all its subtle,

penetrating charm and magical allure-*
ment. t' Like poetic seekers after only the

fairest and choicest jewels of nature,

they journeyed to the famous points of-
beauty, or penetrated daringly into the

interiqr of the provinces on voyages of
. discovery of their own. :

At [Amatautsu the full moon shbwed
its wifle, radiant face. They lingered in
the exquisite teahouses of Iro and saw
the famous dragon’s light phosphores-
cence upon the seashore. She likened
'the white sails of the floating junks at
‘even .to the spirit craft of unhappy
lovers who had mated at last upon the
‘vast river of souls. And fairylike and
;weird indeed they seemed, as under the .
'light of the moon. they seetned to blow
-like fluttering shadows over the gleam-

ing waters,

: E as quiet and peaceful as the big

i cities were turbulent and agi-

' tated, for day and night, in the cities,

| the people -were threading the streets
now in procession, waving flags and ban-
ners, raising triumphant voices in de- |

1 lirious shouts of victory upon victory.

| And even here, somewhat of the excite-—

ment had perhaps reached, for, though

there were-no parades or marching sol-

diers, bronzed veterans réturning from

enes of triumph, every little house

had flpon its roof the sun flag of Japan.
Eflen in the early days of their ac-

CHAPTER XV

HE little town of Zuiganjii was

ese various symbols of the war -
upo! | Spring-morning.  She would -
tremple and pale at,the mere beating of
a dfim, and no matter what her-task,
the sound of a passing procession or
regiment would send the girl flying
acrdbs the room to lean from the case=
orif in palpitating excitement, deaf to
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the chiding and angry voice of the Oku-
sama.

So he had wisely refrained in their
travels from any leng sojourns in the
cities, and now in this little quiet tofwn
it seemed to him that they had found
that pearl beyond price—perfect peice
and happiness. It seemed to the fond
eyes of her husband that Spring-motn-
ing was like some lately lovely but wilted
flower, which opened out refreshed, and
showed a new and surprising beauty and
grace. His constant, watchful care of
the girl, the restful atmosphere of the
country, their love, all contributed to
her serenity of mind, and soon it
scemed as if not a trace of the old wist-
fulness and tremulous apprehension,
and cven fear, which were so noticeable
once about her, was left. A girl of sighs
and dreams, he had transformed her, he
told himself proudly, into a radiant
creature of smiles and joyous bubbling
laughter. i

Rl .

O NE day, in the heart of th&"¥oods,

they came upon a regiment of
soldiers engaged in skirmish practice.
So astonished was the American ‘at the
discovery of Japan’s out-of-the-way
spots for drilling its men, that he did not
at once notice the curious change which
‘had come over his wife. Her fice had

.turned as white as snow; her lips were.

pinched in a thin, suffering line to-
gether. The eyes she raised to his had
a fever of excitement burning within
them. ! : A 5

“Oh-h!"” she cried} her hands crushed
upon her breast, “the soldiers of Tenshi-
sama ndever sleep! Always they—work
for Japlan! Always ithey—they remem-
ber " | | e

‘Remember what; Spring-morning ?”
asked her husband, gently, marveling at
her exqitement; o

She struck her breast with a passion-

w Yoo

“I—miserable me—I—forgitting| I
am mos’ unwofthy worm in all Japan!
Think,{while those soldiers'of my Em-
peror bleed and die for those country—

| me—I lam seék those joy! May Shaka .

torment me! | May| Futen harass my
days.” | . | r
Her| passiogate

words of Tlf: re-
I | [
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- head soothingly, murm

‘back to

“while ad Japan. Tangs!”

80 big—so -grade| and s

emebbe one hundled

“How can you talk in-that foolish
fashion ?” '

She raised her face, and as she met |
her husband’s reproachful gaze, her ex-
pression changed, the frozen look of
despair slowly melting away from it. -
Sud’lienly she began to sob, hiding her

T —

b g

face|against his breast, ‘
“Beloved—I—I p-pray—you mek
me forgiveness. Alas, I am think of my
Emperor! All Japanese think of him.
All Japanese must suffer for him, now,
wheg he need them. But me? I have
done nothing. "Alas, I have dare be
happy—wiz you. It is nod ride when
those war is fight! Even those wife of
grade princes now wear the cotton dress
and ‘work jus’ same poor womens, ac-
count they too lig to mek sacrifice jus’
same their husbands do!”
He stroked the little; shining, black
L!lring against it
comforting and endearing words.
“Well, and you can do something, too,
darling,” | he told her. “When we get
S}okﬂhama we’ll make a contri- |
bution—a big one—" j
S ised her head, and holding him |
back with both her hands on his breast, |
shé searched his .face with a look of|
startled eagerness. :
“You want help Japan also, Eijin-i
sanf”’ 2 . 4 {
"\ “Why, yes. Why shouldn’t I, with
my little wife Japanese. I have plenty
of)jmdoney—" i
“Oh—money! Thas whad you——L
do!” ¢
“What else could I do?” he inquired
jocularly. ‘ ]
“Thas true,” she said mournfully.
“You—ybu jos’ a foreign mister—liddle

et U GO ) NI S SR

Y

“Well, I'like that!” he laughed. Is
that all the thanks 'm tct' have then?}

l
SHE'stared for a momgnt sadly at the-
| rueful young face of her husbahd,
Bame enlarded,

oice throbped

and then her eyes be
and as she spoke her(
ith some inner férvor
“Sup—pose you- Ja
h! Glorious theti you

ek one big soldjer for

ow then your lwi_fé
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sames’s you Hachiman dhose terrible
God of War!”
Jamison’s rueful amazement turned to
mirth.
" “Why, you pr eposterougs little witch,
you wouldn’t want your lixusband to be
a soldier, would you ?”
She gave him a Iook full of curious
pathos.
“Ah,” she said very w1stfu11y, “how
grade honor thad would b !”
“What an emotional htkle creature it
is!” he chided. “Now I want you to
forget all about this ywar-busmess
Thats why I brought yot1 here, away
from the no1sy city, and warn you, if
you don’t, I'm going to hurry you back
o Yokohama, and then lpack you.bag
baggage off to anfther country,
where the wives don’t - dint their hus-
bards killed off in that
better stop right there éhenshmg any
rllesome thoughts in regard to your
husband’s sacrificing hxmself for your
old Emperor. Here, giveime a great big
kiss, and smile agam—-t is very instant
‘ust look how you've Iouded up the
whole sky above us!”

S E did kiss him, bu her thoughts

i were far away, and |her smile was
shadowy. Presently she disengaged her-
self from his arms and resumed the sub-

jegt, I .
‘Listen, Eijin-san!”| (She still called
hi tlus) “Me? I mos’ insignifi-
cant little Japanese girli mebbe.. Poor
me, I kinnod do ach for those
Japan. Thas nod for girl do. But I

lig tek lots those moaneys you say you
go give for Japan war. {I lig give those
wifto Japanese soldier, agcount I got live
ad your house.' 1 kmno go ad house of
]a}panese soldier. I km od live ad those
house.”

1 She was confusing

re bewildered him.

jerself, even as

“Live where? Whatjare you talking

about? How could you ive in the house
df a Japanese soldier?”’
“Thas whad I say,”
“T say—I1 noqﬁ
f Japanese soldier,
tay ad house of Eijind
She. saw by his fac
uzzled, and, fearful
she added hurriedly :

{

e declargd, pro-

her own wor'fls,

i

y. So you'd-

mCcreenscarn

: “Bud s‘fp pose 1 got marry also w1z"

ppnese soldier?
hees house, Yaes?” .
' “But you didn’t)” said her husband
crossly, fdr him, “¥You married me, and
I don’t want you wasting a thought on
tach fooli sh suppositions. Now,i1f you
on’t mst ntly become my darling little
liappy swget‘nealt again, you know what
I told yohr I'd do. It'll be Yokohama
for sure, and then—America !”
i “Amerlca.1 she repeated, her eyes
Yery wid§ as she stared out before her.
‘Ah, T liz very much go unto thoge
Amerxca1 !
l ‘Good}” he cried with enthusiasm.
‘Then that’s the place we'll trot to
ext

1 got also. live ad

' CHAPTER XVI

ko HAT are you doing ?”
I\ x / He had come upon his wife
doubled over before a little
foot-hzgh table. Propped up on it was
a single scroll, in the center of which
'was a picture of the Emperor. Beside
[the scroll, propped up also, was a photo-
,graph of a Japanese soldier. :
\Jamison picked up the picture and
erlammed it, his brows tightly drawn in
a very ugly frown.
| |Spring-morming did not move.  She
!was holding her breath, her face averted,
i

o e G s

.one little hand held sllghtly up, almost
‘as if she feared he might strike her.

| A curiogs change had come over the
glrl since that day in Zuiganjii- woods,
:when they had come across the regiment
lof drilling soldiers.
;tp Yokohama, but a few weeks since, =
ithe young people had been anything -
ibut hagpy: The man was unable to
iunderst] nd the change in his wife,
HFrom heing gay, loving, happy one
JIe . Was mMOIDSE, tearivl . and
e hext, seemmfrly brooding over
gicret trouble, concerning which
Jused to take her . usband into
dence

'is.: friend Miss Latimer as’su‘r,e
him—-yaited for him to come to her
siflid not wish her to see-this ne
pi ommg he had brought back

Since their return - -

Thls aroused both hlS
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Yokohama with him. He wished} to
show her the Spring-morning of their
early honeymoon days, and he waited-
each day hoping she would become as
before. ' :

Now, as he looked at the girl, the sol-
dier’s picture in his hand, the old sus-
picion that she had a lover flitted across
his mind. At the thought, a blind, jeal-
ous fury against her took full possession
of him, and his hand dropped heatily
upon her shoulder. Shrinking undet ifs
weight, she raised a terrified face. He
thrust the picture before her. -

“You’ve been uncommonly interested

in the war. Every day you've been run-.

ning out to learn the latest news. The
house is full of papers. Youread noth-
ing else. I thought it patriotism.. I
hope it is nothing else.” = -
She turned from white to red, her
eyes furtively going from the picture to
her husband’s fite. She tried to speak,
but her fluttering tongue failed her.
“Well?” he prompted. “Are ‘you
going to tell me who this is ?” .
By an effort of will she had recovered.
her composure. Her face was hlank, as

inscrutable as that of a vf‘ e doll.

Her half closed eyes evep .-'_'
they met her husband’s, and there was
no more fear in them. aaf |
“Thas picture my honorable btother,”
she said. “He soldier of Tenshi-sama.”
And she bowed at the name of the lEm—
peror, ; ;
“You told me once,” he said hoarsely,

| you

“that you were the onlychild. Were
lying to me then or are you now?” |

She was quite calm under the accusa-
tion. | - t

“I tell you truth, I only chjld ’my
honorable parent got. ' My brother be-
long to Emperor. He not come bag
aeny more from thoseijwar. He going
mek a die for hees country!” ;

ER cheeks flushed with-a sudden ex-
citement. She moved around on

ber knees and held ou1t her hands im-
Jploringly to her husband Lo
- ' “Be not angery wiz |me account fhat
soldier of Mikado. Ah|think! He give
his hqnorable|life for Japan! The gods
reward him splendidly. I:pray- -into

them-—every !day and |every nide that
those honorable

|

i B e BRI T Y

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

ted as -

1

death ‘for Emperor—that glo‘riously
naever he may come bag ad Japan !”
“You pray for your brother to die ?”
“Thas glorious ‘die!” .she said fer-
vently, :
He nlade a mute motion of
“Whit is his narne ?”
“Omi,” .said the girl softly.
He looked at the picture thoughtfully,
then pickéd up his hat. .

“It Iay be,” he said, “you have told

disbelief,

me the|truth, dear; but T am not—satis-
fied, and it means a great deal to me. I
have got to know. I will know no peace
otherwise. Spring-morning—I am go-
ing to find out who this is.”

She followed him to the door, holding
to his [arm, .and entreating him not to
leave her this evening; she declared she
was very lonely and there was a pain
throbbing right there in her little head,
where she placed his hands. Wouldn’t
he please, please, remain, just for this
single evening, that she might have the
comfort of his presence. But he was
firm in his resolve, and, though he
yielded sufficiently to her blandishments
to kiss her lovingly before departing, she
could not hold 'him, and, once in the
street, hg: hgstened upon his errand.

o

STy

CHAPTER, XVII
HE FOUND Madam Yamada in

W A iy
S R

the same miserable house she
had occupied when first he had
s)gen Spring-morning.

T

"\ Snarling over her tobacco-box, she
sgartely returned the civil greetings of
her caller, whom she, however, recog-
nized,

“First of all,” said he abruptly, “I am
going to ask you'if you are the mother
of—Spring-morning, the girl who used
to live with you here and whom you
tried to drive to the Yoshiwara.”
A“jthe mention of Spring-morning the !

W e e, o

- —

old woman hobbled to Her feet excitedly.
Mumbling incoherent durses in her own
langrﬁage, she finally shot out savagely}
at the intruder: a g e

“ ‘It is better to noutish a dog than ani .
unfajthful child’ says t} :
gods| will avenge! me, righ
“You considet she hag
he asked quietly{ i

|

G A e et et e
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4 sty “It is the duty of the young to succor
7 the old,” said she in hér shaking, yet
fer- funous, old voice. “What has Sprmg—
‘ ' mofrning done for mn{h mother ?”
of, hen she was the mother of his wife!
He felt gentler, kinder toward the fear-
ful-looking old creature.,
ly . “Has she sent you no thelp at all dur-
! 1 ing the past year?” h asked, as it
told ' seemed to him his wife rﬁlad repeatedly
vy : told him of having semt the sums of
I money he gave her to het mother. .
s “Hal!” she ‘cried, contemptuously.
go- “Little sums of cash—e nough to keep
# the food in the honoragle insides—but
ling what left for—my son ?'{
'ty “You have a son P’ ‘
ks “A son! Gloriouslyl a son! May
ain E{S ](‘),1’1rney to the Lotush_.and be one of
. Iss! .
s “Ts this—he ?”
hits iHe had drawn out ahd held toward
. hér the picture he hadftaken from his
S wife. The old woman fglutched :_=1t it in
he al plteous excitement. £ :
o {“Where got ?” she criéd as she tried to
shia force it from his hands.; “Give it to'me,
tha I pray you, stter For¢10ner

“One minute,” said lthe young man
gently.  “Tell me ﬁr -

e?” ’

[ “Omi! That is the r}aame of my hon-

orable son.” She put her face upon the
portrait of the soldier
spbbed agamst it.

TAMISON watched lgler a moment in |
silence, intensely rhoved After a
fnoment he said huskilj

0

elp-you in some wa
ating just what pr

from under her towering gray eye-

orning’s mother;]
‘you say. She is my wife. If you W1sh
i—I offer you a home w1th us.’

Upon the old woman’s face a look of
wild amazement swept. Suddenly she|!
began to chuckle in,
rocking herself back and forth The[
young man watched ther in silence :"
moment. Then he togk some ¢oin {ro
his pocket and laid them gravely down
1 before her on the ﬂ(# X \

MISS':SPRING—MORNING{; o
5. .
¢ “No,”

what is hlsl

|

afnd mumbled and |

i
I
i
I

“You've made me|hl ppy I want tO‘
He paused, de-|
. dsition of help to|

; make to the old womdn, who was now|
B looking up at him somej ,hat venomously | | ' might have saved all this misunderstand-

37 sub ject.

hideous fashion,||

SCoreen=can

he said, “I take back that offer.
: have you near my wife. But
‘heére is money—and there will be more
.—ras much as you rhay need.”

| Madain Yamada’s fearful mirth
.stopped for a moment. She seized upon
‘the coing avariciously, and began to toss
them up|and down on the hearth, listen-
ling eagerly to their clink as they fell.
gAssured that they were all right, she
i knotted |them in her sleeve. She re-
sumed her chuckling and muttered hor- -
i rlbly toherself, and Jamison, who had
» got as far as the door, felt a sense of
!'nausea at the thought that this fearful
i old witeh should be the mother of his

I cannot]

Wlfe er words as she hobbled to her
feet, gfruck him strangely, and, he
aused moment before going out. She

| shrleke at him with an almost wild de-
: ﬁ,ance ow:

} [ “Mister White Man! You make bet- ..
| ter for, my son than the Yoshiwara.
, That is very good. Very good. You
' dre most excellent Yoshiwara for my
sonl” -

! . He went out quickly, closmg the door
hard behind him. And the air of the
street felt good to him as almost he fled
from the wretched locality.

CHAPTER XVIII

: IS confidence in his wife restored,
H‘ Tyrrell tried to make amends to
hér for his seeming defection.
To her ;somewhat fearful questions
! touching his.visit to her mother he re-
plied bridfly that he had learned she had
spoken the truth. Omi was her brother.
He wished, however, that she had told
‘him  abotst her brother long dgo. It

However, he did not pursue the -
His wife’s family, was not one
he felg he was likely ever to be attracted

1 lrl°'

by, d he determined to remove his
w1fe :!J far as possible from any future _
1nt1m Y. with them,

LTt a§ a few days later that Spring-
mortijhg begged permission to travel to
Sasellp, where a military hospital was
mam ined. She said she wished to take
flowers ‘and other gifts to the soldiers,

Her husband, though he felt he was
keenJy- sympathetic with her over-
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supposed brother, refused, though not
without some little feeling of | com-
punction. ‘

He considered his wife’s health deli-
cate. She certainly appeared very lan-
guid and pale at this time, and he de-
termined that she should not be fuither
excited by reminders of the war. He
admired this passionate patriotism the
Japanese had always exhibited, but now
that he was experiencing some of its
effects in his own-house, he could not
banish a certain feeling of irritation.
Moreover, he experienced toward this
unknown soldier-brother of Spring-
morning’s a positive aversion which
was half jealousy, half admiration. He
begrudged sharing his wife’s heart with
even this absent brother. He believed
she had idealized Omi beyond his :actual
deserts, and her. sensitiveness upen the
subject—she repelled every effort ‘on his
part to induce her to talk about her
brother—added to his rancor: :A re-
quest for a description of the young
man.brought the fevered response that
he was like all heroes—“tog grade to
make a speak about. His §ghke shining
like the sun—Ah! like thos&®dds I’ So
she fervently asserted. " *

¢ 01

His refusal to permit hér to go to
Saseho was received in a stllen silence
by Spring-morning. . She did not urge
him; she simply turned away. from
him. o

LI E TOLD her then, roughly, the rea-
11 son why he would not perrhit her
to the military hospital.” He did
notTwish her upset. ‘She was permitting
thig war to trouble her more than was
necessary, and he intended now within
a week or so to wind up his affdirs in
Japan and take her at once with Him to
America. : !

She turned slowlyf' about at this and-

heri wide eyes looked calmly at her hus-
band. In them he saw, or fancied he
did, such 4 mournfifl look of pdin and
resjgnation that he cried out roughly:

‘{I thought you wished ,to golf You
said so wheén we werg in Zuiganjii.”

1 lig go still!” she said, in.a low
voice. “But now—it is all change wiz
me, Eijinsan. Me? I cannot now
leaye theese Japan ¥ ' ‘]

He¢said |doggedly

g—na Wrathf; Iy :
o
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to this. You are going with me.”

Her moods, he told himself, were get-
ting upon his néerves, and for the frst
time he left her angrily.

Smoking for a time under the stars,
he reviewed the various occurrences of
recent days which had tended to aggra- | J
vate and alienate him from his wife.
Things had not continued as ideally as |
he had believed. Spring-morning had !
not proved the angel-mate he so ardently 1
believed her to be in those blissful early |
days‘ of their honeymoon. He felt his |
estrangement from his mother, and it !
seen;l']ed to him that Spring-morning

L

| | i

“You may as well make up your mind }
{

}

|

|

should make the first overture of peace |
with, the older lady. This she had stub- - .
bornly refused to do, insisting that the |
Okusame would repulse her, did she go |
to her, however humbly, for the girl had
never forgotten that last interview with
her husband’s mother, when the latter |
had pulled her bodily from the arms of
the Eijin-san., : L

Jamison felt, moreover, that, as f‘
Spring-morning was the cause of tlje N
estrangement ' from his mother, 'she !
should mgke sbme effort to atone to him | -
for this, / He was very much in love with 2
her, Ryt lately her moods were becom- ;
ing quite beyond the understanding of ¢
an prdinary mortal,: and, confound it, |
he sometimes wished his wife had been,{-
born in his own country ; then she would ¢
not cherish sych fantastic and prepos-
terous notions concerning Japanese
honor and soldiers, etc.

i
!
1
L
L
it
f

l

EVEN while he turned the matter
over in his mind, she came from th¢

house and on to the little balcony wheré
he sat alone. Stealing softly up behind
him, she put arms suddenly about h
neck, and her fragrant, soft little cheek
came pressing against his own. !

‘There was something so pathetic,
eloquent and moving in this simple act
of contrition, as it were, that Jamispn
irr{pulsively drew hegaround to hisknge,
She slipped from thg
denly and. hid her]| d
Without a moments hesitation, sotpe-
‘what roughly|indeeg) he forcibly liffed .
her face upward, #)d found she wass
crying again, | It se ed to him he &
prised her ctying ¢bnstantly in. th

face against hi
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|

~ days, and because she had not confided
| to him the cause of ther tears, they irri-

tated him rather than aroused his sym-
pathy. o '

“Now what am I going to do with
you?” he complained. “Such a foolish,
silly little girl—alwajys crying, and about
nothing! Nothing in the world! Why
should you cry like this, sweetheart ?’

: “1 got-do s0,” shq said faintly. “Qh,
I got do those cry, Eijin-san!” b

“Got? “,hy ?u ‘,‘ E '
“Bi-cause—sup-pose I—I soon rod
god eny longer you, .Eijin-san, for my

* hosban’? You got safil those west oceans.

I kinnod do. Alas; me, I got stay lad

Japan!” f
. “You have, heh? FWell, we'll soon jee;
« about that,” he gréwled. “I guess a
| wife’s place is with 'her husband—even

in Japan!” 1

She drew away ffom him at that, and
stared at him with [dyes that had beco%nd
very wide and darkiivith excitement.! °

“Alas, thas—true!” she said, in 4
whisper. “Wife—got stay wiz her hos-
ban’ even ad Japan; Me—I got—go—
wiz—my hosband! | Excuse me, Eijin:

san!l”
I Tyrrell awoke early. His hea
ached so ominably that ihe
could barely see, asthe sat up, his hards
pressed to his forehead. . :
Spring-morning @pparently had al-
ready arisen, for she was not in her
bed.  Accustomqd] always to retire
earlier than her husband, she had sat up
late with him thé previous night, and

R XIX ] |
HE followfinE morning Jamiq;ot

CHAPT

—_—

‘prepared some sweet native drink &d,r
¢ him. It was shortly after that, that jer
' husband hecame very drowsy, and he
had slept throughout the night as souqdr
ly as though he {had been in somje
trance, . _ !
Now he called Hoarsely for Spring-
morning; but though he went to the
doors and called h¢r name through the
halls, there was no fesponse: to his, suin-
mons, though a majd showed, a éuridus
face; and, seeinglher, he withdrew,

'MISS SPRING-MO
. i |

to serve him especiglly, so she said, had .
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beastly = headache, he thought, and, :
stumbling across the room, he clumsily - -

batlIled his head, and-then dressed. Feel- - S
ing [very little better, and intending to - .
see{ his wife in the garden, whither he

RNING

presumed she had gone,aswas her early-
morning custom, he descended to the
lower floor. Here he found the amado"
were still in place. They were a sort of
heavy storm-door or window, put up, in
the |night, and Jamison knew that if his
wife had gone down to the gardens she
could not have closed the amado from
theoutside.

" She was not in the living-room, how-
evey, and he stood frowning, puzzlingly,
over her curious absence. Umg, yawn-
ingll and stretching herself, with her
skifts and sleeves tucked up about her,
appeared in the room with bamboo
broom and dustér, to begin her morn-
ing’s customary toil. She stopped, open-
mojithed, at seeing the master so early
in the ozashiki, '

“Where is Mrs. Tyrrell?” he in-
quired.

The servant did not answer, and he
prompted her with an irritable “Well ?”
as she continued to stare at him wonder-
ingly.

“Well? Why don’t you answer me ?”
he demanded. 4

“OFku-sa-ma!’ stammered the wench.
(They had now transferred to the
young wife the name of Okusama, as it,
meant literally, “Honorable lady of
the house.”) ‘ =

“Yes—my—our Okusama, where is
she? |Upstairs ?”

The maid shook her head uncertainly
and t{'len began a discomfiting series of Fs
deep ‘and most humble bows, which~
merely moved her master to deeper'
wrath, P : ‘ 1

‘Stop your kow-tow-ing, and answer
nquestion,”—and in an inward asides -
anathematized the polite habits of .-
q|natives and determined to have his .
ife institute a new order of things in
gir own house. He felt out of humor
il really sick. b :
I'he maid, still on har, knees, then an=
finced in a placid, sing-song voice;
that:; “Okusama long wnagr gone av

sithough unaware of the electric
figct of her words, she added: -
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“Okusama say, excellency know allee
'bout same. No need humble one mek

excuse.”
E VEN after Ume had picked up her
broom and pattered stolidly across
the floor, Jamison Tyrrell found himself
unable to arouse himself from the sud-
den condition of shock. It seemed as if
his mind had, without the slightest fur-
ther explanation, grasped at the actual
facts of the case. His wife had simply
gone—Spring-morning had left him:
He had failed to make her happy, and
she was gone!

The mere statement of the maid
brought out from him not a single ejacu-
lation ‘or question. Slowly his mind, so
dull and slow it seemed, this morning, set
to work to recall the various acts of his
wife lately—her unhappy looks—her
unexpected tears, her piteous pleas that
he would forgive her “mebbe ad.those
udder life,” i ¥,

When finally he aroused hij mself from
the stupor which had seized fifixh at the
maid’s words, he rose slowly-¥ his feet,
though his knees felt weak as those of
one long ill. ‘He walked wudsteadily
toward the stairs and found his way to
their. room. He examined her bed’and

saw it had\xcit been slépt upor. Itiwas

strange he \aad not noticed this before,
he thought. YShe must have lain down
for giwhile upon the coverlets, for there

"~ was'the slight pressure of her body still-

upon| the bed. He remembered ‘how
quickly he had fallen asleep the previ-
ous hight. Suddean he recalled; the
drink she had made for him. His teeth
gritted together, stifling the groan
‘which would come despite his bes} ef-
forts. (He had been drugged! Spring-
morning had drugged him! It was un-

' “believablé, that she could do such a
. “thing! Spsing-morni g! His wife!

HE burjed his face in his hands. :The
room swam about hinj. He felt he was
going with it. It wag the effect of] that
ctrsed drug.f No, it was the knowledge
of his wife’s falsity. | He had endowed
her (with graces and|qualities she did
not
lieve

, And. the
thought ‘of 'his mother, and his jhead

in any womar, he

4. clea red. He felt strang enough tq find

his way at lé;ast to her.

o § - :
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‘ished Thoarsely,

"I can’t speak to you then. I—I think

possess.| Never again would he be-

' CHAPTER XX
E T WAS late in the evening of the

saime day that he finally went to his
mother’s house. Once glance only
at his haggard, drawn face was enough’
for her. Before he could tell her what
had befallen him, her mother-heart
sensed his trouble and knew almost in-
stinctively the cause, *
“Spring—?” she began, and he 4in-

“—has gone, Mother. I found her
gone when I got up this morning. I've
been looking for her all day.”

“My poor Jamy!”

“Listen, Mother : promise me that you
wont say anything against her—or—or

e g Ao o ok i o e A 4 G

there was something wrong—from the
first.” ’
“Oh, there was; there was, indeed. I
never did believe in these mixed mar-
riages, Jamy. It broke my heart when
—but I wont say a word about it now,

Yy

dear. g-he e! 'We'll forget all about it.
Do sit ijn beside me here, and try to
tell me gil.”

Her trembling hands drew him down
beside her. Her glasses dropped from
her nose and hung by the ribbon from
her ear in a characteristic way.

“Dear, dear,” said she, “if only Edith
were here. ' Buit—she was called away
quite unexpectedly last night.” L
leHe still sat forward, with his chin i
p uéged in his hand, his brows drawn, .
the lines deep about his mouth. b

“I am trying to think where she could$
have gone—and why ?” i

“Her mother—?” J

“I have been there. " She too had left
the previous night. . No one knew whercf"
shé had gone.”" : i

“Where did Spring-morning com
from originally, Jamy? What was h

f
!
/
-
;
{

;nat?ve town?”’ k -
“I don’t know. rious, she nevér
told me. I never thpught to ask hefr."

She never wanted t
peaple, for some r
don’t know why.”
f'Had she spoken
lately ?” -
1Yes—she did.”
“She .asked my pe
‘paseho. There’s a

speak about hér -
son or other—i#

going anyw_hefi‘e .

B coree L

e sat up abrupfly. .
ission. to gogto’
military hospjtal
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there.  Why didn’t T think of that be-

fore? My head feels thick.” ;

He picked up his hat and turned
toward the door. |

“I shall go thére at once.” T

He had forggtten in his abstraction
even to kiss his mother, and with a liti le
cry she ran to hiE now and put her arfns
around him, drdwing his face dowh ito
hers. [ :

“Oh, Jamy—TJamy—you don’t know
how I have longéd to see you!” she cried
brokenly. : . A

He patted her ‘on the shoulder.,

“You might've let me know then,
Mother. You Khow you wouldn’t ' see
me before we went away, and . since ve
got. back, why—Spring-morning—" ;

SOME one Mad opened the dbor,
and they b \l turned toward it, to
. see Edith Latim standing in the door-

way, her widé,

clear eyes looking
strangely troubldd.

As soon‘as she sgw
Jamison, a slow, hectic lush mantled her
face, suffusing |her eyes with tears.
Dumbly she held out her hand to him,
and he took it without speaking. |
Even then, while his mind was whirl-
ing in a haze of |his own miseries, it! oc-
curred to him that Edith’s face was als-
tonishing beau'tki}Eul, with that exp}‘e,s-
sion ofigentle cofmpassion and sympathy
in it. i |
“You know ?”[he inquired briefly., |
She nodded sflently. N
“I am goin fto Saseho now.” 'He

+ made the stafement simply, as if He

knew that Edith}would know the re: son
why, without his{saying more. Her hand
still retained hisfown, and now she pg&t
her other upon if. .1
“No, Jamisop,” .she said gently,
“Spring-morning is—not in Saseho,” ?’
“You know where— ?” | L
She turned away from his eager Eac‘ 2
looking almost esperately about her to
escape his hopefjul Lo
“Where—+?" § |
His voice was hoarse. All the pent-up
agony of the long day when he| had
tramped the terrible streets of the city
seeking his wife, filled with ho rib#e
forebodings of i
befallen her,
so lovely—sho

“Tell me, E

scrutiny,
l '

h—if you know: .

MISS SPRINC

-MORNING .

my wife ?” -
“Jamy, dear, don’t look like that,”
said the girl, pleadingly.

brave. You know we all

to us. I—I have—them,
have. It’s part of life,
-imeant to strengthen us.” _

“But I want to know—about my wife,
Nothing else matters now to me,
iyou know where she is 7’

s “Yes.
“lput the rest she must tell you herself,
jthough I promised her I—T w&u
"fo. I can’t. Jamison—she is home—at

our housenow. I left her there—I—]
took her back there.”

“Thank God!” he said. Then, recov-
lering himself slightly, he added some-
‘what vaguely. “She—she’s not been
‘very well, and—I planned to take her to-
iAmerica, and I broke the news to

her clumsily, She—she’s not herself
lately.” :

“JAMISON,”

just as you
I suppose—

said Edith gently,

'J “there are things you must know -

about Spring-morning. "I think she will
tell you. And—and—there is some one
else there at your house. I—1I'm afraid
you'll have to see him, too.”
(lHim ?” )
Don’t ask me about it. Pleage
go"l’
['She—my wifé was with you last
night, Edith ?’ he demanded suddenly.
{"Yes—all night—with me,” she re-
sponded quickly. &
"‘But, my dear,” put in Mrs. Tyrrell,:
“you were not at home,
member you were called
"I was called away
ng,” said Edith.

Do .

711
the love of God, ansW‘er me: Whefe-*is' g
“Try and be Ty

have certain
things to bear—certain things that.come . .

I can answer you that, at least, .

Id try °
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trouble at all. T am just crying—1I can’t
* help myself—because I am so sorry—
so sorry for some one else, Oh, it is a
-+dreadful thing to have one’s ideals fall
—to Jlose one’s faith in lovely things.
Poor Jamy Tyrrell! He always made
such beautiful idols and p-pictures—he
always dreamed such beautiful dreams.
I used to say that no one—no one at
‘all could ever be fine enough to realize
“even [the poorest of poor Jamy’s ideals.
And inow he is going to be hurt—hurt
just 'dreadfully, Mrs. Tyrrell, and I

wish, with all my heart, that there was "

'some little way in which I could help
- him.” ' ‘
1

CHAPTER XXI

| .
HE torturing events of the day

I | had left Jamison Tyrrell so

| stunned that he scarcely realized
Edith’s words that there was something
he must know concerning his wife; that

- there was some one else, besides Spring-

moriing, waiting to see him at his house. -

- His ichief thought, as he enteréd his
. house, was that his wife was bdglk] Slie
" had been a “bad child,” but hé&#as not
going to scold her. Poor little §tiffering
soull Who could tell what she had been
through mentally? e
Crossing the great living-roomtoward
the stairway that led directly to his own
room above, he was made aware of the
presence of a stranger in the foom by

_ that curious hissing in and out of the .

. breath' peculiar to the Japanése when

bowing formally.: | C

Inwardly he damned his caller for
coming at such an tnseasonable time,
and he continued hastily toward the
little stairs, determined to go tq his wife
‘in spite of his visitor, who, however,
deliberately stepped before him and ad-
dressed him. P :

“You are Misté¢rer Tearel ?”’

]anﬂison now pgrceived that his caller
. was alyoung soldier, very straight and
stiff as a mannikin, his bronzed face
impassive ancﬁ prpud. -

“I am Mr.| Tyrrell, yes. What can
I do for you?’ |

i‘I 3

1i? M)L wife’s brother I
- His| whole *na ner had melted in an

" THE BLUE BOOK} MAGA

|
Yamada|Omi,” said the soldier .

cCreenIcan

| ZINE |

ingtant, and he went toward his visitor-
- with outstretched hand, which, however,
the Japanese seemed not to see. H
seemed to have drawn himself up!
straighter, if that were possible. f
[“I am Spring-morning’s husband !” hel
said distinctly. i
“Spring-morn—" A 1
The room began to swim about Jami<
son. He staggered backward, almost
fgtljling into the chair by the low study:
table at which he worked. He grasped
the sides of the chair, and when he
could command himself sufficientl
speak, the words seemed wrung ijyr
hjm in a savage, agonized whisper.
“What—did you—say ?”
Apparently unmoved, his gaze ﬁxec‘
ciﬂmly above the head of the American;
Omi answered quietly : B
“I am Spring-morning’s husband. Wé
were married in Yawata, in the Provincé
of Echizen. It may be you recall thé
occasion, for you were a guest of my
Captain Taganouchi at the time th¢
ceremony tooK place.” ! i
The American stared at the soldier
dully. Slowly through his mind filtered
. the memoryjof the little town of Va-
wata—of the marriage music across the
way—of fhe girl upon the balcony—of
Spring-morning, as he had seen her-figst
at the window of the old rickety hoyse
in Yokohama—little Spring-morning,
soft, yielding, lovely, appealing to evéry -
sense of desire in him. She was the
bride of that day—the bride whose fiate
h\;xd so moved him! It was impossi%le!

I
om
|

She yas his—his own!

:
THE face of the boy before him'
- seemed to recede into darknessiand
disappear, He seemed to hear{ his
silken, monotonous voice as in a drkam. -~
“I did not know myself till I retyrned
to Japan of my wife’s marriage alko to
' you. It.is impossible for one to bldme a
‘ mother; yet I wish to be just to m)z wife
ralso. I believe her intentions weke in-
| nocent. Hence I forgi
; come now to take h
home.” : C
“Do you imagine,” said Jamisqg
low, hoarse voice, “thafi 1 am gdi
give up. my wife 'to you|}”’ Pa, b
“The law will force you to do.§o, Mr.
Sir,” said the soldier colily. “Hgr mar- -
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ing to the laws of Japan.”

Jamison started halfway to his feet,
a savage imprecation up{m his lips ; then
he sank down again into the chair, and
buried his face in his hands.

For a long time theré was silence in
the room. The composkd young Japa-
nese soldier watched the'white man with
a curious look of wondek' upon his face.
The emotion of the Westerner aroused
his interest rather thanf his pity. - Omi
had come from a field where men met
death itself unflinchingly,.aye, proudly!
It was a matter of pridé indeed among
his countrymen that notleven the harsh-
est of pain could wring & murmur from
the lips of a Japanese sofdier. Yet here
was this white man giving himself up
to/ an exhibition of weak emotion over
the matter of a mere wife!

Presently Tyrrell raiged a drawn and
ha}ggard face, but he id himself now
under control. ; '

.

\“I remember very well,” he said in a

low voice, “the marriage you speak. of.
"I am trying to get used|to the fact that
wife—that Spring—fnorning was—
was—that girl.”
f“There is no questionfof it,” returned
the Japanese quietly.

[“And if she were,”l went on the |

erican, with morel spirit, “I think I
understand things now] Her marriage
then to you was a farce! She was never
your wife in fact. Shelwas merely the
victim of others. She was a poor, weak
child forced into a unipy that she looked
upon with horror. I|sfiw her weeping

yes—I remember it pli well. How was
if possible for you tq marry this poor,
helpless little girl againgt her will? You
dﬁd not love her—"’ :

%A dull red stole acrosp the face of the
Japanese. For a mom¢nt his stiff fea-
tures relaxed, his eyds flashed. He
seemed about to make'some passionate
rgjoinder, but!the nextimoment his fig-
ure became stiffer, hig features more
i}hscrutable. N !

“Japanese heart just the same as
American,” he said, looking steadily into
the eye of the Amerig
“But—but if you hgj
you could not have lef
your marriage day.”
A puzzled look cam

cared for her,

: e
( into Omi’s face,

‘MISS SPRING-MO]I
: 1 i

. |
riage to you is invalid and not accord- |

j nese then:asked him a question that the

her like that'on |

INING 713

i “Youlthink it possible I could have re-
.mained [at home?’ he asked incredu-
 Jously. | “My wife herself would then
“have hated me.” ' :

| “She|is not your wife,” said the

, American steadily, “She was an unwill-
ling victim at that enforced ceremony-
twith yoy. Imarried her in the only true’

| Way. y church recognizes only one
{ form of marriage. My wife became'a |
i Christian before the ceremony. In her

| eyes, therefore, the Japanese ceremony

: with you was neither binding nor legal.

* She felt free, therefore, to marry the
. man she loved. I intend to uphold and . A%z
| protect fher.” e

HE OOD up, looking firmly \gnd Co

' defiantly at his very grave little R
caller now. Indeed, his motion seemed : :
to dismiss his caller, but the latter stood
his ground steadily. His monotonous
gentle yoice had a curiously exasperat-
ing effect upon the white man, who
curbed a savage impulse to spring upon
and annihilate him.

“You forget,” said Omi suavely, “that
Spring-morning is a Japanese citizen,
, even though you say she, is a Christian,

! By law, undoubtedly, sir, she is my
P wife.”

| ‘That too is a debatable question,”
| said Jamison excitedly. “I think you
- will find that as my wife she is an
: American citizen. We will have the
| question settled, you may be sure, once

and for all; and meanwhile, . am .

! obliged to ask you to—go.”

¢ . The Japanese bowed, but still he made
; 1o move to go. Very politely and re-
i spectfu}ly' he insisted that he must be ac-
i companied by his wife. Jamison told
{ him that was impossible, and the Japa-

American appeared to regard as pre-

frpose, Mr. Tearerl, Spring-
infr should desire to return to me.
ot :fair that she should be con- . -
this matter ?” -
json waved the question aside as_
robable for consideration. , .
# should she? She is happy here
sme. I am sure of that” .
ir” said the Japanese, “I will ex:
 you some little thing. Japanese
/not the same as American, You .
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morning. I also assert that I am very
sure of that love of my wife for me.
See how great was indeed that love
when she was prepared to make the
sacrifice of her insignificant body for
my sake.” '

“For your sake? Preposterous. My

" poor young man, you are deceiving
yourself.” . - ;

“I am told by my honorable mother
that my wife went first to the Yoshiwara
that she might earn money to support
my mother. When, later, she became
your—wife, all that she earned in that
capacity,””—he did not flinch, even
when the other angrily took a threaten-
ing step toward him, at that—‘she sent
unto my mother, writing always that it
was for me! I have seen the letters,
Mr. Sir.”

“You are deluding yourself,” said
Jamison. “My wife, it 1s true, appreci-
ated what you were doing—it may be—
she was unusually patriotic—she exag-
gerated your—your achievenjents. © I
knew that she sent what morl#T gave
her to—you, but I believed ¥our were
her brother. That you are not; does not
alter the main facts, She .sent this
money in the same way as she would
some contribution'to the war fund—and
not for any personal affection."for you.
Of that I am sure.”

- “TF,” said the Japanese, “I'believed
my wife had ceased to regard me as
her husband—had ceased in fact to feel
for me that proper wifely devotion—I
woulcl gladly set her free. " Always I
have found mucH courage and bravery
to doymy fight for my country and my
Emperor. In so;small matter then as
insigtriﬁcant wife; I am competent also
to belequally brave!” ;

He paused, as if in troubled thought):
amoment. Then|very carefully, choos-
ing his words, he added: ,'

“Let but Sprin -morning herself tell
me that she Wishes no longer to be my

wifet-and, 4t orce, Mr. Foreigner, 1

trouble you.”, {
“That’s the way to look at|it,” said

Jamison, with an [almost pitiful sense of
relief]. '

After-all, (*it was not the thought of

THE BLUE BOOI

say you are sure of the love of Sp'ring-. '

; kisses,
will Jeave your house, neverjagain to
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his wife’s deceit, the .revelation of her
former marriage, that had weighed the
heaviest upon him; it was the horribla
fear of losing her., He tried even tor
smile at Omi now, and his tone was
conciliatory. "1

gShe is not very well. You wont say
angsthing—anything that will upset her}
will you? I—I appreciate your position

*the claim you feel you have upon her ;.
but if you could take my word—and lef

atters end there—" :
1 Omi said nothing as the young fellow.
s%ammered on, but into his little eyed

came that glitter of steel which they ha%
borne when in the teeth of a storm of
fire and hell itself, as it seemed, wjtlj
his comrades dropping fast on all sidey
of him, he, Omi, a soldier of Japan, had
torn up' the hill at Port Arthur and, atf
tained the desired goal. It was an exi
pression common to the Japanese facg
in time of peril, and the Russians had
flinched before it, knowing the bull-dog
tenacity and superb stubbornness thay
lurked behind it. Poor Jamison felt its
sinister \power now, and he knew that
he coul n;z save Spring-morning -fro?ﬂ
the painf¥il interview which this man de-

oo

marided-as his right. I

|
{
CHAPTER XXII {

T FIRST he thought the robm
was empty, for there was no gn
of Spring-morning. He cafled

o l‘ler, but she did not answer, angi he .
began opening and pushing the screens |
aside. !
He found her doubled over in an & go-
nizing little heap by the hombaku. from
the. drawers, she had been panigally
dragging her clothes, and they layy'i
| scattering mass about ther now, a 4
]testimony of her intended flight. .

- With an exclamation of pity, Jamison
[lifted her up into his| arms. ' Sk’ put
| her two little clinched fists b'efoge her
| face, trying now to shield it fr m his

you
" man,.

You are my w _
care for you and protget you:

I ! i 2 : i
. )
] 2 : } e L T ¥ o« ) 45

DSCoreenscarn

g

T




1.2 =EFEB=

!

2002 18:49
i L

3

- nothing to be affaid. of—absolutely
nothing.” e '
He had drawn the hands forcibly
down, and was speaking the words
against her hot but tearless little face)
She seemed onlyi half conscious of
those dear, envelopiﬁg arms, of the hon-
orable compassionatg heart, which de-~
spite its own deep hyrt found it possible
- to forgive and love her. She pushed him
from her peevishly. i
“I—I not afraid of you, Eijin-san. 1
—I got still for you those love-—those
beautiful love lig you tell me is mds’
' bes’ thing in thces?.- worl’. But alas,
" you not t'ink ’bout.that other t'ing
- mos’ big of all to Japanese. I got do
. duty! I—I‘—-’fraid—t;-oﬂ—my hosban"f”

“You mean— i, K
“Omi!” she saidlin a whisper, {1
| vaery sorry say thos§ to—you! I—|

. __It was almost as if she had struck him.

' His arms fell at his side. He drew back
. from the girl and stared at her hard as|
. if for the first time He was seeing clear-
' 1y his Japanese wife. o
| = “You do not regagd me then as your
husband, Spring-mofning | i
f~ A piteous, helpless look swept her
| face, and she threw okt her hands to him |
| passionately. : ' ®

“I—1I very sawry that I mek you thode ..

trobble! I lig’ tell fou I naever goin’,
forgit you, Eijin-san{ Always you I gdt!
carry ad theese heart!” b

HER words, h

weak and su
him. Yet, still dully]

- 2]

7 |
;pleading face, so,
érmg now, moved;

e

CA

&

Ly

[ pitiful frailty of the ¥i

wondering disillusioffment gripping hinj,
as he looked at her. {Dimly, despite the;
love he still bore he

ble weakness, her 'u
life—her deceit and
in spite of this, he coyld call up no ange,
or bitterness against] her, 4

“Listen to me again, Spring-mornl
ing,” he said gently.| “You never werg
the wife of Omi. {You merely ‘went
through a ceremony fith him. But yow}x
married me according to the laws of m
country and my churkch. It may bé th
this young man will| attempt to invoke
the laws of Japan td prove you are hi
wife, unless you dq jexactly ‘what I tel
your, You are not,t? e terrified by!hi

: L ;

o

&

li

MISS SPRING-MORNING |

he felt a sense oji,'

freachery; and stiﬁ ;

Zoreen=cCcan

. A d ;' ; -
- 715
He ppromised-me, of his own volition, if
youjwill simply tell him that you do not
wish to remain his wife, he will go away
and never trouble us again—he will set
you|free—legally. He is waiting for you
now—downstairs, and I am going to
takd you to him.” _ '

“No, no!” she cried, suddenly terror-
smiften.  “Not hes here, not in your

house, Eijin-san! I cannot speak to
Omj—here.” ;

“But you must, dear—it's the only
wayfout. Come-—come, now try and be
myl rave little girl again,”

(3

N0, 110, Eijin-san—excusa-me theese
da Some -other time T—do lig
thode.” :

“No, you must see him now. See, I
will go with you. You need have no
fear.”
~ But she broke away from him, as he
tried to lead her from the room.

“Go then before me, Eijin-san. After
liddle while—I—come.”

CHAPTER XXIII

the two men awaited the advent of
Spring-morning. It seemed an in-
terminable interval before she suddenl
appeared at the foot of the steps. She
had come down the stairs swiftly and
noiselessly, and her sudden appearance
was startling, even to the impassive
Omi,
In Jamison’s short absence, she had
made certain changes in her toilet. A
fresh gray kimono had replaced the one
she had worn in her room. Her hair had
been smoothed, its towers readjusted
firmly, and right at the side of her head,
nad pinned some bright decoration
fed and gold, which Jamison had
r seen before, and which glittered
in;gly against the dead black of her

I N A tense silence, in the ozashiki

e stood for a moment at the foot of
Stairs, looking straight at Omi, who
had|taken a step toward her. As if to
meet - him, she slowly advanced, bowing
ve ,deeply at every step; but when her
| touched the mat she did not lift it
Ils calm voice had a note of authority
ifi—as he looked, steadily, coldly; at
' i.—moming'. , ; -
£
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“It is permitted,” he said, “for the
humble, one to arise.”

Slowly Spring-morning came to her
feet, and now, her eyes traveling up
Omi’s face, became enlarged, and re-
mained fixedly regarding him. After a
moment : ’

“Omi-sama,” she said, in a soft, weak
voice, like one speaking almost in a
drearn, “is it indecd you—at last!”

“It is I,” he replied somberly.

“There is a mark upon your face,”
she said tremulously. “Gloriously you
have suffered for Tenshi-sama.”

“It is nothing,” said the soldier coldly;
but he held up the empty sleeve of his
kimona, and she turned pale as one dead
as she saw the exterit of his injuries.
~ She went yet nearer to him, one little
hand creeping out, as if, pityingly, to
touch that eloquent sleeve of Omi’s,
which told better than any words could
have done the terrible timeé he had
passed through, and into the girl’s eyes
there crept a vague expression-that was
half pain and half exultationgyi. g

“The heroes of Tenshi-sg#ig,” said
she, “carry always the mark of the gods
upon them. Oh radiantly may your heart
beat forever, Omi-samal”’ ¢ ¢

Her words, the shining fervor of her .

face, and the pitying expression in her
eyes, moved the young man-from his
stolid impassiveness. For the first time
his voice showed emotion.
“Spring-morming,” said he,*you wear
still the honorable marumage” (mar-
riage ornament) “in your hair. Do not
forgpt that it ,was I—who! placed it
" there!” ? * 8

HI,fS words, recalled her.f She be-
came tensely aware of that other
silent, terrible ﬁgure in the room with
them, and at whom now she felt that
never again'might she dare to look. Sh

- was! thinking already of Jamison Tyr
relljas oneibeloved—dead.  With hinl

~

she had passed|the happiest days of her
life; but now she was hearing the ste

voices of the gods in her ears, and perf

emptorily they
Japanese girl that she do her duty,
ere was her husband before her
Omji, whose ypung body had been to
and wracked in the service pf his coun-
“tryland Emrperor. She did rjot love him ;
4 i
- i

were dema}ding of th
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arld serve her lord. -

sSCcreen=can

she loved that other one—the Eijin-san
—but it was her duty humbly to followg

jDimly only she heard the words o
Omi, and knew that Jamison had come
closely behind her, and was waiting—
hanging in agony—upon her decisionf
but uttering no word to coérce or hol
her, It was not in him to hold he
against her will. ;

“Come then,” was saying Omi, with
that proud note of authority ringing out
clearly now. ‘“Prepare-then to follow
your honorable husband at once.” i

She continued to stare steadily intp
his face, but she did not move.” Omi
yalked slowly toward the doors, turn-
ing back slightly, as if awaiting her, ar:f
presently she took a step toward hin,
then moved along, mechanically, faltes-
ingly, putting out her hand blindly as if
to find the way. Omi now awaited. her
by the doors, and as she came slowly,
painfully to him, he dpened them. {F[n
the hall, standidg waiting by the doors,
where she had sought in vain for cotir-
age to enter, was Miss Latimer. Spring-
morning suddenly screamed frantically,
and she plunged forward into the agms
of her friend. {

© CHAPTER XXIV i
NDER the cool linen sheefs of

the great Western bed rhich

had once been such a sourge of
mystery and joy to her, Spring-nigrning
lay tossing and moaning. Kneelihg by
her side, her trembling fingers replac-

ing the cloths upon the head of tl;e girl,
P

t

was the Okusama. Less than a ygar be-
fore, the Japanese girl had knelt/hy the
side of her mistress and touchied her
aching head with her cool, soothing little
fingers. Now the Okusama, pitiently,
and with even a brooding tengerness,
ministered to her. CR

and they knew that,(. >
morning rested, - )
It . was Mis$ Latin
bitter silence as she §
son to Omi. -

I
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l‘J'a.mison——Mr; Yam%da—oh, I wish
I could say something that would help
you both. Jamison—" !

She turned to her friénd, who, sitting
at his desk, with elbows planted squarely
upon it, was staring ¢ut before him
blankly. ;

“Jamy, please go upsftairs to Spring-
morning. Let me speak to this man, ' I
am sure I can persuadg him to—to go.

ranged rightly.” |
Jamison turned arould

seat. There was an expression in his

face that dismayed Miss Latimer, It

was the same dogged} stubborn look

that was in his face onithat night when

he had defied his mother for Spring-

morning.

| “My mother is wi

“She will want Yor noft
“But, Jamison—"

ing

E3 ]

u ,J}

QO
oolly. .

“You are going to gromise me,” she!
iaid, “that you will not hold anything—
hat you will not be angry with that poor|
Little thing.” i :
| “I had already told her that” said|
Jamison.” “She knew IT was not angry.|
I forgave her—wantel only to protect]
and cherish her.,” Hd passed his hand]|
wearily across his ejes, as though they!

ained him, but a|thoment later, as;
hough shaking o jsome temporary:
weakness, he straightened himself up in;
lhis seat, looked up at Miss Latimer and
said: E ;
. “Just before you cdme in, Edith, my
awife—I mean Sprin
erately made her chpice between thi
;man and me. She showed clearly that

-3

Shé|

ance startled and wgakened her.
is house,

would be with him now—in h e, [

as his wife, but for that.” i
He gripped the grms of ‘his chair;

hard. , T
“Under the circlx stances I.d¢ n

want her. When shé¢ has recovered fro

, as she wish};d ¥

| M{Iss SPRING-MO

I am sure that eVerything can be ar- |

heavily in his

1 her,” he said.ul

. F i
“You are mistaken,” he answered'

-morning—delib |

I she considered herself the wife of Omil|
i She followed him—prepared to return |
to him, and.only your sudden appears

Screenzcan

1 HE STOOD up, big and aggressive-
‘ looking now, no longer the loving,
' happy-njatured, careless boy, who had ;
+ fallen 3‘0 desperately in love, and who . S

| had begn so enamored with everything
1 Japanese, but a cynical man, wounded
. and disillusioned. »

“Yoy don’t mean that,” cried Edith.
“I wont believe it of you. You do not -
realize what you are saying, Jamison.
You are bitter and unjust.”

. “On fthe contrary,” he said, “I appre-
ciate the situation precisely now, and I
believegso does—this genfleman.” To
| ‘Edith’g| surprise, Omi gravely bowed in
l assent)l She turned to him with an ele-
| ment ¢f hauteur and indignation both in
| her logk and voice.
| . “You ought to go out of this house,
Mr. Yamada.  You have no right here.

é
'4

1
T

H

| You are taking advantage of Mr. Tyr- .

Ydith went over |

and stood behind him, resting one hand .

lightly on his shoulder. “She needs|
|

rell’s—""  She sought a word and added .
''—indisposition. It is quite impossible
for his wife to see you again.”
' As he did not reply, she turned back
to Jamison, her eyes flashing with in-
dignation. :
: “Tell him to go. Surely you are not
.going to let that man walk out of here
iwith your wife—the girl you married.
You know that she is your wife. Father
[Daly himself married you, and you carn~
'not break a marriage like that. You
‘know as well‘as I do that she never lived
'a day—an hour, even, with this man as
‘his wife, and that foolish ceremony—
why, she was nothing but a poor little
s martyr—a puppet for those ambitious
i wretches to move.”
| “That is the way I looked at it at
. first,” said Jamison calmly, “but it seems
she regarded it in another light. To her.

i

; that marriage was more real than the ~
+ one with me. She had been deceiving -
I me, ¥ seems, for months—in fact, ever

married:her. I was nothing in the -
of, her people, and her, it would

|save a sort of—of—Yoshiwara, as

Jnother said, and like the women of -
loshiwara she was calmly prepared. -
@ve me and return to her husband;
after @ statéd period.. It was a coel,
erable business proposition to these:
and she was one in the combin
to ‘fleece me.” LI
fiwould not have believed it of you;
the girl, looking at him ‘with angr;

1L
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ixlhignant eyes. “I wouldn’t have be-
lieved you capable of such—meanhess
—injustice. Even if- it were true that
her people regarded you merely as a
means of obtaining money, I am very
sure that that was not in her mind whep
she married you. Ah, think a little
while, Jamy. Why, I knew as soon as
I!looked at her face that day in the
church that she loved you. She did,

ila'dced.”

HE went nearer to him, her voice
Y very sweet and pleading, and as she
spoke " for Spring-morning, Jamison
Tyrrell looked at her curiously, won-
deringly. :
* ““Please promise that you will not hold
anything against her now, Jamison—
even her following this man. It’s nots
easy to throw up the customs of centu-
fies. She believed it to be her duty. I
falked with her a long time last night
trying to impress on her that she ‘was
‘wrong, and I only wish I had Bgen.
successful as I know you will bg¥f
try to win her. We can see'by the way
slie is suffering now the struggie"that
Ainust have been going on within her.”

Jamison turned his face away, and his
head slightly dropped.. He seemed to
be gloomily ruminating over the situa-
Jtion.  Presently in a low voice he asked
her: ! ’

“What do you thik I should 'do,
{Edith? So long as she lconsiders herself
ithe wifé of this man and wishes to go
§with him, do you expect me, in spite of

‘that, to: hold her—to force her. to stay

‘with me here!” . f'
said the girl, and sud-

“Yes; I do,”

. denly she threw back her head with a quest, he was met halfway down the
street by Ume. - She was running like aj/

dist;a’cted little shadow up and down thef

beautif}ﬁl motion of pride and’ bravery,
" and her clear gray eyelmet his squately.
" *And I will teI}
. der that you do not
Springl»momin’ug is s0(
‘- mother of youf‘ child.

‘ ) o
T ler worcLs a startling change ¢came
tq the faces of bgth men. Jamison’s .
as if in amazing ground. Her shrill, w
while
nese -ranig through thé deser

eyes were fastened
:doubt jupon Miss Latimer’s face,
the muscles on the fate of the Jap
- were jerking up and
yellow face seemed
ani

o move like som

you why, though I wpn-
know it a(lre%dy'.
n to become’the

down, so that his

ated mask, as vainly he sou hit to

0 R b ik
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"~ control it A moment later Jamison sank

down in his chair, and throwing out his
arms in g motion of complete exhaus-
tion and despair, he buried his face upon
them.” When Edith, who had bent above
him with an'exclamation of womanly
pity, looked up again, she found the Jap-
anese wigs gone, '

“Loold, Jamy,” said she softly. “See,
Omi is gone. Was not that fine of him!
Now,” she cried joyously, “everything
is all rigilt, and you and Spring-morning

—

are going to be happy, just as the fairy-
stories rl%gave it, forever and ever.,” But
though 'her words were triumphantly
joyous, ithey ended in a brave sob, and
Jamison, looking up at her, saw that she
too was crying,

“Did it mean so much to you, Edith ?”
he asked gently.

“Y-your happiness, Jamy?” she said.
“It—it meant—everything |”
f { :

CHAPTER XXV

lay weak and only half conscious

upon her bed. Then came a time
when she awoke in the night and pierc-
ingly called for her mother.

Jamison started out frantically, dumb-
ly hoping still to find Madam Yamada
in the little house where first he had seen
Spring-morning, and too stupefied to
realize that it was her own mother, that
vague!'little mother who had bound her
inexorably at her birth to Omi, the son
of her friend, that the girl was call-
ing for. ' '

Upon- his return from his fruitless

street, vainly seeking the master, afte

whom the Okusama had hurriedly senf
the dim light

her| As his tall form,
of the breaking day, app§
of the narrow street, U
herLknees in the middle}
beat her head despairj

ared at the enj

like those of a dog'c
shutters aﬁd'doo#s;we_l_'

e Liphts were lit and " f
casement and door.

t -

FOR many ddys, Spring-morning |

A Y At et e e

/
I
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street began to, fill wl-{th the hurrying
-friendly neighbors of the white man who.

i

lived in their midst. | e

It needed no words of the weeping
Ume to tell her master the truth. Hisl
little Japanese wife wqs dead.

The problem that had troubled him so.
bitterly since the return of Omi was!
solved now for him forever. His pride,;
the disenchantment, which despite his|
overwhelming pity fér her had re-]
mained, his cynical vision of this people’
he had loved—what of}it now ? §

! Somewhere in the L‘treet there was'

heard the soft muffled beating of a little: -

Buddhist drum, and ja child put its
chubby, warm little hand into his. A
young girl, a friend ¢f Spring-morn-
ing’s, preceded him, sopbing softly, into
tYle house. !

HERE all was very still. On the
lower floor, all alone in the ozashiki, !

in her old place by theshofi, where she |
}Ed been wont to sit jand watch with |
condemning eyes the passing throngs,
was the Okusama. HoW bitterly she had |
hated Spring-morning i It was strange !
that Jamison should think of this now, |
as he moved uncertainly in the half- |
arkened room toward her; yet he;
felt no resentment or pitterness at the |
thought, only,a nameless sadness. ¢
She started to her fe¢t, and threw her !
arms about him, murmyring her sorraw, ‘
and for a moment he let her cry there |
gainst his breast. ien suddenly he ;
rew himself:up stiffly, his nerves tin- ;
ling electrically, as, hig head lifted, his :

ars strained alertly, h¢ listened to that ; |

irange new sound in his house, the i
emulous, feeble, fearfully appealing |
cry of a new, soul! It moved him as |
nothing in hisilife hac‘l ¢ver done before, |
this seeking, weird cry of which he was |
the creator! : |

[ . CHAPTERXXVI

berry and put] her sewing by.
or some time her attention had wan-
lered from her work,j to stray always
with something of wistfulness and anx-
th brown hTad

A R Y

jety -toward that sm

RS. TYRRELL thrust her |
needle into her emery straw- |:

DSCoreenscan

resting there against the back of the
great leather chair by the blazing fire-
place. | Well she knew that though her -
son ‘was with her, there in this pleasant
room, his thoughts were very far away,
as for hours at a time, he remained there
silently gazing into the gleaming bosom
of his Ciﬁre. And she was right. Inthe

glow of the fire, he saw as in a dream
that other land he had loved so well.
Always it seemed to Jamison to be
suffused in a misty haze, as if a dim
veil were gently laid upon its blue hills
and figlds, and he wondered dream-

ily, ifj they were but shadow land- -
scapesi he had seen. "Had he in-
deed llived in that far-away fairy-

land, or was' it but a figment of his
fancy?_ Had his arms, indeed, closed so
passionately about that little palpitating
sweet «child of the Orient, upon whom-
all his, senses of delight and desire had
Eo intensely centered ? -There in the light

f his fire, again he saw her small, dusky
face. It shone up at him, appealing,
laughing, mocking, hurting and bruising
his soul. And even its memory, it -~
seemed to him, had the power still to
thrill and torment him. - :

He felt his mother’s hand upon his
cheek, 'and arousing himself with an ef-
fort, came to his feet. .
' “It’s been such a wonderful day,” she
said, in that tremulous, almost deprecat-
ing way she always used now in address-
ing him. | “Oh, Jamy,” she went on, her
eyes shining as she looked up at him, -
“you donft know how good it is to have
you here; at home, with us again.”

He wandered across to the great bay
window and looked out over a wide
expanse of rolling lawns that extended
ito the edge of woods, bronzed and red-
idened junder the touch of the coming

autumfj. -He was thinking how strange~
'ly clegy and vivid were the American

(fall cqlors. The country seemed alive,
[ pot valguely asleep, as that other land, in: -

e had sojourned so long, and to
|lhe had felt a certain passionate
i after the death of his wife. It
insistent prayerful letters of his
| mother, the fact that she was in-poor
healthj}and also his desire to see his lit
girl, whose beauty his mother describéd
so extfiavagantly in her letters, that had
Jinducedl him to return at last.

[
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-sure he would not be able long tq resist

to which he believed, as many white men

the sweet, luring call of that other land, /Eeemed to leap up and dance upon their;

have before him, that he more trt{xly be-.” never in his life had he seen faces tairer;
longed. By some fantastic error of fate, -or dearer. ;

he told himself, he had been born|white,
but his inclinations, his heart, his soul,
these he firmly believed, were purely
Japanese.

OW he felt unable to account for
the restful sense of contentment

" and peace that pervaded his whole ‘be-

ing. It was as if he were experiencing
the sensations of some restless wander-
ing“expatriate who had roamed the
world over, but at last had found his
way—home !

And as he looked out at the clean-cut,
homely, preposterously conventional, in-
artistic landscape, Jamison was con-
s¢ious, with a sense of ludicrous amaze-
ment, that he loved it. Even as he ad-
mitted thjs, to him, startling faet; a burst
of merry, ringing, wholeson} a.ughter
was wafted to him from, th¥¢¥edge of
the woods. ? |

Over, the green clipped lawvs-ls,f darting
in and out among the flow
drangea bushes, the vigorous,‘graceful
form of a young woman was seen,
as with pretended speed she éluded.
the reach of the child who followed,

éring hy-

shouting to her with overflowing joy.
' s il

| 5
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been his intention of making but 4 tran-~  As they butst initg: the quiet living-
sient visit to his home. He was very room, with its rich anid somber furnish-

0§

1

ings, the light from the blazing logs

fages, and it seemed to the ‘man that

¢
! \

THE big girl, graceful and light in%
her movements, with her fine,'
clear-cut face and wonderful coloring,;
the gray, candid eyes and large frank;
mouth, was very good to look at, and!
the elfish grace and béauty of the child/
was something to hold the eye ‘en-i
tranced and delighted. 'i
With a deep, sweeping movement|
Edith bent, and with the strength of!
a 'young athlete, she tossed the child]
upon her shoulder, and there in triumph
the small rogue sat, smiling down at}
her father, and daring him to reach her.}
He reached up impulsively to takep
her, and as she struggled to retain her?
place, his hand rame in close, warm con|
tact with Edith’s cheek. Her flushed:
face, with its red, parted lips was closé
to his own. Their eyes met, as it seemj

to him, for the first time, and suddenly
Jamison-Tyrrell was conscious of a new h
a wonderful awakening. In one greafE

flash of overwhelming and illuminatin
intelligence he knew then. that all that i
had gone before in his life was but 2 !
sweet aberratioh from which at last ]?e

£

had emerged—sane!
&
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cenneé," and “Richard Carveﬁ S0 ca
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| mance of Kentucky in the days of Da
the author has contrived to achieve tha

with swift action and romartic chami,' which made “Alice Old Vin-
ti

“THE 'WILDERNESS TRAIL” }: LR

‘ EXT month we will publish a delightful book-length historical novel \i A
by H. Bedford Jones, entitled “The’ Wilderness Trail.” Itisa vivid ro- }

AGAZINE, on the news-stands fanuary Ist.

n

éel Boone; and throughout his story .
combination of historidal accuracy

ating. Watch fdr this fine novelin f
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