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BAS VA) | seemed more like a smart tea or reception 

Ves iuction sale. Society women, gor- 
gowned, chatted eagerly with 

= h other, or pushed their way to the 
—— fron heir eyes were bright and keen, 

their faces flushed with that eager expression which 

always bring to the features of 

ng them a curiously sexless look, 
bing them of all their vaunted 

Ic 

SRO) 

in women, £1 

moment, robp 

nature of his customers, the 

d chosen a fitting place for his wares, and 

re spread out with sumptuous taste. Such 
was indeed unlikely to be offered again 

life-time. The Chinese treasures 

in American diplomat during a 
e Orient. One object of art or 

another was sold; a fortune’ was 

p for the late owner of the treasure. 

played out—and broke!” breathlessly 
i flossy-haired little matron, who was arrayed 

finery suitable for a féte. She tapped off on 

the various articles. she had acquired, 

‘ triumphing over having obtained this or 

' bronze or porcelain. 

1 you get, Mr. Carruthers?” 
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pair of intensely dark eve _ -_ *, pair Of intens¢ ly GarKk eyes. 
" %¢ , a 

ing,’ she said, and then f M. 
, ; Oe 

why I could not—would 

Fanton, in a tone of 

ining rare treasures 

\ had scarcely 

his sale of oriental loot, 

is she sat 

rightness gone 

h a side glance 

lf cattish, ‘‘that 

ants to show her con- 

said the girl, rising 
Fanton.” 

{nd she turned to whisper 

her companions before she was 

Avenue, scarcely con- 
ikura’s tumultuous heart 

quickly at the half-sooth- 
Burrows. 

t, you know,” he protested. 
said passionately, “but—your 

”’ she cried, “of the brazenness 

bragging, public display!” 
tted the Lieutenant, “but 

yrse than others, though 

l ambassador. You should 

rman and English people 

u should have been in China at 

hat was the time of plenty, I can 
‘ or two myself for that matter.” 

t pocket he brought up a single 

hing of beauty, pink, glossy and 
valnut 

asked, noting, with unconcealed 

olor mantling the girl’s cheeks. 
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ny dress, perhaps. In1 
in my heart! Ah, 

yearns over the 

hes it. Someti 

he Japanese or ¢ 

far away trom 

it surges in me! Hor 

yas I do?” 

e ( pon no 

» answer then,”’ 

Her hand came timidly fro: er muff, and tou 

his just for a second. Then she fled up the steps. At the 

top she turned and saw him, still waiting there below 

“Ah,” she breathed, “mayb at another time. But 

t—to-day ! 

IT] 

“Of what are you thinking 
“Your face looks positively tragi: 

Che girl sat up with a slight sl 
’ she said, with that 

f her acquaintances f 
und others so disconcertin; 

] pan—and my childhood th 

Margaret, I think, to the exy 

t always be rose color 

”’ said her aunt, 

he iny sense sh th 

lf anything 

he girl’s long pon ty va nar 
enored her aunt’s assertion, and « 

“To me, Japan looms dimly 

nd of happiness—all 

people are wronging Ja} 

\er 

» memories of childh¢ 

her aunt, tartly. 

“Ves,” said Sakura eagerly, “they are gilded—our 

on a ~"% 
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r does not wish it. » has 1 other plans 

’ she said, piteously. 

ou, raised and bred as you have been in this ’ 

; 

Century, enlightened, civilized country, 

ibmit to a low and degrading oriental arrange 

hat sort? Do you wish me to believe that ?” 

ie 1 wildly. ‘“That is not what I 

ing my father’s wishes, can I—dare 

, 
ried the gir i il 

y not? Did he not hims 

ra turned pearly whit 
’ she said faint] 

Sete 
tle shaking hands 

your mother, dear. He married her in spite of 

lisapproval of all her own and his family. And he 
her to his home. What a martyrdom !” 

Che girl shook her head mutely, but her aunt con 

tinued inexorably. 
indeed. Why, no . rican girl can realize 

o marry a Japanese of title and be taken back 
gonistic relatives—for they always are antag 

beneath their surface of insincere smiles. Your 

’s case is a distinct example.” 

honorable grandparents loved my mother,” Sa 

id, ina passionate voice that trembled with her 

» control it. “They tried to—to be kind to her. 
simply did not understand, nor did she. How 

ld they? But I—I understand, Aunt Margaret, for I 
f both countries—daughter of both lands !”’ 

was an unfortunate situation all around,” said 

“From the first her parents and I predicted 
uld happen. There she was, a spoiled, proud 

girl, thrust down in the midst of a family 
whole thought and life were centered in an an 

cient oriental civilization. Why, she never even stepped 

into the streets, or drove abroad in her palanquin, or 

whatever they call it, but a dozen officious relatives 

dogged her footsteps. They expected her to become as 

they were. because, forsooth, she was a woman, and 
therefore should adopt her husband’s mode of life. She 

wore their dress, ate their food, though it nauseated, and 
then—then—why your Japanese grandmother actually 
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Sakuro Sano saw the first shadowy outlines of the land of her birth 
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a suggested that she b/acken her teeth in signal that she 

was married, that youth was behind her, and her aim 

should be to repel, not attract, other men who might 
ca 

se te 

7 
°, 

see her 

“She was very—old, my grandmother!” said Sakura 
tly. ‘“‘and she was of the ancient school, Aunt Mar- 

garet. But she was good, good! How can I tell you how 

good she was. You do not want to know—you would not 
believe if I told you. And yet—sometimes, I close my 
eyes, and I feel the touch of her withered old fingers 

about my face again. She is stroking my cheek—oh, so 
softly, so sweetly; and now she is twisting my hair— 

avs distressed her because it curled so rebelliously 

my face, as a child—and trying to confine it in 
he conventional topknot, and mother would pull it 

down when she saw me, and grandmother would roll it 
up again, patiently and so persistently. I never under- 
stood—then, but now—” 

“Your mother was distinctly in the right,” said her 

aunt, stiffly. “When she left your grandmother’s home, 
how could she know that in Japan that would be re 
garded as a scandal. Her husband accompanied her. 
What absurd rule was that which made a wife take up 

her residence in the house of her husband’s parents. No 
free-born girl of the slightest spirit could have endured 

It. 

weet 

Fp aaa 

“tend 

‘“Yet—I think my mother was happier in my grand 
parent’s shiro than the new house, Aunt Margaret.” 

“That was because your father and his relatives made 
her feel as if she were a criminal. I think the only 

reason your father finally brought her back to America 

was because he realized that her presence in Japan could 
only bring pain and havoc in his parents’ household.” 

Sakura went quickly to her-father’s defense. 
“No, you wrong him, Aunt Margaret. He brought 

her back because she was unhappy, and he stayed here 
throughout all these years, when I know he longed to 

return to Japan. When mother died, he seemed to take 

it so for granted that I would return with him, and | 

think that was the cruellest blow of all—that I should 
fail him—when he needed me most !”’ 

“When it came to a flat choice between Japan and 

America,” said her aunt didactically, “you naturally 

chose America.”’ 
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cried the girl, sharply. A scarlet [fs 

weeks and brow, tinging her neck eveii. 

he said, “I—I—had met—Tony! 

IV 

- she was sitting at her desk, writing 

to see him—badly. Then her maid 

rom her father, and her hands fell 

before he 

glossy, dusky cloud a 

a feminine 

( 

] 
il 

loose folds. 

room, the 

hamber of an Ameri 

The dressing table 

chintz covered chair 

topped with the 

he flowered 

glass- 

but a moment 

ier’s letter through slowly, stud- 

ming fixed and stern. Suddenly 

| catching up the sheets of that 

been writing, deliberately tore them 

ved, winning face of Lieutenant 

her insistently from the photo- 
» turned it over. Then, as though 

I her, she ran to the window 

knees, and hid her face. 

the dark vault of heaven. Night 

in this city of monstrosities. Below, 

ling street, the flaming eyes of count- 

glimmering by. The distant clang 
grumbling roar of the great city 

1 as she crouched there by the 

ing, engulfing tones they seemed 

f a monstrous enemy, closing in 

a frailer adversary. 
akness passed. lossing back her 

athered up the great mass of hair 

ling it securely against her neck. She 

without ringing for her maid’s 
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She glanced backward, across her shoulder, furtively. fike « thief 
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unexpectedly been called away. He followed her to New 
York, presuming she had returned to her home. There 

he found the house closed. Inquiry among her relatives 
revealed the fact that every one believed she had gone 

to a different place! 
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On a morning in the month of iy, Sakura Sano 
crept out on deck, and saw the fi hadowy outlines 

of the land of her birth. She had been ill, with a dul] 

heavy fever of the brain. The unnatural strain and 

excitement which had buoyed her up for months had 

suddenly snapped, and nervous break-down had ensued 
For many days she had lain in her cabin, staring 

wide-eyed at the patch of sky and water which swirled 
tempestuously by her. Her maid, a devoted French 

woman, who petted and mothered her as if she were a 

baby, tried to arouse her from the | hic] 

she seemed to have fallen, but vainl) 

past few months revolved and revolve 
girl’s tired mind. Far away now from America 

farther every day !—slowly all she had suffered there 
. 

was being forgotten, minimized, obliterated. 

At first she had thought with triumph of the success 

she had achieved, of the wit of the Oriental, as per 
sistently she called herself, which had outmatched that 
of the cleverest of American statesmen. Oh! how 

vainly had they breathed their contempt for insig 

nificant little Japan. But they would see! She would 

show them—aye, point out to Japan all their colossal 
weaknesses. Like the giant in the scientific jiujitsu, 

whose very bulk and strength constituted his chief 
frailty, to the agile footed, dwarfed opponent, so would 
America be pricked by the despised pigmy in the very 

heart of her strength. 

Thus the fevered thoughts seethed unceasingly 
through her tangled mind. Then came a period when 
she would think of individuals—men, women, girls she 

had known and lived among in America. She would 

recall this and that incident of the past, and lie there 

smiling over old, dear memories. 
So, at last, she came to think of Anthony Burrows! 

She could remain there no longer, still and quiet. Like 

some imprisoned creature, she paced her little cabin, 
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not to show her face outside the room ; scarcely 

look at herself, because the wild-eyed, pale 

stared back at her from the mirror, 

er of some secret guilt. 

, in sight of the home of her dreams. 

memory, Sakura stood and gazed. Ah, 
not alone to those who have been born under its 

adow, Fuji Yama’s enchanting beauty holds 
enraptured thrall! There, in the purple air, 

d like a goddess of purity, in ree clouds of 

, peerle ss cone stood revealed in all its golden 

he felt, as she gazed, justified, forgiven, purged 

it had lain as heavy on her soul as crime. 

yr you!” she whispered, breathless. “Oh, my 

red home—for you I have done it!” 

VI 

Boys were selling newspapers in the streets, sheets no 

larger than a piece of American note paper. The 

Countess Sano, driving abroad in her re jinrikisha, 

stopped her carriage boy to buy such a paper. As she 
ooked at it, she tein pale and crushed the sheet 

iciously in her hand. 

“Tet me see it,” commanded her father, who was 

and, as she released the crumpled paper to 

him, he laughed at the hideous picture upon it—a 
iricature of the American President. 

“Well,” inquired the Count, good-humoredly, ‘what 

do you think of this work of art 2” 
“It is w/e!” she declared in a strangled voice. 

Several days leter, at her father’s house, she heard 

the arrival of the Japanese men of power to whom she 
her secret. Now, in the guest room, cere 

welcomed by her father, they were waiting 
Sakura. How much did they know? she 

her beating heart. What had her father told 

hem? And then she experienced an uplifting sense of 
strange relief in the knowledge that he could have told 

no more than he knew. Always she had put off the day 

of revelation, saying that it would be time enough when 

reveal 

e information should be actually needed. Now! 

Che sudden sliding of a door startled her. Only a 

maid, prying. “Okusama’s honorable service? What 

uuld the humble one do to oblige her excellency ?” 
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ar “A “Nothing! I—I—want nothing, maidens.” 

5 lo the great, empty chamber again, to pace back 

. ‘ and forth, back and forth. Not a single article of fur 
niture was there in the room, just that clear, clean 
expanse of exquisitely matted floor and paneled sliding 
walls; as, in the homes of the rich and cultured Japan 
ese, works of art in themselves. Once she had thought 

> 

ardently of possessing such a home again; now the 

ver mind vividly, as though she still were in 
it, a picture of that room of hers in far-away America 

thought filled her with a sense of desolation. There 

came to he 

America which she was never again to see! 
\ fit of shivering seized her. She looked about her 

wildly, as if desperately in search of something. 
“Betray America!—her dear dead mother’s home!” 
She crouched down by the great trunk which had 

come across the seas with her from that far-off land. 

It was the only article in the room not purely Japanese. 
Her hands trembling, she unlocked the trunk and 

opened it. Then she searched for the papers and plans 
they were waiting for below in the ozashiki. How they 

creaked under her touch—these crackling, treacherous 
papers! She glanced backward, across her shoulder, 

furtively, fearfully, like a thief about to steal; and 

as she looked, the Frenchwoman who loved and served 

her, pushed the sliding doors softly open, and she saw 

Anthony Burrows standing there, looking gravely down 

at her. 

So white was her face, her expression so agonized 
and tragic that for a moment he stared at her in amaze- 

ment. Then he crossed swiftly to her. 
She began to plead with him wildly, her little hands 

clasped frantically about the papers. 
“Oh—if you truly love me—you will understand and 

forgive me. I cannot do it—I cannot do it! D-don’t you 
see why? I—I—am as much— I belong to you! It is 
here | am an alien—” 

She was wrenching the papers apart, tearing them 
into tiny pieces. 

When she had finished, she looked up at him, mutely 
regarding her. Then, while below the men of power 
still waited, she fluttered into his sheltering arms, like 
one broken and exhausted. 
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