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REAT confusion
reigned in the
house of the

Chinese consul at Yo

kohama. Servants

hurried hither
thither, moving and
packing furniture and
personal effects, while
men and women, both
Chinese and Japanese,
crowded about the
place. The Japs watched curiously, with a touch
of satisfaction, the bustle and stir going on in the
house, and gossiped and commented as to how
its inmates felt over
their forced depar-
ture. But the Chin-
ese watched wistfully,
painfully, the pre-
parations, and as each

load moved away a

heavier load scemed

to sink on their hearts

—a burden of fear and

dread of what was to

come.

and

ONOTO WATANNA
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The imperial declar-
ation of war against
China had been pub-
lished on blood-red
paper,and the Chinese
consul at Yokohama
wasabout to leave for
China.

A young man with
dark, piercing eyes,
and proud erect form,
clad in a brilliant uni-
form, came rapidly
down the street. He
appeared excited and
nervous, his eyes
roved restlessly over
the crowd, which
made way respect- : /

Prince Sagaritsu’s Patriotism
A STORY OF THE JAPO-CHINESE WAR
By ONOTO WATANNA
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in the conflict, truly all honor might await him,
who, us a descendant of the immortal house of
would be among the leaders. But what
were honor, greatness, fame, or glory, if by them
he lost those that were dearest to him on carth.

S—.

And yet it was not fame nor glory he sought, it
was not that which impelled him to long to be
one of those that were to do something for Japan.
Ah! Japan' His ey gleamed softly as he
thought of Japan; forwith all the yearning pa-
triotism remarkable in a Japanese he loved his
home. Could he choose those who had for many
years been as father, brother, and sister—nay,
sweetheart—to him, who belonged, after all, to
No!  He
would become un object of contempt, not only to
to himself, were he to abandon his

that hated race, rather than Japan?

others but

fully for him; the Jap-
anese in their white
uniforms apparently
recognizing his high
rank from his dress, saluted with uncovered head
and prostrations.

He asked questions of some of the officers ina
low voice, then approached the house as if to
enter.  Suddenly he appeared to have changed his
mind, turned, and walked rapidly away, as swiftly
and proudly as he came.

A little farther down the street a Chinaman ac-
costed him. He listened coldly at first, but after
a while grew impatient, and from his attitude
and gestures showed his dislike and contempt for
his companion. Still the Chinaman pleaded on,
and, as his eloquence grew with the knowledge of
the urgency of his mission, Prince Sagaritsu
wavered and faltered.

There were but two courses open to him, and
they were opposed to each other.
bitternesses, their sorrow and pain.
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If he joined

Both had their .

107

influence, on his return to Japan, that Ching re-
ceived the consulship at Yokohama. He came,
bringing with him his family, which consisted of
a son and daughter. The latter, having remark-
able beauty and being of a sweet and modest dis-
position, was loved by every one. Pr

e Sagar-
itsu had played with her when she was a tiny
little girl, and now in her womanhood he loved
her.
IL
VER the phiins of C——, ghiding stealthily
through the woods in the darkness of the
night, came ¢ Many
days and nights they had' traveled thus: much

squad of Japanese soldiers,
ravage and slaughter had heen done : helpless
bands of Chinamen had been attacked by them,
1ers in their homes assaulted, and
ruined.
and relentless, one of them was reckless.

defenscles

The leaders were cruel
They

were not a large body of men—some tive hundred,

small village

perhaps—and could not, so far from therr base,

have fought the ¢ nemy m open battle.  But their

work was more de: than any open combat

could have been.  From village to village thev

went, attacking the defenseless: for, in most of

the smailer towns and villages in this region,

knowledge, cven of

the war, had scarce

reached, and they

€ unprotected and
at the mercy of Jap-
anese soldiers

The moon rose high
and red over the sold-
ferve and cast wild,
thckering shadows
The
wis strangely

around them,

peaceful,

searce a leaf stirred in

the trees and bushes
| that

mass of men crouch-

screened the

| ing, ylhiding
ing under its shadow,
a band of

hundred

whisper-

awaiting

Some tw

wives and

Their ob-

o/ servants
Jeet” Massacre. The
reasons N nal ha-

tred, o

rown almost to

| insamty,

v to the

cmperof® thirst for

blood

“Sure are you this

“NOW IN HER WOMANHOOD
* HE LOVED HER "

work—his duty—for the sake of sentiment. He,
too, would join in the conflict Nay, he must
lead. Was he not born a leader of his fellow-
men? Why did he linger? Why hesitate?

“Thy master, give him regretful farcwells from
me, who will ever love and cherish his memory. "

The Chinaman attempted to stay him with fur-
ther pleading, but in vain. and the two parted—

Prince Sagaritsu with firm, proud tread and eyes
that glowed with zeal and enthusiasm. the Chinese
secretary with weary, lagging steps.

When a student in China, Prince Sagaritsu had
dearly loved Ching Li, the old Chinese mandarin,
under whom he had studied and with whose fam-
ily he had made his home for six years, it being
customary in Japan, some years ago, for the
higher classes to send their sons to China to be
educated. Then it was through Prince Sagaritsu's

is the night? queried
one shadow, bringing
his horse close to that
of another official'y
wis

me yesterday received
" and lo, it is here."
: hardly out of 1

“Information

‘the next moon

The words wi s mouth when

his hand out and. leaning forward,

another pu
peered through the darkness.
“Hark! Listen!"
A faint muffled sound is heard

a dull beat,

beat, beat. It is the unmistakable sound of san-

daled runners. It becomes clearer; it is nearer’
In the distance the watchers desery the gleam of
a yellow light. It moves slowly: they stand in
the deep hush, their swords drawn in readiness.
Louder and louder becomes the beat of the run-
ners; brighter and brighter gleams the yellow
light, flickering from vellow to red and green,
and

as the expected band approaches nearer

vearer, all unconseious of the lurking danger.

(Cont d on page 196
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AN INTERVIEW WITH MAYER.
HE religious world will hear with profoundest
regret that Joseph Mayer, the grandest peas-
ant of them all, the idolized Christus of three
decades, will probably never appear in that ca-
pacity again.  He has aged fearfully since 18q0,
the result of an almost fatal accident of two win-
ters ago.  Referring to that accident, a few days
ago he said to my son: N
"I the winter we haul a great deal of wood.
It was on one of these wood-hauling expeditions
that I met with the accident to my leg you were
asking about, 1 happened to get upon the wrong
side of the sled, a huge log rolled off and my leg
s under it Our horses are trained to stand
when on the hiils, and I lay a half hour with
my ley beneath the log, until assistance came., If
the horses had started, well—as it was, my leg was
broken in two places. I heard of the telegram
you mention as sent to America, stating my leg
had been amputated, for | received a great many
letters from friends who had been here, and a
wreat many more from those I had never even seen
orheard of. They were kind and thuughu’ul~—y~ur
countrymen. A firm in Chicago sent me a cata-
logrue of artificial Iimbs, and a lady in the west
wanted to send me twolarge trees for my garden—
Gott Sei Dank, my foot and leg are whole again.
It was His infinite goodness which spared me—
but it would have been His infinite goodness had
it crushed me. ™
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A HOLY SERVICE,
HESE words of Mayer, breathiug such childlike
faith and trust, are the keynote to which all
life in that little village is attuned. That really
the people exist for the Passion Play—ten years of
life preparatory for a few presentations of the
sufferings and triumph of Jesus—not only recon-
ciles the religious world at large to the assumption
of these mountain peasants of the divine characters
of the New Testament story, but it leaves that world
to feel that Oberammergau is the only place n
which, and its inhabitants " the only people by

whom, the Passion Play should be given.
¢ e @
NEW MUSIC FOR FEBRUARY.

The Amecrican Home Journal ancounces the
following list of new vocal and instrumental music
just placed on sale.  Subscribers are entitled to
special prices, as quoted below

INSTRUMENTAL, Retail Our

Price. Price.

All Joined In, Waltz, .. Soc 25¢
Atthe Mercy of the Wave e B¢
Blice March (Two tepria: , . e 25¢
Bachelor's Romance, Gavotte Se B
Bride Elect March. ..., ...Sousa  Sc 25¢

‘Heinzma qoc
- Leonard suc
hott-Reed  50¢
-« ..Pagan hoc
Meacham  3oc
Mechaelis boc

Belle Marie (Tw -stepi

Colonial Days Waltzes | i
Capt of the Coontown Guard. .
Chicago Herald Two-Step Mare
Isabelle Polka.. ... . SRt
In Command.

Japanese ). Bratton 50c B¢
ving Kion Schleiffurth  50c ABe
Kentucky Color ...Humble 6uc 30¢
Leyden Glen W &L . Stark  Goc 30c
Minuet........ ... S . Perkins Goc e

Twilight Shadow Waltzes -Young Tic 38c
The Grunewald T tep L. L srnback  doc ¢
University of Chicago Two-Step, Schlieffurth  hoc 25¢
Venetian "Waltzes . R Atherton 75¢ 8¢
Vooal.

All Joined In ... ... Bowers  boc ABe
A Red, Red Rose (V) Rice dqoc 20¢
By the Brook.., ... Meader 60 Joe
Black Ann Perrin boc 25¢
Bom-Ba-Shay . . - Hoffman  5uc e
Back to My O1d Kentucky Home Spotswood  foe 200¢
Captain of the Coontown Guard . Keed, Jr. buc 25¢
Dead Among Suangers -Querney 5 e
Darkies’ Jubite-.. ), . : -~ Walker buc e
Dear Heart Come to Me Agarn Carter buc

I Love Somebody Just Like You

I Can't Find Another Love Like Nell. Kelly
Let Her Go Her Way.. . . 7 Dresser  boe
O Susie, Dis Cor n Has Got de Blues .. Mack boc
On a Sunday Morning. ; r 5c 8¢

Our Childhood Days. e doc 20¢
Only a Rose and Lt tter . > We
Gay Antoinette Jones. ... B¢
Grandfather's Story Be
Face Amid the Crowd e
Hop Along, Peter, . { ¢
.\iuﬁmcy and the Bric : Be
Mammy . - B¢ B¢

y Hone Roger Bros, b . e
Naughty Red Riding Hood ... Britl soc WBe
Sweeter than June Roses. ... ..Shelton  40c 20c

PRINCE SAGARITSU’S PATRIOTISM.
(Continued from page 107

Hah'! they are at hand!

The silent mass of men among the trees be-
come quick, alert, flying figures. They spring
out from the shadow into the gray moonlight and
fall upon their prey hke hungry panthers.  Taken
by surprise, the Chinese party hardly attempt to
defend themselves. Without parley, without re-
monstrance, only one universal startled cry of ter-
ror rings out; then they fall like grass beneath
the scythe, and the groans of the dying mingle
horribly with the clash of swords, gleaming like
tongues of intermittent flame in the glancing flare
of the moon.

Only one group left. They have slipped into
the shadow of the friendly trees, the trees which
only lately shadowed the cnemy.  But can they
hide from the sharp eye and alert ear of the Jap-
anese? The father grasps the hand of the son.
He is wounded and faint. He stumbles, falls, and
the crash of his fall among the bushes betrays
them. One horseman springs to the ground, and,
plunging his sword into the darkness at the fatal
spot, knows he has done well, for a groan of
agony and the fall of a heavy body answers his
stroke. Then he hears a woman weep.

IIL

HE bloody work is over. The Japanese stand
silent, showing scarce a sign of fatigue after
their awful work. They await the command of
their leader—the one who fancied he heard a
woman weep.  He is peering into the darkness
among the trees. In and out, here and there,
among the bushes he is striking with his sword.
Suddenly-a form dashes into the road, hesitates
in front of the mass of men, trembles wildly,
then turns to flee.  The remorscless sword of a
soldier strikes the slight form down, and they
fling it back into the bush from whence it had
issued.  The leader is silent.

“On uur\'{va}j proceed shall we?* they qucstiong
him: but he bids them wait, as there is no neces-
sity for further secrecy, and after such work truly
they deserve rest.

So they lie and sleep close by the bodies of their
victims, calmly and placidly, as only Japanese
might.

But their leader is wakefui, He treads rest-
lessly about the dead and sleeping forms.  For
weeks and months memory has slept. He has
forced himself to forget all save the glory of fight-
ing for his country; forced himself to forget that
he once knew one who loved him as a son, one
who lovgd him as a brother, and one who—ah'!
memory awoke that night.  The cry of a woman
in the distunce brings him memory and remorse.
He whispers a woman's name—""Ching Jara!"'—
and with deep tenderness asks his heart if she is
safe? Will he never see her more?

His eye'falls on the dead, and once more they
gleam with exaltation, but only for a moment;
for in fancy he hears a woman weep, and again
memory returns to Jara, little _{.’Lm—-tcndcr. gen-
tle, loving Jara—the Chinese muaiden loved so
dearly, daughter of a narion he so despises.

e ..

Prince Sagaritsu slept none through the night,
though he_flung himself restlessly on the grass,
At the first pale glimmer of dawn he arose to his
feet, his mind none the less full of thoughts of
Jara because of the departure of the night. He
lingered restlessly around the sleeping soldiers,
frowning contemptuously on the dead Chinamen.
When he turned toward the wood it was with a
feeling of intense reluctance and fear. Behind
a clump of bushes lay two forms. They were
Chinamen, and by their dress and queues he rec-
ognized their rank—that of mandarin; one, an
old man on his face, his arms stretched stiffly

{out on both sides, his long queue, braided
with countless silk threads, hanging grotesquely
over the front of his head ; by his side a youth,
his face thickly clotted with blood, and 1arther
away—Prince Sagaritsu took a step forward and
one back. The glimmering dawn grew brighter.
He put his hand above his eyes and stared at a
| prone, disheveled object before him.

Had he been a devout Buddhist he might have
| called on his gods: had he been a Christian he
| would have whispered Christ's name in his awful
| agony; but he was neither —a Japanese without
a religion save the religion of patriotism and of
love, and he stood mute and stared with eyes
that saw naught save the rigid, bloody form of
Ching Jara,
| Then his eyes moved painfully and slowly from

her and rested on the forms of the sleeping sol-
' diers. With a cry of intense hatred and loathing

he thrust his sword into the nearest sleeper, and
, the next, and the next, so swiftly that the men
[ but awoke to die. Five he killed; then, almost
| with one accord, the rest awoke. They found
‘ him standing over his victims with bloody sword
|

and bloodless, fierce face, and w hen he saw the
! awakened men he stepped back, back to the side
{ of Jara, close by the bodies of her father and
| brother, and, stretching his hands out, cried aloud
| with such piercing anguish in his voice that even
the cool, merciless Japanese were stirred and stood
f silent, not one putting out a hand to touch him,
| he who was a prince of the immortal house of
S . and yet was more wretched than the low-
liest <erf or coolie.

And the great red sun rose higher in the east,
and the trees stretched their quivering arms
toward Prince Sagaritsu, and seemed to whisper
| —"Fool!"

e ——
WE want the name of every lover of mausic in the United States.
Send us 10 CENTS mtamrg or silver), and we will maii you

a copy of the beautiful new waltz song,

“I Want No Better Sweetheart.”

|
‘ lar price, 40 cents. A portrait of the young and charming
} P

{

Countess Von Hatzfeldt is on the title page. We will alno send
you a catalogue of the latest vocal ang instrumental pieces, con.
taining “'UEDS AND MUSIC of twenty new popular choruses.
ORPHEAN MUSIC CoO.,
53 W. 24th St.,, NEW YORK CcIry.

When you write, mention the American Home Journal,

SEND US 10 CENTS IN SILVER

For Vanity Fair, Waltz, Wollheim, - 50c
Belle of A" C., March, Beyer, - - - - Suc
Joliy Stadent, March, souss, - - -

$1.40 worth of new and plegsing sheet music for piano or
organ for one dime. Hundreds of delighted customers,

| CHAS. J. SIMPSON, 1005 G'St., N W., Washington, D. C.

When you write, mention the kmcricnn Home Journal.

GUITAR, MANDOLIN, BANJO & VIOLIN

SELF Our lettared fingerboard and instructor is the only re.

Hable system for self-instruction. Thissystem teaches

TAUGHT »outo play from regulur music; sasy pleces mastered in

i 4 fow hours, Lettered fingerboard cun be attuched in 2

minutes. Compi. outfit for either instrument, 50c. United States
Music Co., 17 Hewitt Blk., Cincinnati, O.

When you write, mention American Home Journal.

i Gu”AR FICURFO SICHT METHOD (28 pgs) and cuts of strings FREE.
i Direct— Music StriNG Facruny, Buttle Creek, Mich.

I When you write, mention the American Home Journal,

B e D S S
0 A Piano ata Nominal Price.

% : Chicago's largest

music house, Lyon

& Healy, to sll:\‘l'rply

X reducestock {soffer-

R
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ing sumple new up-
rights,slightly used
}ylunus. and second-
hund  Insiruments,
x at almost nominal
N prices. Good dur-
ableuprights as low
as§100, wurranted us
X represented. Square
planos 80 and vp-
ward. Grands from

(/5
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Send for com-

|
] % lete list just {ssued: Among_the mukers are:
ecker ros., Hardman, Knabe, Steinwiy,

b Weber, Hale, Bauer, Fischer., Hazelton, and

TR OPSTeeeeees

ar again. Any plano not provin exactly as
?eepresemud mug returned at lﬁelr expense.
Address LYON & HEALY,

|
| others. If you are interested in a piano, do not
| ,§

Wabash Ave. and Adams St., Chicago.

fuil to write atonce as this notice will not ap-




