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CHAPTER X

HE aged eastle moat was darkly melan-

choly, though its banks on either side
were beautiful with the damp grass
and the meeting willow and wistaria.
Cold, still, and deep were its waters.
At night it scemed greweome and uncanny, per-
haps because of the tragedy of its history, which
every Catzu courtigr knew. Ilven in the bright
sunlight its beauty was seductively wad, for its
dark waters were covered with white lotus, min-
gled with red and purple, with golden hearts,
whose little cups each held one drop of dew-—a
glistening tear.

Wandering dejectedly along the banks of the
old moat, Keiki vainly sought in his mind for
some clue to the phenominal change in his dear
one. Though at times her eyes seemed drowned
in tears of tenderness, more often they were
coldly glassy, Her conversation, too, was spas-
modie, devoid of all endearment, and of a sort
alien to lovers. When he had first seen her
after the illness which had kept her from his
sight for eome days, he had lost all seli-control
in the joy of beholding her once more. In ar-
dent imagination he revived the memory of those
dream-days on the little rock island of the twen-
ty geishag, but though she appeared to have re-
covered her health, she no longer accompanied
him upon such excursions. Indeed, she was
varely seen in the Catzu palace, except on the
formal occasions of the guest-room. Keiki had
been forced to content himself with those early
morning meetings at her casement, so brief, =0
wnsatisfactory. Tor she no longer murmured shy
Wwo! of love and happiness. She talked, in-
stead, of ridiculous matters, the politics of the
country!

Nevertheless, through her apparent sympathy
for this cause so close to the heart of the young
wman, she had revivified those thrills of patriot-
ism which, for the nonce, he had pushed aside to
devote all his heart and mind to the sweeter em-
ployment of loving.

In a moment of enthusiasm, only two days be-
fore, he had confided to her the far-reaching
plans of the Mori princes for their country. She
had begged him with tears in her eyes to tell
her of them; then, before he had half finished,
she had entreated him wildly to tell her mo
more, and the next instant, piteously, {rembling-
lv, hegged Lim to continne. And then as he
went on ghe had dropped her head upon her
arms and buried her face from his sight. Her
emotion had thrilled him. At the moment he
could have fallen on his knees, beseeching her to
do somthing to hasten their marriage so that he
might return to Choshui to do his part in this
noble cause. Before he could speak, however,
she had raised her face and gazed for a moment
upon him with such an expression of penetrat-
ing agony and appeal that he had sprung towards
her, hastily crying out her name, “Wistaria!
Wistarial”

A moment later she was gone. The following
morning he had waited in vain in the garden
beneath her casement. Over and over again he
had tapped upon her shutters and called her
name, but there was no response. He had met
‘with the same experience this morning. Keiki
Since the change in her
; i was shaken—
not his confidence in her faith or truthfulness,
bat in her love. He began to torture his mind
with the possibility that she might not Jove
him, that ghe had been but a girl, after all, who,
flattered by his manner of wooing her, had
thought she veturned his affection. His faith
in her purity of soul was so perfect that no
slightest thought of any designs upon his politi-
cal schemes ever occurred to him in connection
with Wistaria. .

Thus unhappy, worried, and very much in love,
Keiki walked moodily along the hank of the old
castle moat, his old assurance and egotism com-
pletely gone from him.

Suddenly as he strolled along something struck
him sharply on the temple. Stooping, he raised
from the ground what seemed to be a soft peb-
ble. Examining it more closely, however, Le
perceived it to be a lady's fine paper handker-
chief rolled into a little ball. Half wonderingly,
half idly, Keiki undid it. A faint, familiar per-
fume exuded from it as he shook it out. In an
instant he was pressing it rapturously to his
face. It was from Wistaria. Tenderly turning
it about and enjoying its sweetnese, he found
a& he was smoothing it out a little word in the

The lover hecame pale as death. He read it
again, then repeated it aloud—“Go!” Its mean-
ing was plain. He did not doubt for an instant
from whom it came. That one little word from
her explained evervthing—the change in her, her
realization that she did not love him, and this
gilent means of telling him the truth, He crum-
bled the handkerchief in his hand. A moment
Jater he was pacing—almoest running—up and
down along the bank of the silent, wmocking
moat, He could vot think. He could only feel
Then he threw himself prone upon the ground,
his face buried in the long grasses. He was
smothering and choking back the hoarse, terrible
sobs of a man-—one who had been trained in the
inflexible school of the samurai.

The day passed over his head. The sky, rud-

|
|
|
|

|

i

UL L

AT
l[\"zhmhml‘.!:‘ |

his own, inclosing them warmly, almost savage-
ly, in his grasp. Then his voice came to him. It
was very husky and strange.

“Sneak!”

“Go!~Ga!”

This was all she whisperingly cried. She kept
repeating it over and over between her chatter-
ing teeth. As he wound his arms about her
shivering form he found that she was dripping
wet.,
moat? By what miracle of the gode, then, had
she been saved?
80 deep!

“You are wet and ecold!
an accident?”

“No, no,” she said. “It wae the honorable |
grass—so wet—so cold, like a lake. 1 erawled |
through it, on my hands and knees, close to the
moat.”

“But why did you do it, why did you do it?”
His voice was imploring.

“To come to you. To be with you—to—"

He clasped her closer, warmed to the soul by
her words,

“Ah, then it is not true,” he cried, “and you
do still love me, Fuji-wara?’

“Better than my soul. Better than my duty
to the gods,” she whispered.

The sound of her voice was muffled. Her |
words literally sighed through her lips. He
could not comprehend; he knew only that she
loved him, had come to him, and now she was
all water-wet, pale-eyed, and trembling as one
who sleeps with fear. And because that strange
voice hurt his soul, he covered her lips with his
hlmul. She made no remonstrance, but sank into
his arms, almost as if she had fainted. But
loqkpvg down he saw her eves were wide open,
shining like dark stars. They startled him. They
were like those of a dead woman. He shook]
her almost roughly in his fright.

“Wistaria! Speak to me! What is it? Tell
me your trouble.”

“Trouble?” she repeated, dazedly. “Trouble!”
Then she remembered. She grasped his arm
till her fingers almost pierced through the silk
into his flesh.

“You must go—go! Go quickly—run all the
way. Do not stop one moment—not one little
moment.”

“Go away? Run? What are you saying?”

“Listen! In a wmoment, perhaps, T may not
have power to speak. My strength is failing
me. T thought you would obey the word T sent
you, But I saw you fall down among the grasses,
and all day long I have watched from my win-
dow, waiting, waiting, waiting to see you de-
part. No, no—listen unto me—do not speak. 1
escaped the vigilance of my jailers—my execu-
tioners, Oh, will you not understand? T have
come through perils you cannot imagine to warn
vou—to beg you on my knees to go away at
once. Hasten to Choshui!”

Her breath failed her. She had been speak-
ing quickly, in sharp gasps.

“But I do not understand,” he said.

“?"'our prince—your august prince is in dan-
ger!

“What 2"

“The Prince of—the young Prince Keiki,” she
gasped.

“The young Prince Keiki!” he repeated, in-
credulously.

“Yes, ves; they have discovered his secrets—
they will arrest him for treason and—"

He almost shouted.

“His secrets! The cause! Oh, all the gods!”

“You can save him. There may be time.
They will take him and cast him into a dungeon
and kill him!” z

“T must set off at once,” excitedly he mut-
tered. “What could have happened in my ab-
sence?”

Her shivering, trembling presence recalled him.
He was distracted at the thought of leaving her. |
He could think of nothing else. He tried to see
her white face in the darkness, but could only |
trace the pale outlines. Suddenly he took it in
his hands.

“Fuji-wara,” he whispered, in a voice of min-
gled love and agony. “How can I leave you?
How can I do s0? And vet you would not have
me act the part of a coward, the false traitor,
You would be the first to bid me go.”

“Go, go!” she cried, releasing herself from his
hands feverishly.

“And you?”

“Lead me back into the path,
way from there.”

Leading her, he questioned anxiously: |

“There is danger for you here, Wistaria? Tell |
me, or I shall not depart.” |

She turned the question,

“Last night there was a slight earthquake in |
the province. There is always danger. But you
and I have pledeed each other. For the time of
this life and the next, and as many after as may
come, I will be your flower-wife and you my'
husband.” |

At parting he kisged the hem of her kimono
and the little, water-soaked foot beneath.

CHAPTER XI

HEN the tender veil of the first hours
of the morning was raised from the
face of the sun, the early light reveal-
ed a small, still, white face at a win-
dow where the morning-glory, rising

from the midst of spring roses, mingled with the

wild ivy of Japan, clambered up and emcircled

I shall find my |

dy with the setting sun, paled gradually, until | the cakement, and nodded until the blossoms !

it seemed as though a veil were drawn softly
across it, Still Keiki gave himself up to his
despair. For him it seemed that the sun had
gone out, life had ceased.,

As the shadows continued to spread their bat-
like wings over the heavens, darkening, darken-
ing the skies, until only an impenetrable vault
of darkness dotted with myriad magic lights
was above and about him, he still lay there,

A rustle disturbed the grass. Possibly a hare
running by. Keiki heeded it not, Something
wae stirving, moving near him. Mechanically,
dully, lie listened. Some one had lost his way
among the willows and with his hnpdn was feel-
ing his way. From his own despair Keiki was
recalled by the sudden acute knowledge of pos-
sible danger to this person who had evidently
lost his way. One false step towards the boggy
grass, and beyond was the treacherous moat,
whose water-flowers and reeds hid its dark sur-
face. Suddenly he sprang to his feet and called
out hoarsely:

“Who is the honorable onet"”

He fancied he heard a cry. He ran towards it,
then stopped short. He had come upon her
there in the willows., Her kimono shone out

startlingly white with a stray moon-beam upon |

it, but her gown was not less white than her
fuce, which stared into the darkness like that of
& statue.
- Blowly he went to her as though drawn by
subtle, compelling hands. Close to her, almost
touching her; he did not speak, because he could
wot, Bitter words had sprung to his lips only
to die before birth., He perceived that she was
trembling from head to foot. Her lhands stood
out from her sleeves, each finger apart, and they
trembled, quivered, shook.

With an inarticulate cry he caught them in

touched and caressed the small, dark Lead. The|
eves, darkly overcast with ceaseless watching, |
stared out through the mist of the morning, |
across the musk-laden gardens and over the si- |
lent moat, trying to pierce with the vision uff
love the dietance beyond the lines of the prov- |
ince.

Thus all night long had the delicate Lady Wis-
tarin crouched at her casement, Did the night
windg stir the long grasses or rattle the boughs
of the trees and bushes, the young girl started
and trembled with unspeakable fear. Did the
steady beat, beat of the wooden sandals of the
guards at the palace gates for a moment cease
or increase their rhythmic, orderly tramp, her
heart bounded up, then almost stopped its beat-
ing. The slightest sound or stir made her trem-
ble and quiver. Ouly the mightingale, softly,
piercingly, ceaselessly smging throughout the
night, comforted and soothed her like the song
of an angel. Under its soothing influence she
had fallen asleep, with her little, tired head upon
her arms. But even while she slept, she sighed
and trembled. Awaking belore daybreak, she
heeded not the shivering breezes of the passing
night, but waited for the sunlight.

An alert guard of the palace gates, after the
night watch, was wending his way through one
of the paths which led out of the grounds, when
he thought he heard some one calling his name.
It was very early. But for'the chirping of a
few waking birds, the gardens werve very silent |
and still. He stopped short in Lhis walk and lis-
tened, There it was again—a woman's or a
child’s voice, calling his name, softly, almost ap-
pealingly.

Could it be that she had fallen into the
The dark waters were g0 deep— |
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his steps down the path, looking about him anx-
lously as he neared the palace.

"O~Yone! Yone-yara!”

He turned in the direction of the voice.

“O=Yone! This way! It is I--your lady!"”

Then the guard saw the Lady Wistaria leaning
far out from her casement. He ran forward and
dropped on his knees, touching the earth witn

in head

“Closer!  8till closer!” she called, in a whis-
per. .

“Yes, my lady!”

He knelt close under her casement, his head
bent, and respectfully attentive.

She whispered.

“I wish you to do me a service; will you not,
Yone?”

“Oh, my lady!” wag all the young wman could
stammer, out of his eagerness to serve her,

“I know you are tired after your watch, and
it was long—eo long!” She sighed, as though
she, too, had kept the watch with him.

“No, no!” cried the young guard hastily.
“Indeed 1 am honorably fresh, my lady, Do not
spare me any eervice.”

“Then do you please run as swiftly as your
honorable feet will carry you to the home of Sir
Takemoto Genji, and bid him hasten to me here
at once, without one moment's delay. Now hast-
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[ not ask useless questions now, Gen. Help me.
| Tell me what to do—what to do.”

l “You say he has escaped? When and how did
| he go?”

“Last night, Gen. I climbed down the vine of
the casement. here. See, it is strong. My father
| for the first time had not been near me all day,

and T thought I was safe from. observation,
| though indeed I could not be sure. But I went
| to him and warned him of the danger, and he
has gone to Choshui.”

“That is very well, then.”

“But my father may know the truth and will
track him through the woods. I cannot live for
:}m !"enr, the august dread, of what may befall

im.

“Do not tremble g0, my lady. Things are not
so dark as they eeem, It is quite impossible for
your father to have overheard you; he left Catzu
at noon yesterday,”

“Ah! Then if that is o, it will be too late
to warn the young Prince Mori,” she cried.

“But do not think of this prince, my lady. Be
happy that your august lover is safe.”

“Oh,” she cried, despairingly, “but I cannot
have the death of this innocent prince upon my
hands. I should die if anything happened to
him,”

“Well, do take some comfort, my lady. You
say your lover departed last night. Very good.
The samurai Shimadzu left yesterday at mnoon.
Yet the young man, I am ready to swear by my
sword, will be the firgt to reach Choghui.”

en—do not wait!” “Oh, but vengeance and hatred will lend
Like a flash of wind the young soldier had | wings to my parent’s feet.”
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sprung to his feet, had leaped across the small
division to the bridge spanning the moat, and
was speeding through the wooded park beyond.

In Jess than fifteen minutes the samuovai Genji
was bending the koee to the Lady Wistaria,

“Thy service, my lady!”

“Oh, Sir Genji,” she cried out, throwing all
caution to the winds, “I am in such dive trouble
—such fearful, cruel trouble!”

“Why, my little lady?”" The big samurai was
on his feet, regarding her with azed eyes.

“Yes, yes—I know it seems incredible to you

| that 1 should have trouble of any sort, but in-|

deed it is so, and—"

“Are moshi, moshi!” soothed the samurai, pat-
ting her hand reassuringly,

“You will be my very good friend, will you
not, Sir Gen?"”

“Friend! Command me to cut myself in half
and I will do so at once!”

“Last night,” she whispered, “he—"

He nodded camprehau-iveli'. certain that only
one “he” could exist in my lady's mind,

“—he escaped!” she gasped.

“Escaped "

“Oh, you know-—you know of whom T speak.”

“Yes, yes—certainly; but how do you mean-—
escaped? Xe was our honored guest, was he
not "

“His prince is my father's mortal enemy. My
father has been wy jailer for many days now,
and T—I have been forced to cause him to be-
tray his prince. Oh, will you not understand!"”

“Hah! It is all quite plain! But why did you
not inform me sooner?”

“Because until yesterday wy father kept so
constant a watch over me that I could make no
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i “And the wings of vengeance and hatred, my
lady, are not so fleet us those of the wings of
love. Be assured.”
| “Sir Gen, you do not know, you would not
believe all T have suffered.”
| Sir Genji's brows contracted. IEver since he
| had followed her to the old Catzu palace, when
| she was a tiny, bewitching little creature of five
| with laughing lips and shining eyes, a flower
| ornament tumbling down the side of her hair
|and a miniature kimono tied about with a pur-
ple obi, she had been his favorite, He could
scarcely believe it possible that any one could
| be cruel to this beautiful young girl. His looks
!junt then bode ill for any ene who should cause
her pain. Nevertheless, for many days now the
young girl’s chamber had been not unlike that
of an inquisitorial prison. It was true there were
no thumb-screws or neck-halters or burning-irons
| within, but there were instruments of torture
more refined and excruciating in their torture,
because they pierced the mind rather than the
| body.

It the girl awoke screaming in the night, one
| could be sure that some creeping, spying pres
|ence had entered her chamber and had grown
|upon the consciousness of her dreams, rudely
awakening her to the fearful mnightmare of an
unseen presence, In the early morning she was
awakened from her sleep and forced to carry on
those nerve-shocking, heart-breaking interviews
with her lover,
intuitive knowledge that one watched unceasing
ly in her chamber. She might make no stir or
| movement unobserved,

This Sir Genji heard for the first time,
“And 1 may rely on you for the future?”’

she

Turning sharply, the guard retraced | movement he would not have perceived. But do|asked, in conclusion.

She fell asleep at night with the‘
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The samurai raised his sword,

“With this, gentle lady, I'll serve ihee and
him,” he said.

Then with a quick movement he flung the

sword to the ground.
_ Three days passed away. She seemed like one
in a dream, under a spell, as she hung over her
flowers. Under the fruit trees she wandered.
Their petals, odorous and dewy-laden, fell around
and upon her like a cloud of summer snowflakes.
They made her auiver with memories that
caused her pain. She ran throngh the grasses
away from them, her little feet scattering the
petals before her, secking the banks of the moat
far away from where he had been wont to stand
at the dawning, pleading for her love.

But the lotus with the dew in its cups smiled
but to weep. She threw herself down hy the
water’s edge, and swept with her hand the lotus
back from the surface of the water. The flow-
ers at her touch left one little oval spot, ont of
which her small face shone up at her with its
| startled eyes of tragedy. She fancied it a mag-
ic mirror wherein the face of the divine goddess
of mercy was reflected. So she prayed to the
goddess very roftly, and quite as one whose mind
has heen overweighted with trouble, for peace
and merey for that wilful and foolish Lady Wis-
tarin, whose lover had passed out of hec life and
gone the gods knew whither. And the lips of
ithr goddess in the water moved in soundless re-
eponse, but, “He is gone—gone!” said the hap-
less Lady Wistaria.

CHAPTER XII

H¥E Lady Wistaria was carried to her
father's home at night. There was no
gorgeous cortege, no gayly bedecked
attendants or retainers to bend the
back and knee to her. She traveled

alone, in a covered palanquin borne on the

shoulders of hired runners, beside whow the all,
lank figure of her father strode. They set her
fiown in the heart of the city, the rvest of the
journey being made on foot. When she had last
visited her father’s home he had carried her on
his back, after he had dismissed the palanquin,
for she was then but a small givl of ten. Now
she walked cilently, dumbly, by his side. As
they reached and passed through the eilent little
village that had impressed her as a child, strange
fancies tlitted in and out of Wistaria’s mind.

There was none of that strange up-leaping of the

heart, experienced on returning to a home not

seen for years, The old mystic horror and fear

{of the place had taken possession of Wistaria,
but now, with a woman's wide-open eyes, her

| wonder and fear began to form themselves into

| vague fancies.

Slowly passing along the silent, spiral streets,

climbing up and around hillock after hillock,
they came finally before the small, whitewashed
house with its dark, empty, cold interior., The
old, old woman who had fondled and sung to
the child Wistaria came hobbling and mumbling

| to the door. She wept over Wistaria’s hands,
| caressed them, and drew her head to her bosom
with a erooning laugh that was almost a sob.

“T am very weary and would fain rvetire at
| once,” said Wistaria, as she returned the old
| woman’s caress.

Madame Mume attended Wistaria tenderly to-
}wnrds the stairway which led to the upper part
| of the house. But, as she did so, Shimadzu called
| to his daughter in his hollow voice of command,
| “Stay,” he said. “I have much to say to you
| to-night.”
| Bowing obediently, if wearily, to her father.
| Wistaria handed her cape to the old woman and
mechanically followed him into the ozashiki.

“My daughter,” began the father, *do you

know where you now are?”’

This strange question surprised Wistaria, but

she replied, with a gentle smile:

| “In my honorable father's house.”

“That is true, but do you know where your

father’s house is situated?”

“NoE

“Very well; T will tell you, then. My house,
though seemingly apart, because of its situation
{on the hill, is built in the heart of an Eta set.
i tlernent.” g

“BEta?” reepeated Wistaria, mechanically. She
‘]mnl heard the word somewhere hefore, but just
jw)mL it signified her mind at the moment could
not recall. So she repeated the work again, as
\thouuh it troubled yet fascinated her. “Eta!—
| Eta!”

“f

fita,”” repeated her father. “In other words
| the social outcast, the despised parviah class of
Japan.”

Then silence fell like a swift, blank darkness
upon them. Wistarin trembled with a creeping
horror she could pot fathom or grasp.

Somewhere, somehow, vaguely, dimly, she had
heard of this class of people. Perhaps it wag at
school. Perhaps her aunt bad instructed her in
their condition. One thing was certain, she was
suddenly made aware of just what the one word
Eta signified.

It signified a class in Japan upon whom the
ban of ostracism and isolation had been placed
by an inviolate heritage and a cruel custom, So
virulent and bitter was the prejudice against
them and the contempt in which they were held,
that in the enumerations of the population they
were omitted from the count and numbered as
cattle.

Herded in separate villages, their existence ig-
nored by the communities, none but the most
degraded tasks were assigned to them—that of
burying criminals, slaughtering cattle, that of
the hangman and public executioner,

Whence they bad come, why they were held
in the contempt of all other citizens, what their
origin, nene could tell. When had there been
a time in the history of the nation that they did
pot exist? Some old histories aver that they
were originally captives from the great Armada
of the Tartar invaders who dreamed of conquer-
ing the sacred realm., Others declare that they
were the descendants of the publie executioners
from time immemorial; and again, more recent
students asert that they were descendants of the
| family and retainers of Taira-No-Masakado-Hei-
| ghimo, the only man in Japan who ever seriously
| conspired to seize the imperial throne by armed
'loruu Whatever their origin, they were the
outcast people of the realm. They were not per-
mitted to mingle with or marry outside of their
own class, and any one who chose to marry
among them must either suffer the penalty of
death or become one of them,

The long silence which ensued after SBhimadau
had spoken the word Eta was broken by the
Lady Wistaria,

“And why,” she asked, with a twemor she
could not keep from her voice—‘“why does my

honorable father make his home among this
\outrunt people'.‘".
‘“Becanse,” quickly came the passionate re-

ponse, “your honorable father is an Eta, as is
!nlm my lady his daughter.”

l Wistaria’s eyes, wide with shocked surprise,
stared mutely up into her father’'s fuce. What!
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[nhr the Lady Wistaria, the dainty, eultivated,
carefully  guarded and nurtured lady—an Eta
| girl! Her mind could not grasp, would not hold
lth-- thought.

| “Listen,” said her father, slowly. ““I was born
[in a city of the south, the seat of a  daimio of
cight hundred thousand koku. My father's

huum'nlond within the onter fortifications sur-
rounding this prince’'s castle. 1 was trained in
the school of the samurai. 1 grew up, howoring
and swearing by this prince. When 1 became
of age I entered his service, No love of man
for woman was more persistent than my loyalty
to his cause, Devotion to him was my highest
ideal.

“My prinee had a bitter rival and enemy. Ho
was a good and powerful lord, though a Shogun
favorite. This lord loved my wister and was
loved by her. In an evil moment I listened to
he]‘ entreaties, and forgot my allegiance to my
prince in so far as to assist his rival to win and
wed my_ sister, now the Lady of Catzu, Imme-
diately T brought down upon my head the bit-
terest detestation of my own prince. T was as
signed to the poorest and most degrading of
posts, that of the spy and the suppressor of pet-
ty broils, and finally detailed to live in and pro-
tect a certain Lta scttlement. So much of my
time was thus forcibly spent among these peo-
ple that T came to study, to understand, and
finally to sympathize with them.

“I was young, a¢ I have said, impressionable,
and T had been trained in the school of chival-
ry. It fell to my lot to be the protector of an
Eta maiden of such beauty of person and purity
of soul that—"

He broke off in his recital, and, to clear his
husky voice, raised with a shaking hand a tum-
bler of sake to his lips and swallowed it at a
gulp. He began again, with passionate fierce-
ness. His eyes glittered with inward fire.

“T married the maiden!”

With a sudden little sob, Wistaria moved
closer to him and drew his hands up to her

ips.

“My mother?” The words passed her lips as
a quick, burning question.

“Thy mother,” he repeated, and then she saw
in the dim light of the room the great, shining
tears roll down the hard crevices in her fath-
er's face. She moaned and crept closer to him.

“For her I became an Eta—an outeast.
not shudder, my daughter. Has the word, then,
go evil a sound? Then T pereeive you have
been wrongly bhred—in the schoel of prejudice.
The Eta, though an outeast, is a human being—
more human, indeed, than many of our disdain-
ful lords who ride over their heads and trample
them like insects beneath their feet.”

“Tell me of my mother,” she whispered.

“0f her antecedents I know mnaught and care
less. Her honorable grandmother still abides
here in my house.”

“0ld Madame Mume?”

“Yes.”

“Continue., Pray do #0.”

“After my marriage I was cast off immediately
by my prinee, my titles and honors were taken
from me, my property confiscated. For all this L
cared nothing. T was content and happy to be
left at peace with my wife.”

His long, thin fingers clinched and unelinched.
He moistened his lips, biting into them.

“Did T say that this prince under whom [
gserved was arrogant and cruel? Did [ tell you
he had a heart of flint and a pride so indoprith
ble that he would not brook one of his samurai
being other than of noble birth? Six of his vas-
sals, the most graceless and worthless in the
province, to humor his pleasure, undertook to
seek me out in my exiled happiness and engage
to make life intolerable for me. Whether their
actual intention was evil or not, T cannot say:
that they wrought evil is all T know, and that
they came with the express knowledge and con-
sent of their priuce.”

Wistaria observed that her father was trem-
bling so viclently that he scarce could speak.
She pressed his hands convulsively within her
own.
“Speak quickly, my father,” she implored.
“Phey murdered her,” he whispered, hoarsely.
“Curses and maledictions upon their souls!”

To Be Continued Next Sunday

Where King Beer Reigns

UNICH is the paradise of brewers. Tt
is not in the least ashamed of it, eith-
er. Long before you arrive—while
your train is scudding through the
great fertile plain which forms this

part of rural Bavaria—you see great plumes of
dark smoke in the air before you. There are
high mountains, too, beyond them; but you
have seen plenty of mountains already—befora
you came to Regensburg—and the smake takes
the greater place in the picture. Tt is your wel-
come to Munich; it comes from the chimneys of
her innumerable breweries; it is the plume which
decks the coronet of her beerage. As you enter
the city the breweries close in on either side of
the line—a triumphant avenue of them. Nor can
you ever escape their influence until you have
left Munich behind you.

Muncheners have a unique method of cele-
brating their loyalty to King Beer. Their city
coat-of-arms is the figure of a monk holding up
his arms in benediction—~the “little monk,” from
which the name “Munchen” is derived. This
little monk pervades the whole city; he is
brought before your notice in countless forms
and places—dolls, photographs, or pictures, on
teapots, pipe bowls, or house fronts. The
“Munchener Kindi,” as he is affectionately
called, is ubiquitous.

In photographs of small children, from life,
on picture post-cards, in wood ecarvings or pot-
tery, in advertisements or out of thew, he is in-
separable from his mug or his barrel,

Certain parts of the city have about them a
continual odor of malt; you camnot walk fifty
yards down any street without meeting a brew-
er's dray; you cannot walk twenty without
meeting some man or woman carrying one or
more foaming beer mugs to some mysterious desti-
nation; you cannot walk five without passing an
establishent of some kind or other devo to
the sale of beer. Munich, in fact, presents the
most remarkable instance of unanimity to he
found in the world. It has done so for centuries
past if we may judge from the fact that the
most important brewing concerns have flour-
ished for three or four hundred years alveady--
|one at least dating from the fifteenth century,

Munich is one of the artistic centres of g.r-
many-—and one of the musical, for it was a King
of Bavaria who was proud to call himself the
friend of Wagner, Nature also has dowered
Munich with many gifts, giving ber the elear,
cool air of the mountains, so that in hottest
summer she is cooler than sweltering Rerlin, far
to the north though it be, and a blue mountain
| viver to toss and chatter gayly her
| boundaries, and around her a solemn of
lr‘y, distant peaks, fit setting for the

o . History has dowered her
| noble traditions.




