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CHAPTER X1

WEEI after Bobs pm}u).‘;r:d to Sunny,
Jinx, shining like the rising sun
by an especially careful grooming

aglmiui:stered by his valet, a fower adorning
h1§ Japel, and a silk hat topping his head,
with a box of chocolates large enough to
hold a picture hat in his hand, and a
smaller box of another kind in his vest
pocket, presented himself at Jerry
Hammond’s studio. Flowers preceded and
followed this last of Sunny’s ardent suitors.
He was received by a young person
arrayed in a pink pongee smock, sleeves
rolled up, revealing a pair of dimpled arms,
Lair in distracting disorder, and a little nose
on which seductively perched a blotch of
which the infatuated Jinx  was

tlour,
th silken hand-

requested to waft away wi
chief.

Sunny’s cheeks were
proximity to that gas stove. and her eyes
were bright with the warfare which she
waged incessantly upoi the aforesaid
honourable stove.

Most of the dishes created by Sunny, Were
more or less done undet the eye of Flatton,
put on this day flatton had stepped
out to the butcher’s. Therefore Jinx’s
arrival was hailed by Sunny with appre-
ciation and relief, and she promptly lead
the happy fellow 1o the kitchen and
solicited his advice. Now Jinx, the son ol
the plutocratic vich, had never been inside
a kitchen since his small boyhood, and then
his recollection of said portion of the hous
was of a vast white place, where tiles an
marble and white capped cooks prevailed
and small boys were chuckled over oi
stared at and whispered about.

The dimensions of Sunny's kitchen was
nine feet, and it is well to
¢ that the room
Jinx

Aushed from close

about seven by
mention al this momen
registered 95 degrees fFahrenheit,
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weighed two hundred and thirty-five
pounds, stripped. His emotions, his pre-
parations, his hurry to enter the presence
of his charmer, to say nothing of a voleanic
heart, all contributed to add to the heat and
discomfort of the fat young man down
whose ruddy cheeks the perspiration began
toroll. Jinx had come upon a mission that
in all times in the history of the world

subsequent to cave days has  called
for coolness, tact, and as attractive a
physical seeming as it is possible o
attain.

Sunny drew her friend along to that gas
stove, neeled on the floor, making room
for him to kneel beside her—-no ecasy
“ stunt ' for a fat man-——opened the lower
door and revealed to him the jets on full
blase.

Jinx shook his head. The problem was
Beyond him, but even as his head shook, Lie
sniffed o certain point in Jinx’s anatomy
that Sunny would quaintly have designated
4s his ““ honorable insides.” The little
kitchen, despite its heat, contained in that
oven, Jinx knew, that which was more
aftractive than apything the cool studio
conld offer. Seating himself heavily on a
frail  kitchen chair, which  croaked
ominiously under his weight, Jinx awaited
hopefully what he felt sure was soon to
follow, :

In dpe time, Sunny opened the upper
door of the oven, withdrew two luscious
looking pans of the crispest brown rice cakes
plentifully besprinkled with dates and nuts
and over which she dusted powdered sugar,
and passing by the really suffering Jinx she
transferred the pans to the window ledge,
saying with a smile :

“ When he are cool, 1 giving you one,
Jinx.”

Wiping her hands on the roller towel, she
had Jinx pull the smock over her head, and
revealed her small person in blue taffeta
frock, which Jinx himself had had the
honour of choosing for her. Unwillingly,
and with one longing backward look at
those cakes, Jinx followed Sunny into the
stulio. Here removed from the intoxicat-
ing effects of that kitchen, Sunny having
his full attention again, he came to the
object of his call.  Jinx sat forward on the
edge of his chair, and his round, fat face
looked so comically like the man in the

moon's that Sunny could not forbear
smiling at him affectionately.

“Ho! Jinx, how you are going to lig’
those cake when he is getting cold.”

Jinx liked them hot just as well. How-
ever hewas not such a gontmand that more
rice and date cakes could divert him from
the purpose of his call. He sighed so
deeply and his expression revealed such
condition of melancholy appeal that Sunny,
alarmed, moved over, and took his fuce
up in her hand, examining it like a little
doctar, head cocked on one side.

“ Jinx, you are sick 2 What you are
cat ¢ Show me those tongue.

“Aw, it's nothing, Sunny
to do with me tongue, It's-
a little heart trouble, Supny.”

“ Heart! That are bad place be siclk !
You are ache on him, Mr, dear jinx 2

“ Yes—a~-little.”

“ Ye-eh—some.”

“I sawry! How I are sawry!
have see doctor,”

“ You're the only docter I need,”

Which was. true enough. It was sur-
prising the healing effects upon jinx's
aching heart of the solicitons and sympa-
thetic hovering about him of Sunny,

“Oh, Jinx, I are go at those telephone
ride nway, get him Mr. Doctor here come.
I “fraid mebbe you more sick than mebbe
you know."

“ No, no—never mind o doctor.”” Jinx
held her back by force. * Look-a-here,
Sunny, I'll tell you just what’s the matter
with my beart. I'm—~I'm-—in love! "

“ Oh-—-love! I have hear those word
bi-fore, but 1 have never feel him,” said
Sunny wistfully.

“ Youll feel it some day all right,”
groaned Jinx. ** And you'll know it, too,
when you’ve got it.”’

“ Ad Japan nobpdy—loave,
nize word speag ad japan.”

Y Gosh ! It's the nicest word in the
language in England. You can't help
speaking it. You can't help feeling it.
When you're in love,” Suany, you thini
day and night and eyery hour and minule
and second of the day of the'same persorn.
That’s love Sunny.”

“ Ah !’ whispered Sunny, her eyes very
Lright and dewey, “1 are know him
then | And she stood with that rapt

nothing’

it's-—just

Yon

Thas not
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look, scarcely hearing Jinx, and brotight
back to earth only when he took her hand,
and clung to it with both his own some-
what flabby ones.

“ Sunny, I'm head over heels in love
with you, Put me out of my misery,
Say )':)u'll be Mrs. Crawford, and you'll
sec how quickly this old bunged up heart
of mine will heal.”

“ Oh Jinx, you are ask e to make marry
wiz you ?

“You bet vour life T am.
fully keen on you, Sun ny.”

“Ho! I sawryIkinoo do thad to-day.
I am not good ad my healt’. 'Aexcuse
me. Mebbe some odder day I do so.”

“ Any day will do. Any day that suits
you, if youw'll just give me your promise—
if yowll just be engaged to me.”

“ Emgaged ?”  Bobs had already ex-
plained to her what that meant, but she
repeated it to gain time.

“ Why, yes; don't they have engage-
ments in Japan ? 7
. “No, Marriage broker go ad girl’s

father and boy’s father and make those
marriage.”

Lord! I'm

“Well, this is a civilised land. We do
things right here. Gosh, youre a lucky
girl to have escaped from Japan. Here,

in this land, we first engaged, say for a
week or month or cven a year——only a
short time will do for you and me, Sunny-—
and then, well, we marry. How about
itip

Sunny considered the question from
several serious angles, very thoughtful,
very much impressed.

“ Jinx, I do nod like to make marriage,
bi-cause thas tie me up wiz jos one frien’
for hosban’.”

‘ But, Gosh, you don’t want more than
one husband ?

Jinx remembered heéaring somewhere
that the Japanese were a polygamous
nation, but he though that only applied
{o the favoured males of the race.

“ No-O tha very nise for Mormon man
I am hear of, bud o

“ Not fit for a woman,” warmly declared
Jinx. “All I ask of you, Sunny, is that
you'll promise to marry me. 1f you'll
do that, you’ll make me.the happiest
man in England, I'll be all but off my
head, and that's a fact.”

€
-
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“I sawry, Jinx, but, me? I kinnod
do so0.”

Jinx relapsed into a state of the darkest
gloom. Looking our from the depths of
the big, soft overstufied chair, he could
sce not a gleam of light, and presently
groauned.

“ I suppose if I weren't such a mass of
flesh and fat, T might stand a chow with
you. 1It's hell to bhe fat, I'll tell the
world,"”

.“ Jinx, I are lig’ those fat. It grow
nize on you, And please do not loog so
sad on you face. Wait, 1 go get you some-
thing thas goin’ make you look™ smile
again,”

: She disappeared into the kitchen, return-
ing with the whole platter of cookies, still
quite warm, and irresistibly odorous and
toothsome Jooking. Jinx, endeavouring
tc? refuse it, had to close his cyes to steady
him in his resolve, but he could not close
his nose, nor his mouth either, when Sunny
thrust one of the delicious pieces into
his mouth. She woced him back to a
se;ni-normal condition by feeding him with
¢r1sp morsels of his favourite confection—
was it possible to resist something that

pushed against one’s mouth and once
having entered that orifice revealed

qualities that appealed to ‘the very best
in one’s nature ?

Jinx was not made of the spartan stuff
of heroes, and who shall blame him if
Nature chose to endow him with a form of
rich proportions that included  honour-
ableinsides”’ whose capacity wasunlimited ¢
So, till the very last cooky, and a sense of
well-being and fullness, the sad side of life
pushed aside pro lem., Jinx was actually
able to smile indulgently at the solicitous

Sunny, She clapped her hands delighted!y
over her success. Jinx’s fingers found

their way to his vest pocket. He with-
drew a small velvet box, and snapped
back the lid. Silently he held it towards
Sunny. Her eyes wide, she stared at it
with excited rapture.

“Oh-h! Thas mos’ beauntifullest thing
I are ever see.”

Never in fact had her eyes beheld
anything half so lovely as that shining
platinum work of art with its immensc
diamond.

“ Just think,” said Jinx huskily, *if



you say the word, you can have stones
like that covering yon all over.”

“All over!” She made an expressive
motion of her hands which took in all of
her small person, /

Melancholy again clouded Jerry’s face.
Alter all, he did not want Sunny to marry
him for je\veller_v.

“ 1 tell you what you do, Sunny. Wear
this for me, wil] you ? Wear it for a while,
any way, and then when you decide
finally whether you'll have me or not,
keep it or send it back, as you like.”

He slipped the ring on to the third finger
of Snnny’s left hand, and holding that
hand made him a bit bolder. Sunny,
unsuspecting and sympathetic, let her hand
rest in his, the ring up, where she could
admire it to her heart’s content.

" Look-a-here, Sunny, will you give me
a, kiss, then—just one ?  The ring's worth
that, isn't it ?

Sunny  retreated
panically,

“ Oh, Jinx, please you excuse me to-
day, bi-cause I lig’ do so, but Mr. Hatton he
are stand ad those door and loog on you.”

“ Damn Hatty ! groaned Jinx bitterly,
and with a sigh that heaved his big breast
Aloft, he picked up his hat and cane, and
ponderously moved toward the door.

In the lower hall of the studio, who
should the crestfallen Jinx encounter but
his  old-time friend, Jerry THammond,
returning from his eight hours’ work at
the office. His friend’s greeting was both
curt and cold, and there was no mistaking
the look of dislike and disapproval that the
Irowning face made no effort to disguise,

“ Here again, Jinx ? Better move in,”
was Jerry’s greeting.

Jinx muttered something inarticulate
and furious, and for a fat man he made
quick time across the hall and out into the
street, where he climbed with a heavy
heart into the great roadster, which he
liad fondly hoped might also carry Sunny
with him upon a prolonged honeymoon,

hurriedly, almost

CHAPTER XII

Sunny poured  Jerry's tea, with ‘a
band turned ostentatiously in a direc-
tion that revealed to his amazed and
indignant eye that enormous eye of fire

g7
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that blazed on the finger of Sunuy’s leit
hand. His appetite, always excellent,
failed him entirely, and after conquering
the first surge of impulsés that were almost
murderous, he lapsed into an ominous
silence, which no guile nor question {rom
the girl at the head of his table could
break. A steady, a cold, a biting glare, a
murmured monosyllabic reply was all the
response she received to her amiable over-
tures, His ill-temper, morcover, reached
out to the inoffensive Hatton, whom he
ordered to clear out, and stay out, and if
it came down to that, get out altogether,
rather than hang around sniggering in that
way. Thus Jerry revealed a side to his
cliaracter, hitherto unsuspected by Sunny,
though several rumblings and marks from
the ““dog in the manger” would heve
apprised one less innocent than she.

They finished that meal—or rather
Sunny did—in silence electric with coming
strife. Then Jerrysuddenly leit the table,
strode into the little hall, took down his
hat and coat, and was about to go, heaven
knows where, when Sunn}l at his elbow
sought to restrain him 'by force. She
took his sleeve and tenaciously held to it,
saying :

** Jerry do not go out these night, I are
got some news I lig’ tell to you.”

“TLet go my arm, I'm not intercsted
in your mews. I've an appointment of
my own."”

' But, Jerry—-="

‘1 say, let go my arm, will you.”

The last was said in a rising voice, as he
reached the crest of irritation, and jerking
his sleeve so roughly from ber clasp, he
accomplished the desired freedom, but
the look on Sunny's face stayed with him
all the way down the stairs—he ignored the
lift—and to the door of the house. There
he stopped short, and without more ado
retraced his steps, sprang up the stairs in
a great hurry, and jerking open his door
again, Jerry rcturned to his home. lle
discovered Sunny curled on the floor,
'with her head buried in the seat of his
favourite chair—the one occupied that
afternoon by the mischief-making Jinx.

“Sunny! I'm awfully sorry I was such
a beast. Look here, little girl, I'm not
myself. I don't know what I'm doing.”

“ Sunny slowly lifted her face, revealing

2
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to the relieved but somewhat indignant
Jerry a face on which it is true there were
traces of a tear or two, but which never-
theless smiled at him quite shamelessly
and even triumphantly. Jerry felt foolish,
and he was divided between a notion to
remain at home with the culprit—she had
done nothing especially wrong, but he felt
that she was to ‘blame for something or
other—or follow his first intention of going
out for the night—just where, he didn’t
know—but anywhere would do to escape
the thought that bad come fo him. The
thought of Sunny’s probable engagemecnt
to Jinx. However, Sunny gave him no
time to debate the matter of his move-
ments for the evening. She very calmiy
assisted him to remove his coat, hung up
his hat, and when she had him comfortably
ensconced in his favourite chair, had
herself lit his pipe and handed it to him,
she drew up a stool and sat down in front
of his knees, just as if in fact she was
entirely guiltless of an engagement which
Jerry positively did not approve. Her
audacity, moreover, was such, that she did
not hesitate to lay her left hand on Jerry's
knee, where he might get the full benefit of
the radiant light {rom thatring. Helooked
at it, set down his pipe on the stand at his
elbow, and stirred in that restless way
which portends hasty arising, when Sunny

““ Jerry, Jinx are come to-day to ask me
make marriage with him.”

“Silly idiot! I pity any girl that has
to go through life with that fat head.”

“Ho! I are always lig’ thad fat grow
on Jinx. It look very good on him. I

are told him so.” ;

““ Matter of taste, of course,” snarled
Jerry, fascinated by the twinkling of that
ring in spite of himself, and feeling at that
moment an emotion that was dangerously
like hatred for the girl he had done so
much for.

“ Monty and Bobs are also ask me marry
wis ~ them,” Sunny dimpled quite
wickedly at this, but Jerry failed to see
any humour in the matter. He said with
assumed loftiness :

“ Well, well, proposals raining down on
you in every direction.”

Jerry {elt ashamed of himself, but he did
not propose to reveal it, especially when
that little hand had crept back to its

old piace on his knee, and the diamond
flaunted brazenly before his gaze. Nobody
but a fat-head would buy a diamond of
that size anyway, in Jerry's opinion.
There was something extremely vulgar
about diamonds. They were not nearly
as pretty as rubies or emeralds or even
turquoise, and Jerry had mnever liked
them. Of course, Miss Ialconer, like
every other girl had to have her diamond,
and Jerry recalled with irritation how he
had purchased his first diamond, and he
hoped his last. He neither enjoyed the
expedition nor the memory of it. Jinx's
brazen ring made Lim think of Miss
Falconer’s. However, the thought of Miss
Falconer was, for some reason or other,
distasteful to Jerry in these days, and,
moreover, the girl before him called for his
attention at that moment.

“So you decided on Jinx, did you ?
Bobs and Monty were discarded and the
affluent fat and fair Jinx was the winner.”

Y Jerry, I are prefer marry all my
friens’, but I say ‘No’ to each one of
those.”

“ What are you wearing Jinx’s ring for,
then ?»°

“ Bi-cause it are loog nize on my hands,
and he ask me wear it there.”

Now emotions were flooding over the
contrite Jerry. Something was racing like
champagne through his veins, and he
suddenly realised how jolly life was after
all.  Still even though Sunuy had admitted
that no engagement existed between her
and Jinx, there was that ring. Poor little
girl !

A fellow bad to teach her all of the
western conventions, she was that innocent
and simple,

“Sunny, you don’t want to wear a
fellow’s ring unless you intend to marry
him, don’t you understand that? The
ring means that you are promised to him,
do you get me ? .

“No! DBut I are promise to Jinx,
I are promise that I will consider marry
lim some day if I do not marry somie
other man I wan’ ask me also.”

** Another'man.  Who-— ?

Sunny’s glance directed full upon him
left mothing to the imagination now.
Jerry’s heart began to thump in a manner
that alarmed him.
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* Jerry,” said Sunny, “ I am going to
wear Jinx’s ring wnii/ that man also asking
me. I wan’ him to do so, bi-cause T are
lig him mos’ bes’ of all my frien’. I
thing—~—" She had both of her hands
on his knees now, and was leaning up,
looking so wistfully into his face that he
fried to avert his own gaze. In spite of
the Inmp that rose in his throat, in spite of
the frantic beating of his heart, Jerry did
not ask the question that the girl was
waiting to hear, After a moment she said
gently :

“ Jerry, Hatty are tell me that nex’
year he are come a Leap. Then, he are
say, thas perlite for girl ask man make
marriage wiz her. Jercy, I are goin' to
wait till those year of Leap are come,
and then, me ? 1 are goin’ ask you those
fuestion,’”

For one thrilling moment there was a
great glow in the heart of Jerry Hammond,
and then his face seemed suddenly to turn
grey and old, Iis voice was husky and
there was a mist to his eyes.

" Sunny, I must tell you—-—— Sunny,
[-~I—am already engaged to be marcied
to an English girl—a girl my people want
me to marry. I've been engaged to her
since my cighteenth year, I —— Don’t
look at me like that, SUnnY,cot-te—"

‘The girl’s head dropped to the level of.

the floor, her hands slipping helplessly
from his knees. Somehow she seemerd
allin a moment to become purely Japanese,
There was that in her howed head that
somehow was strangely reminiscent of
some old and vanished customs of her race,
She did not raise her liead even as she
,~:pr;k(‘ 4 i

“T wishin® you ten thousand year of
joy. Sayonara for this night.”

Sunny had left him alone. Jerry felt
the inability to stir. e stared into the
dying embers of his fire with the look of
one who has seen a vision that has dis-
appeared ere he could sense its full
significance. It seemed at that moment
to Jerry as if everything desirable afid
precions in life were within reach, but he
was unable to seize it, It was like bhis
dream of beanty, ever above, but beyond
man’s power to completely touch. Sunny
was like that, as fragile as eclusive as

Onoto Watanna

Beauty itself. The thought of his having
hurt Sunny tore his heart. She who had
aroused in him every impulse that was
chivalrous, the longing to guard and
cherish her being almost paramount  fo
all other feelings. What was it Professor
Barrowes had warned him of >—that he
should refrain from taking the bloom from
the rose. Fad he, then, all unwittingly
injured little Sunny ?

Mechanically, Jerry went into the hall,
slowly put his hat on his head and passed
out into the street. IHe walked up and
down, round the block in which his flat
stood, retracing his steps three times to
the studio building, and turning back again.
His mind was in a chaos, and he knew
not what to do. Oaly one clear purpose
seemed to push through the fog, the
passionate determination to care for
Sunny. She came first of all. Indeed,
she occupied the whole of his thought.
The clain of the girl who had waited for
him seven years seemed of minor import-
ance when compared with the claim of tic
girl he loved, The disinclination to hurt
another had kept him f{rom breaking an
engagement that had mever been of his
own ' desire, but now Jerry knew there
could he no more evasions. The time had
come when he must face the issue squarely,
His sense of honour demanded that he
make a clean breast of the entire maiter
to Miss TFalconer., He reached this resolve
while still walking up and down. Il
gave him no more than time to catch the
last train to her home. As he steppe
aboard the train that was bearing him from
Sunny to Miss Falconer, all of the fogs
had cleared from Jerry’s mind. He was
conscious of an immense sense of relief.
1t seemed strange to him that he had never
taken this step before.  Judging the woman
by himself, he felt that he knew exactly
what she would say when, with complete

" candour, he would lay his cards npon the

table, She was a good sport. Ie did
not delude himself with the idea that an
engagement that had been so irksome to
himself had been of any joy to her. It was
simply, so he told himself, a mistake of
their parents. They had planned and
worked this scheme, and into it they had
dumped these two young people at a
psychological moment.
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CHAPTER XIIL

Tor two days Sunay waited for Jerry
fo return. She was lonely and most
unhappy, but hers was a buoyant person-
ality, and, in spite of her hurt, she kept
up a bright face before her little world of
that duplex studio. In spite of the two
nights when no sleep at all came, and she
lay through the long hours trying vainly
ot to think of the wife of Jerry Hammond,
in the day-time she moved about the small
concerns of the flat with & smile of cheer,
and found o measure of comfort in her pets.

It was all very well, however, to hug
Ttchy passicnately to her breast, and assure
herself that she had in her arms one true
and Ioving friend. Always she set the
dog sadly down again, saying:

“ Ah, little honroable dog, you are jos’
liddle dog, tha’s all. How you can know
whas ache on my heart 2 I do nod lig’
you more for to-day.”

She fed Mr. and Mrs. Satsuma and
whistled and sang to them. After all,
a canary is only a canary. Its bright,
hard eye is blank and cold. Even the
goldfish swimwming to the top of the
honourable bowl and picking the crumbs
so cunningly from- her finger lost their
charm for ber, Miss Spring Morning had
long since beed banished with severe
Japanese reproaches, {for his inhuman
treatment of Sunny’s first friends,  the
honourable mice, several of whose little
bodies $Sunny had confided to a grave that
she' herself had dug, with. tears that
aroused the caretaker’s sympathy, so that
he permitted theinterment in the back yard.

The gramophone working incessantly
the first day supplied merely noise. On
the second morning she banged the top
impulsively down, and, cried at Caruso:

“ Oh, I do not wan’ hear your honourable
voice to-day. Shut you up!”

Midway in an aria from “ Rigoletto”
the golden voice was quenched.

She hovered about the telephone, and
several times lifted the receiver, with the
idea of calling one of her friends, but
always she rejected the impulse. In-
tuitively Sunny knew that until the first
pang of ber refusal had passed her friends
were better away from her.

Little comfort was to be extracted from
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Hatton, who was acting in a manner that
had Sunny not heen so absorbed by herown
personal trouble would have caused her
concern. Hatton talked incessantly and
feverishly and with tears about his missus,
and what she had driven him to, and of
How a poor man tries to do his duty in life,
but women were ever trouble-makers, and
it was only “ yuman nature ' for a man to
want a little pleasure, and he, Iatton,
had made this perfectly clear to Mr.
Hammond when he had takenm service
with him.

“ A yuman being, miss,” said Hatton,

“is yuman, and that’s all there is to it.
Yuman nature ’as certain 'ankerings, and
it’s against yuman nature to gainsay them
"ankerings, if vou'll pardon me saying so,
migs.”
. However, he assured Sunny most
carnestly that he was fighting the devil
and all his works, which was just what
“them ’ankerings ”' was, and he audibly
muttered for her especial hearing, in proof
of his assertion several times through the
day : “ Get thee be'ind me, Satan.”  Satan
being “ them ’'ankerings, miss.””

In normal times, Sunny’s fun and cheer
would have been of invaluable assistande
and diversion to Hatton. Indeed, his long
abstention was quite remarkable since she
had been there; but Sunny, affect cheer
as she might, could not hide from the
sympathetic Hatton’s gaze the fact that
she was most unhappy. In fact, Sunny’s
sadness affected the impressionable and
sympathetic Hatton so that the second
morning he could stand it no longer, and
disappeared Tor several hours, to return
liccoughing cravenly and explainly :

“71 couldn’t ’elp it, miss. My ’eart
haches for you, and it ain’t yuman nature
to gainsay the yuman ‘eart.”

“ Hatton,” said Sunuy severely, *“ I, are
smell you on iy mose. You are not
smell good.” :

“ Pardon me, miss,” said ' Hatton,
beginning to weep. *“ I'im sadly ashamed
of myself, miss. If you’ll pardon me,
miss, I'll betake myself to less ’appy
regions then Mr. "Aramond’s studio, roiss,
as it’s my desire not to "urt your sense of
smell, miss,  So if you'll pardon me, I'll
say good-bye, miss, ‘oping you'll be in a
’appier mood when next we meet,”
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Lor the rest of that day there was no
farther sign from Hatton. Leit thus
alore in the apartment, Sunny wassore put
10 to find something to distract Her, for all
the old diversions, without Jerry, began
to pall, She wished wistfully that Jerry
had not forbidden her to make friends with
other tenants in the hause, She felt the
strange need of a friend at this hour,

It will be seen, therefore, that Sunny,
a stignger in a stravge land, shut in alone
in o studio, seligiously following the
instructions of Jerry to refrain from making
acquaintances with anyone about her, way
in a truly sad state, Ghe started to house-
clean, but stopped midway in panio,
recalling the Japaness superstition that to
clean or sweep a house when ong of the
family is absent is to precipitate bad
fortune upon the house.  So she got down
oll of Jerry's clothes and piousty pressed
and sponged them, ns she had sesn Hatton
dy, being very careful this time to pvoid
her first mistake in ironing. S0 earnestly
had she applied herself to irpning the crease
in the front of one of Jerry's trousers that
first time that a most disastrons accident
was the result, Jerry, wearing the pressed
trousers especially to pleass her, found
bigiself on the street the eyposure of all
eyes a5 he manfuily sirode glong with a
complete split down the front of one of the
Jegs, which the too ardent iron of Sunny
had scorched, Having brushed and
cleaned all of Jerry's clothes on this day,
she prepared her solitary little lunch;
but this she could mot eat. Thoughts of
Jerry sharing with her the aecustomed
meals was tao raueh for the imaginative
Sunny, and pushing the rice away from her
she said :

“Ob, I do nod lig’ put iood any more
ad my insides. I givin’ you to my friends.”

The contents of her bowl were emptied

into the pail under the sink, which she .

kept always so clean, for she was under
the delusion that said pail helped to feed
the caretaker and his faraily.

Al of that afternoon hung heavily on
lict hands, and she vainly sought comething
to interest hier dnd divert her mind from
the thought of Jerry. She found herself
unconsciously listening for the bell, but,
curiously enough all of that day neither
the buzzer, the telephone, nor even the

door-bell rang, She made a iour of
exploration to Jerty's sacred room, lovingly
arranging bis pieces on his ehifionier, and
washing her hands in sems toilet svater
that especially appealed o her. Then
she found the bettle of hair tonle. Sniffing
it, she decided it was very gapd, and
painfully Sunny deciphered the legend
printed on the outside, assuring a confiding
hair world thet the miraculons contents
had the power to remoyve dandni,
invigorate, strengthen, force growth on
bald heads, causs {o curl and in avery way
improve and causc to shine the hair of
the fortunate user of the same.

“Thas very good stuff,’ said Sunny,
“ He do grada miracle on top those head.”

She decided {o put the shampeo-tonic
to the iest, and accordingly washed her
hair in Jerry's basin, making an exeellent
job of it. Descending to the studio, she
Ht the fireplace, and eurled up on a big
navahoc by the fire, wrapped in a gargeous
bathrobe belonging to Jerry, Sunny pro-
ceeded to dry her hair.

While she was 1n the midst of {his process
the telephone yang. The clerk ab the desk
announced that visitors were ascending
Sunny had ne time to dress or even to put
up her hair, and when, in response to the
sharp bang upon the knocker, she apened
the door, she reveuled to the eallers a
vision that justifiect their worst fedrs. Her
hair unbound, shining and springlng out
in lovely eutling disorder about her,
wrapped about in the bright embroidered
bathrobe which the younger woman recag-
nised at once as her Christmas gift to her
fiancé, the work in fact, of her own hands.
Sunny was a spectacle to rob a rival of
complete hope and peace of mind. The
cool fury of nprequited love and jealousy
in the breast of the younger woman, and
the indignant anger in that of the oider,
was whipped at the sight of Sunny into
active and violent eruption,

“ What are you doing in my son’s flat ?
demanded the mother of Jerry, raising to
her eyes what looked to Sunny like a gold
stick on which grew a pair of glasses, and
surveying with pronounced disapproval
the peolitely bowing, though somewhat
flurried Sunuy.

“ 1 are live ad those house,” said Sunny
simply, “ This are my home.,”
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¥ You five heve, do you!  Well# I would
baveé you lnow that 1 am +he mother of
the young mai whose life you ate riining,
and this yotng girl is his fiance.”

“Hol I am very glad to make you
‘quaintance,” said Sunhy, secling to hide
behind a politeness her shock at' the dis-
covery of the ‘palpable rudeness of these
most Barbatian ladies. It wag hard for her
to adniit that the ladies of Jerey’s house-
liokl were not models of five manners, as
she had fondly supgosed, but, o the coti-
trary, bote faces that showed no tiace of
the kind hLeatts which the girl from Japan
had been taught by her mother to associate
with. trag gentility. The two women’s
eyes miet, with that exclamatory expression
which says plainet than wotds :

" Of all the unbounded impudence, his
i3 the worst |

“1 have been told,” went onm M,
Hamomond haughtily, “that you ate «
foreigner—a Japanese.” She pronouniced
the word as if speaking of sométhing
extreinely repellant, ‘

Sutmty bowed, with an attempted smile
thit  fdded - away “as Jetty’s  mother
continned ruthlessly :

“ You do not look like a Japaness to nie,
unless vou ‘have been peroxidiag  your
iair, In my opinion yon gre just an
ordihary bad girl.”

Stinny said Very faintly : * Aexcuse me.”

bhe turhed like a hutt dumb thing
nnjustly ponished to the olher sworman,
as it Seeking belp there. Tt had Deen
arranged. betweeil the two women that
Mrs, Harmmond was to do the talking.
Miss Faleoner was baving let fill of that
curious  satisfaction  some women take
in secing in person ong’s rival, Moo
expression far more ioved Suiny than
that of the angry oldet woman.

“No o8 but a bad woman,” went on
Mys, HMammond, “ would live like this in
a young man’s apattuient, or allow him to
support lier, ot take woney fiom him,
Decent pirds don’t do that sort of thing
in Amecrica. Yo6u are old cnough to get
out and earn for yourself an honest living,
Aren't you ashamed of vourself, or afe
you devoid of .s}mme, you bad creature ! ™

" Yes,” said Sunhy, with @uch a loolk
that Jefry’s niothier's  frofim’ relased
somewhat, I are ashame. 1 dre SaAWTyY
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that T are bad=-womah. Acx
tie. [ try do better. 1 sawry I ates-
had i »

This was plainly a full and camplet:
confession of wrorig, and its eflect on the
oldéer wobman was to arousé o messure of
the Hamiontl compunction which always
followed a hasty judgment. For 4 momen:
Mrs. Hammond considered the advisability
of reading to thus girl a little lecture that
shie had recently prepared to deliver before
an institutiont for the welfare of such girls
as shie deemed Sunny to be.  MHowever,
her benevolent intention was frustratod
by Miss FFalconer.

There is a Japanese proverb which says
that the tongue thtee inches long can kill
a man six feet tall, but the tongue of one’s
cnemy 33 fiot the worst, thing to fear.
he cold smile of the youtig worman staring
so steadily at bet, had power to tWounsi
Suniny far mote thaw the lacerating tongus
of the woman, whom, she realisad, she wa.
fighting on her son’s behalf, Very silken
and soft was the mannér of Miss Falconer
as, insinnatingly, she " bBrought Mr
Hamtmond back to the objéct of their
call.  She had used condiderable tast and
strategy in arranging this call upen Sunny,
having, it fact, induced Jerry to remain
for at ledst a day ot two at home, * 1o
think matters over, and ses whothe
abrence would fiot prove to him that what
hie fmagined to be 1ove was nothing bul
one of those common aberrations to which
e who lived in the Bast wete said to 1.
addicted.”  Jerty, fecling that he should
at least do 1his for her, waited and Mis
Jralconer had calied in ¢ able and belliger-
ent ald of his mother,

“ Mother dear "-=-ghe alrcady  called.
Mrs., Hammond “ mother.” * Sappose—
r—we, make a quick end to the matter,
You know what we are here for. Do let
us finisht and get away. You know, dear,
that T amt not used to this ort of thing,

_and, really, I'm béginning to get a nervous

headache.”

Stiffened and upheld by the young
woman whom she had chosen as wile for
her son, Mis, Hammond delivered the
ultitnatum :

“Young womian, 1 want you to pack
your things and cléar out from my son’s
apartment ot ofice, No argument! No

D
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oxcuses | 1f you do not realise the shiame-
lessness of thie life you are leading, 1 have
nothing further to say, but 1 insist, insist
most emphatically, on your leaving my
boy’s apartment this instant "

A key turned in the lock. Hatton,
dusty and bedraggled, his hat on one s?de:
of ‘his head and a cigarettc twisting
dejectedly in the corner of +his mouth,
stumbled in at the door. e stood
swaying and smiling at the ladies, stuttering
incoherent words of greeting and apo?ogy,

“Ya-adiesh, beggin’ y'r pardonm, itsha
pleasure shee ttiish bright shpring day.

Mrs. Hammond, overwhelmed  with
shame and grief over the re
disreputable inmates of her son’s apart-
ment turned her broad back upon Hatton.
She recognised that man. He was the man
she and Jerry’s’father had on more than
one oceasion begged their son to be rid of,
Oh, if only Jeremy Hammond, senior,

’

were here now !

Sunny, having heard the verdict of
banishment, stood belplessly, like one
who has received a death sentence, knowing
not which way to turn., Hatton staggetred
up the stairs, felt an uncertain Course
along the gallery toward his room, and fell
in a muddled heap midway of the gallery:

Sunny, half-blindly, scarcely conscious
of what she was doing, had moved with
mechanical obedience toward the door,
when Mrs, Hammond haughtily recalled
her.

“ You cannot go out on the street in
that outrageous fashion. Get your things,
aad do your hair up decently. We will
wait here till you are ready.”

* And suppose you take that bathrobe
off. It doesn't belong to you,” said Miss
Falconer cuttingly.

" Take only what belongs to you,” said
Mrs. Hammond.

Sunny slowly climbed up to her room.
Everything looked so strauge and like a
queer dream to her. /She could scarcely
believe that she was the same girl who but
a few days before had joyously flitted
about the pretty room, which showed
evidence of her intensely artistic and
ferinine hands. She changed from the

bathrobe to the little blue suit she had worn .

on the night she had arrived at Jerry’s

studio, From a drawer she drew forth the

velation of the -

small pagkage containing the list treasures
that her mother had placed in her hand.
Though she koew that Mrs. Hammond
and Miss Talconer ere impatiently
awaiting her departure, she sat down at
her desk and painfully wrote her first letler
to Jersy.

“ Jerry sama,—tow I thank you three
and four time for your kindness to me,
I am sorry I are not money to pady vou
back for all that same, but I will take
nothing with me but those clothes on
my body. Only bad girls' take money

from gentleman at this England. 1 are

hear that to-day, but I arc never know that
before, or I would not do so. I have pray
to Amaterasu-oho-mikami, making happy
sunshine at your life. May you live ten
thousand year. Sayonara. SUNNY.”

She came out along the gallery, bearing
her mother’s little package. Kneeling by
the half-awake but helpless Hatton, she
thrust the lotter into his hand.

“ Good-bye, kind Hatton,” said Sunuy.
* 1 sawry 1 are not see your face 10 more.
I sawry I are make all those trobble for
you wiz those gas stove an’ those honour-
able mice. I never do those ting again,
I bope mebbe you missus come home agin

some day ad you. Sayonarvas”
“Wh-wheer y're goin’,  Shunny ?

Whatsh matter 2" Hatron tricd vainly
to raise himself.
himself a few paces along by holding to
the gallery rails, but sprawled heavily
down on the floor. The indignant voice of
his master’s mother ascended from the
stairs

“If you do not control yourself, my
good man, 1 wili be forced to call in outside
2id and have you incarcerated.”

Downstairs, Sunny, unmindful of the
waiting women, ran by them into the
Lkitchen. I'rom goldfish to canaries she
turned, whispering softly : * Sayonara, my
friends. 1 sawry leaving you.”

She was opening the window on the
fire-escape, and Itchy, with a howl of joy,
had leaped into her arms, when Mrs.
Hammonud and Miss IFalconer, suspicious of
something underhand, appeared at ihe
door.

*“ What are you doing, miss ? What
is that you are taking?” demanded
Mrs, Hammond,
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| Sunny {urned, swith her dog hugged up

dlase to her breast.

“ T are say good-byc {o my liddle dog,"”
she sald—~" Sayonara Itchy. The gods be
good unto yon.™

She set the dog hastily hack in the box,
against his most violept protests, and

Jtehy immediately set up to such a woeful

hoawling and baying as only a small mongrel
dog, who possess psychic qualities and
seuses the departwre of an adored one,
could be capable of. Windows were
thrawn up and ejacnlation and protests
emanated from tenants in the court, but
Sumny had elapped both hands over her
ears, and without a look back at her Litile
friend, and isnoring the twe women  she
ran through the studia, and out of {he
front dogr,

After her departure a strange silence
Isll between Miss Falcomer and M,
Hammond, The latter's face suddenly,
worked spasmodically, and the gtrain of
the day got the better of Jerry's mother.
She sobbed unrestrainedly, mopping up
the tears that coursed down her {ace.
Miss Ialconer fanned herselt slowly, and
unlike her usual solicitude for her pro-
spective mother-in-law, she refrained from
offering sympathy 1o the older woman,
who presently said in a muifled voice :

“Oh, Stella, I am afraid that we may
have done the wrong thing ! It's possible
that we have made a mistake about this
sirl, She seemed so very young, and her
face-=it was not 'a bad face, Stella~—quite
the contrary, now I think of it.”

“ Well, 1 supposge that’s the way you look
at it. Personally you can't expect me to
feel any sort of sym pathy for a bad woman
like that,”

“ Stella, T've been {hinking that girl

who would say good-bye to her dog like
that cannot be wholly bad."”
' " I have hoeard of murderers who trained
fleas;,” said Miss Paleoner, Then, with a
pretended yawn, she added - *“ But, really,
we must be going now! It’s getting very
datk, and T'm dining with the Westmores
at seven, 1 told Matthews we'd be ready
shortly. - lie's downstairs with the car
now."

Onoto Watanna

- She had picked up her gloves and was
ﬂrawing them smoothly on, when Mrs.
Hamygnand noticed the left one was ringless.

“ Why, my dear, where is your ring ?

“Why, didn’t suppose, did you, that I
was going to continue my engagement
to Jerry Hammond after what he told me 2

“ Bat our purpose in ¢coming here “

“ My purpose was to make sure that if /
were not to bave Jerry, neither should she
—that Japanese doll!l” All the hot:icq
up venom of the girl’s nature came forth in
that single utterance. ““ Do le§ us
away. Really I'm bored to extinction.”

You may go any time you choose,
Miss Falcomer,” said Jerry Hammond’s
mother, “ T shall stay here till my son
returns,

1t was less. than balf an hour later that
Jerry burst into the studio, Ile came in
with g rush, hurrying across the big roown
toward the kitchen and calling aloud :

Y Sunny-San! i, Sunny! 'm
back 1 ** :

So intent was he in discovering Surny
that he did not see his mother sitting
in the darkened ropm by the window.
Through dim eyes, Mrs, Hammond had
been staring into the gtreet and listening
to the nearby rumbie of traflic.
the roar spelled to the woman the crueliy
and the power of the mighty city, out into
which she had driven the young girl, whose
eyes bad entreated her fike a Jitile wonnde
creature. The club woman thought of
her adruonitions and speechies 1o the girls
she had professicnally befricided, yet here
put to a’ personal test, she had failed
signally.

“ Jerry ™ her son, was coming through
the studio again, cailing up toward the
gallery above.

*“ Hi, Sunny, old thing, where aic you ?

He turpned with a start as his mother
called his name. His first impulse of
welcome halted as he saw her face, ang
electrically there flashed through Jerry
a realisation of the truth. His mother’s
presence thete wus connected with Sunny's
absence,

““ Mother, where is Sunny ?
you doing here ?

get

»

Somehow

Wit are
Where is Sunny I say 2

Aniother instalment of this novel will appear in the nex! issue of the

SOVEREIGN MAGAZINE.
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