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The woom was bright, cheerful, luxu-
phows. very striking e its individuality.
The chairs and couches looked inviting.
From the ceiling, depending by long gild-
ed iron chaing, was a swinging lounge,
covered with vich pillows ; quaint, beauti-
fal pictures on the wall mingled with pa-

pusters of the oddest, most fantastic
:z‘@m In the center of the room a
Rarge desk, covered with scattering pa-
manuseripts and books, and sitting
at the desk—a girl. She was dreaming,
amd th&&mlh;f? t c;_t‘l:t beautiful early
spring day played soitly on her sweet,
wistiul face and tinged her hair to a rich,
Binge old.

“Well, Frances, you haven’t begun to
dress vet, and here 1 am all ready to
st

The speaker stood outside in the hall
amd looked through the swinging Japan-

- s bamboo curtains at the quiet figure
within the room. Her voice was re-

whl and impatient. Frances woke
‘ her reverie with a start,

“Why—1 Eorgotlall about it mother,

- and—but—really
~__The mother came into the room. She
~ &id not look a great deal older than her
er. though they could not have
ers, because of the dissimi-
carance. The girl had
eral beauty, though
ergth, of; character,

don’t want to go.
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“Well then I shant go if you won't”
The mother showed signs of temper.
“That Japanese will come while I'm gone
and—"

“Now mother!” :

“Well, Frances, you Enow how | fecl
about this. I haven't felt easy about you
ever since Roy brought him here. 1 have
not, indeed.”

“You liked him yourself at first, and
Roy thinks everything of him.” j
“Yes [ did. He was a—er—cunos-
ity.”
“Oh, mother!"”

“Well, what right had he to dare to

make love to you”"’

The girl's face hardened and there was

an ominous glint of stubbornness in her
Her mother knew that expression
well. It always made her faiter.

“He did not make love to me.”

" “T don't know zwhat you call it, then.”

There was silence for 2 moment, then
the girl said quietly: “Why should he
ot have the same right as anv one else?”’

Her mother rose, an exasperated look
on her face, pulling her veil down over
hlir nh?ﬁe. and then buttoning her gloves
slowly:

“Well—it's no use talking to von.”

. “No—it's no use, mother ;" she pansed,
and then added, slowly, “I will do as I
like about this.”

"g;k'ﬁ,;'ﬂu will aceept him*

“That’s enough.” her mother answered,

- very bitterly, as she went out.

Frances drew a scribbling pad towards
and began writing on it hastily, but
she kept scratching out what she had
written and rewritin
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ing him merely a careless, familiar smile
and nod.

“Oh, it's you, Bob.”

“1 think so.”

“That's right. Find the most comfort-
able seat, crush all my pillows and begin
to scatter cigar ash.” This when he had
stretched on the swinging couch and was
biting the end of a cigar off. IPFrances
had once liked the smell of cigar smoke
and had given her brother and Bob car te
blanche to smoke whenever they chose in
her study. Of late she had taken a great
aversion to it.

Bob put the cigar back in his pocket.

“1 beg pardon, Fanny, 1 forgot.”

Silence. Then—"1 suppose—er—Mr.
Taro Takamichi nerer smokes.”

oL :\{}.

“Nor disarranges vour pillows ?”

“No."

“Thinks they are only to look at.”

“Perhaps.”

51'!(*1“:1: again.

“Frances !"—very tenderly.

£ Well ?”

“You don’t care for that fellow.”

“How do you know ™

“He isn’t hke us at all.”

“That don’t matter. So much thr.- het-
ter. I detest commonplace people.”

“He may be commonplace in Japan.”

“He is not—here.”

“If vou marn-:-:] him vou would hav: to
live in Japan.”
Her eves glowed,
lozely.”
ou'd tire of it.”
'+ “Oh, no!—never! Have vou read—"
 “Yes; vour description of Fuji—some-
thmgrﬂr-ﬂﬂmr—and Matsu what-vou-

“Yes, that would be

call-um Bav—all imaginary. VYon've

-never been there.” ,
“That makes no difference,” she said,

witheringly. “Lew Wallace wrote Ben

Hur when—"

“Oh, ves, I understand all that, but—
well, it was all different.”

He got up suddenly and came over be-
- side her.

*:fﬁ:.?fn_ni’ -whafdn vou want to urlte
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“I am intensely interested in that coun-
try.”

“You weren't a vear ago.”

“No, but since then Taro—Mr. Tak-
amichi told me so much I couldn't help
being.

“You used to care more for—"

“What "

“Well—er—me '—for instance.”

“Oh, don’t be so sillv! The idea of
comparing yourself with Japan!”

“But it isn’t Japan. It's that d—I beg
pardon—that confounded r.lj!—f mean
Taro!”

“Look here,” she said, with a:.'m dig-
nity, “if vou can't speak kindly of my
friends, I wish vou would cease discuss-
ing them altogether.”

L e ¥ * £ # &

The dazzling glory of a Japanese sun
was gilding the land. Everywhere the
fields, hills and valleys were pink and
white and blue, rich and fragrant with
the exquisite tint of spring flowers, the
cherry blossom predominating.

Yuki gathered the fallen blossoms, car-
rying her little basket back and forth to
the house and filling everv nook and cor-
ner with the exquisitely tinted blossom :
for they were symbolic of happiness : and
Yuki, and, indeed, all her family with
her were very happy at this time.

“Cherry blossoms shall be eoer yivhere”
she had said to her parents only the pre-
vious night, and the next morning she
had risen early and gone out to gather
them herself. So the little house looked
very bright. cheery and inviting. The
andon was lighted later in the dayv and
;r_{!mwd in a flickering. inconstant. allur-
ing wav, and then the whole familv sat
tf_}{.{:r:ﬂue and chatted very Thappily.
Neighbors and friends :lrnmhd in
through the day with congratulations and
simple gifts. Takamichi Taro. the be-
trothed of Yuki had returned to Japan.
He had telegraphed them from Yoka-
hama to expect him at any moment now.
They were prepared to receive him as
rovally as possible.

And when he finally did come. and
passed into the dainty, pretty little house,
saw the happy, smiling faces of his rela-{
tives and the sweet flower e one girl
to whom he had been betrothed since
childhood, but whom he had not seen mn
many vears, he felt a strange lump rise 3
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in his throat, and feclings of huruing COMn-
_ trition and shame overpowered him. He
~was angry with himself for not having
resumed their dress when callimg on
them, and felt awkward and out of place
among them in the stiff European clothes.
For the hrst time since he had been in
America he felt a regret that he had ever
- left his home, and so had changed him-
self. For Taro was a typical Japo-Amer-
ican. He had lived in America over ten
vears, had become as one of them, and
~had even taken out his citizenship papers.
Now he was visiting his home once more.
He found himself in a rather peculiar po-
sition.  Arguing in American fashion he
had scoffed at the idea of being bound by
a childhood betrothal. He had even ex-
pected to find Yuki married, although she
+ was but seventeen years. Yet the first
© subject his parents had broached to him
was that of his marriage to Yuki. It is no
easy matter for a son to contradict or do
= otherwise than entirely agree with and
obey the paremt in Japan. Besides, a
great wave of tenderness and love had
come over Taro, for his home, his own
people. He had not the heart to deny
his parents” wish, and he knew that they
. had patiently waited for its fulfillment for
years. How could he tell them of his be-
: trothal to an American girl, who, after
.. all, never could be more to them than a
| stram?r. And now his parents who had
met him in Yokahama, had persuaded
him to accompany them on a visit to the
~  girl's home. He was in their midst, sur-
.~ rounded by their influence. Everywhere
- Taro saw nothing but goodwill towards
him printed on the faces of her peaple.
: ¥ 2ay no one 15 ever thoroughly
~ converted from his own people; that
~ though they might become, for a time, as
\ - thos -an‘m“tg; whom they live, vet the
- memories of childhood are the strongest
~ of all, and brought back in the midst of
~ them, newer scenes fade into oblivion hy
ed _a:ililamtaﬂm with what is,
their oldest and strongest mem-

?
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g influence of his own home, (NS own
kith and kin. He fell in love with Yuk,
and the American girl who had sacr ficed
so much for him, had alienated herselt
from her own people, and embittered
them towards her, became to him only a
memory ; and as the weeks and months
passed slowly, dreamily, happily, as they
pass in Japan, the memory became dun-
mer and dimmer, till finally she was only
to Taro one of the Amerncan wonwkn
whom he compared with lns own coun-
trywomen, with inward satisfaction to
himself. Still Taro considered himselt a
gentleman—a Japanese and an Amerncan

ntleman.  That iz why the day before
ﬁ?s marriage to Yuki he wrote a long let-
ter to the American girl, telling her the
truth.

Now, Frances Meredith was vervy un-
happy at heart, though she would not
have admitted it to any-one. In the first
place a constraint had sprung up bhetween
her and her mother, and she fancied this
had communicated itself even to  her
brother, Rov. She had given her word
to Takamichi Taro and she intended to
keep it.  But she was not happy.  And
she had given her answer al:o to Bob
carl’in;‘.{lﬂn. very gently at first, when he
refused to believe it, for he had loved her
for vears now  and once—well, that wasz
a bt [iob hnd
fancied she returned his affection.  Then

ental and Japanese. Taro had caught her
fancy. and in a romantic moment zhe con-
ceived the idea that <he wught enjov life
as the wife of a Japaneze. Bob had not
been near her for davs now. She missed
him: for even though she did onlv want
him as a friend, yet—well, Bob had he-
come almost a part of her life. TL.ife
seemed odd, unreal now, without Bob in
it.

Frances felt lonely and deserted. The
little study did not look half az inviting as
usual. The posters on the wall looked
hideous amnd unnatural to her now. She
wondered how she could ever have put
thern up.. It was a craze with her, this
sudden liking for odd, fantastic things,
amncl zhe had overdone it and worn the
liking out.

She was sitting alone again in the
stidy, but there waz something wet on
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her €liv.., wud & good deal of the deter-
mination was gone from the girl’s face,

She had not had a letter from Taro in
days now. She was waiting for the mail
a* the moment. Then Roy had come in-
to the room, bringing with him the letter.
She opened it with her paper cutter and
read it slowly through. Roy was smok-
ing on the swinging lounge, the place
Bob had always liked so well, lor a
long time the girl sat with the letter be-
fore her. She read it through slowly,
and though she was quite calm the truth
at first only half forced its way home to
her intelligence. She even smiled a trifle
at her stupidity.

“Got a letter from Taro?"”

ayest

“What does he say?”

“Why—" she had risen and the sheets
of the letter fell from her hands scatter-
ing at her feet, *He—is going to be mar-
ried!™ she said slowly. Then she began
to laugh in a dazed mirthless fashion.
Her brother sat up in horror.

“What! Why, Fanny, what on earth
do you mean?"

“I am glad,” she said wildly, “glad,
glad, glod. [ was longing for it—wait-
g, dreading—I—"

Koy had crossed the room and picked
the letter up, but she snatched it irom

him fiercely and began tearing 1t into tiny
fragments. Then she broke down.

“Uh I have been a fool—a iool,” she
wailed. “l—I—never really cared—
never loved him—only 1 wanted to be
different. I knew you were all against it.
That's one reason why I persisted and
[—" her voice was hardly intelligible
Ihruug]} her sobs now. Then 1t Il:':l;{gt'fl
[}ainfu]]}' as Ll]{]'[:]_:‘_;'h she was c!!'i'[l.ll,it':g' Lo
say what had been slumbering at her
heart for so long now.

“] gave Bob—up—for—him! think of
it—Bob for him a thing like him! Just
compare them, Roy. Think of it.”

She was getting hysterical. Roy put
his arm about her and tried to comiort
her, but the girl was full of remorse and
self reproach and shame now.

“Rov. don't tell mamma, not that he
gave e up.”

‘No—no one need know.”

“But Bob?”

“No, not even Boh.”

sut that evening when Bob, at a tele-
phone message from Roy, had come to
the house, and was holding the girl's
little hands gently in his, she told him
the truth, and because she really loved
him I think she asked him to forgive her.
What man who r-:a!l:-‘ loved a wWoIman
would #not forgive? Certainly not a man
like Bob Carrington.

WHEN THE SUN BREAKS THROUGH.
Moxgor G. WiHITREY,

I know to thee the world seems blue,
‘So long no flowers thy pathway knew -

And thovgh thou strive as best thou mighe

To break the spell. there seems no light.

Hope on! elouds change : “twill all come right,

% e When the sun breaks through.

Thou set thyself a life's ideal
On some great height—no less would do.

Thy life’s ideal. like

mountain peak,

By clouds is often lost 1o view.

Hope on! clouds change: "twill
When the sun breaks through.

reappear,

Thus life’s best plans may seem to fail -

Thy tedious years of t0il and thought

May scem to thee to end in nar ht.

i But through thy life's unfulfillec plan
I?‘t&uﬁd gniuwnra L}r:.:er. nobler man.
1ough oit there seems approaching ni

SN Erﬂ” on! clonds change : ‘ti.uilllzﬂl mmfrigﬂm
. hen the sun breaks through. :
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