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WHEN | think of it, 1
VvV have said everything
in the title of the

book. Only . .

" Tales, my child, meretales'
my mother used to say; "but
history woidd not give you so
true a truth!'

And she told them, there by
the little bed of mine, in order
that romances and dreams
might kidnap her child and
away with him far into the
fairies homeland.

Years andyears ago!

But her voice is till ringing
a slver bell on the outermost
verge of my memory s horizon.



| do not know why | have left
those days so far behind me: |
am such a dunce, and perhaps
that is the reason.  Whenever
| succeed in proving, however,
that | am a fool, and when my
heart takes unto itself the hue
of the clear sky—which is none
too seldom—then | steal an
excursion or two backward
through the sins, storms, tears
of this dirty struggle called life.

And here are the results of
my wanderings, and | offer
them to you.

ADACHI  KINNOSUKE.

AT THE HERMIT'S PERCH, GLENDALE,
CALIFORNIA.

The Twenty-second day of the Ninth Moon
of the Thirty-second Year of Meiji.
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Under the Cherry Cloud of
Sumida






Under the Cherry Cloud of
Sumida

Really it was abit of gauze torn off from
the skirt of that vain coquette called
Spring, in her all-too-hasty and cardess
way of passing over this earth, and which
was caught by the bare branches of trees
which had stood lonely, looking very
black and ugly upon the snow, all winter
long. There were some, not many, who
said that it was a cloud made up of ten jo's
faces blushing over their first experience
in love. An error. But, of course, we
can s how they made a mistake like this,
seeing that they were poets. And as for
those people who insisted that it was noth-
ing but cherry blossoms on the banks
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of Sumida, they knew no more about
what they were talking than a mathema-
tician knows of love.

But, not to be too dogmatic in this age
of assertions, we will be generous enough
to make a compromise and say .that under
the cherry cloud of Sumida there stood a
tea-house.

And it looked, in all truth, asif every-
thing—its straw roof, its bamboo curtains,
its sign with the characters upon it which
certainly did not seem very much blessed
with modesty as far asits fat strokes were
concerned, its wooden benches with cush-
ions on them, its show-cases full of all sorts
of elegant temptations for the palate—
everything, | say, seemed asif it were made
out of the strokes of a Japanese painter of
the Hokusai school. But there was one
feature of the tea-house which, more than
aught else, seemed to have danced out of
apicture—alittlewaitress. Always| saw
her standing in the doorway, and she was
by far the most tempting invitation to the
weary—and to those who were not, so that
they were young, for the matter of that~~
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to sit down and enjoy what might be called
arest from pleasure.

She was not a daisy with the conceit of
a magnolia, this maid, but a daisy, who,
for some reason or other of which she her-
self was not aware, laughed at a magnolia.
There came to her tea-house many a great
lady from Tokio and patronised her in a
condescending manner. But had she not
offered a hot cup of rice every morning to
the God of Luck, and a prayer along with
it? And so she was not in the least an-
noyed at these things. And, to do her jus-
tice, there were days when, standing under
the cherry cloud, she did not know that
she, perhaps, was the fairer of the two.
There was one man who thought there
was no question on that point.

This particular one, who used to go out
to Sumida to " see the cherry blossoms,”
as he said with a wink, was an artist—a
fellow-citizen of minein alittle Bohemia
in amodest corner of the great Capital of
Nihon.
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Asada Matsuyo was his name.

Twenty-five centuries ago he might have
been a god. But nojv, coming so much
out of time, he was nothing but a fool; a
crank, with a crack somewhere in his cra-
nium—at least that is what the honest
people thought and said of him, aye, to
him. Itwasavery happy thing, however,
that he had absolutely no taste for public
applause or blame. A few of uswho, like
him, were pointed out by the wise public
asfools, but, unlike him, did not have any
reason to be foolish, could s in him a
spark now and then which well merited
a shrine. And often in our enthusiastic
outburst of insanity, we rose to the task
and reared a temple to him. And be
cause we had no wood or stone, or mud,
or anything that would cost money, with
which to build it, we took our hearts as
the building materials.

Tothink of it, itisavery strange thing
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that the people insisted in catching him
at awrong place, by awrong end. If one
were to catch a cat by her tail he would
be made to se very soon that the tail was
not theright place. Even akettle, if you
will be blind and hold it by its bottom
which is aways turned to the flame, your
hand will have an emphatic mark of your
blunder. But our Asada, being nothing
but a divine painter, was not, it seemed,
alowed to be as vindictive and high of
temper as a cat or a kettle.

For example, once he painted a mood of
aservant girl with aheavy bucket of water.
The burden gave a sad defect to the bal-
ance of her shoulders and her unoccupied
hand seemed as if it were desperately try-
ingto seizeabulk of air far avay. A very
few strokes of his brush went to the mak-
ing of the face of the poor servant girl—
a couple of strokes for her eyes, one for
her nose, another for her mouth—that
was all. It wes there, however, the per-
fect picture of that sarcastic cynicism of
aworking girl. "1 work from the death
of the stars to that of the sun, 365 days
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every year. What is the result? This
bucket of water is as heavy as it ever was
and my mistress is as cross as sin. Life
isapractical joke of the gods. Our tears,
curses, sweat, groans, laughters, fits—all
are for the amusement of the bored divini-
ties! "

| say all these were there in that sketch
—yes, perfectly. People did not see these
things, however, perhaps because they
were there. But they wanted to s the
photograph of a servant girl with the right
number of hairs in her eyebrows, with the
exact diameter of the pores marked care-
fully in her skin; and the photograph of
every muscle in her body. They wanted
to se even the dirt on the water bucket.
They wanted to s these things because—
in their way of thinking, and in the name
of wisdom, when were they ever in error?
—the artist ought have had them. When
the infallible public did not find the
things which it looked for, it called him
names.

"Very well," said he to himself and to
the world at large, " understand me well,
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good people, | am painting only for my
own amusement, for my own sdf. | will,
therefore, do as | like!" And he did.
He was a happy fellow because he wanted
the world to forget him, and the world is
dways plessad at that job, finding it not
the hardest thing under heaven.

But it was within him, that flame which
something higher and brighter than the
aun hed lit in his soul, and whose marks
excgpad now and then, through his fingers,
through his brushes  And those who had
in their make-up anything to be scorched,
when they came in touch with his canvas,
they were scorched truly.  But his pic-
tures were as rare as the visitations of a
good fairy. And one must indeed be an
intimate friend of histo prevail upon him
to show one of his " colour-studies’ on
paper. And for along time | thought that
he treated every mortal dike in this ex-
cesve modesty. But | wes greatly in
error. And O Chika was the occason of
the discovery of my mistake.
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0 Chika is the name of the daisy bloom-
ing beneath the dewdrops gathered by the
cherry petals of Sumida, and when one
day, tired of books and sick of life, | de-
serted my den and dragged my cane on the
Sumida bank, it so happened, in the
motherly thoughtfulness of Providence,
which we fools are so apt to call "mere
chance," that | stopped at the tea-house.

A cup of tea of that classic warmth of
colour and of the traditional flavour with
a cherry petal boating upon it, is always
good. Far better, however, it iswhen it's
served as the mirror of a charming smile
on apretty facewhich bendsoverit. And
it pleased my weakness to render unto this
unpretentious female Caesar, whose realm
is as wide as the human heart, what was
hers.

" | regret that | am not a painter,” said
[, letting my eyes say the rest.

" Oh, honourable guest, | thank you! "
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she said, naively answering to my implied
compliment. "But | am sure you can
paint, because you look at me with the
same kind of eyes as his."

"His?"

" Oh, | have afriend who paints.”

"Well, he is an enviable fellow, | am
sure."

A pleasant laughter—and, like a many-
coloured flash, she disappeared behind a
screen. A moment later she brought out
aroll of paper. | unrolledit.

" What is the honourable guest smiling
about, may | know?"

"Well, | believe,* said I, "I have the
honour of your friend's acquaintance.”

"A—ah?" in the voice of a dreamer
frightened out of sleep; and then recover-
ing, with a smile; " the honourable guest
isjoking?"

"Perhaps."

He had painted her, not exactly as she
was, but as he had seen her—felt her. |
mean that his eyes were, for any of the
divinities he adored, a mount of trans-
figui~tion. The picture was not a picture
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of a girl—rather it was a translation in
colours of the height of hisimagination's
flight.

The girl in the picture was serving a
cup of tea to an owl. That essy grace
which Nature givesto agirl in the self-f or-
getfulness of her hearty merriment, a bit
of coquetry, atrifle of condescension, the
amiability of one who is sure of her con-
quest, were all put on the curve of her lips,
on the uplifting of her eyelids. And as
if the ambition of the painter were not
satisfied with the beauty of his dreams, he
placed, doubtless in order to bring out by
contrast all the delicate charms of the
maid, the most grim of philosophers in
the absent-minded stare of the owl's
eyes.

" Do you like the picture?" asked | of
the girl.

" Itisvery pretty, | think—but——"

" Oh, but how much prettier is the orig-
inal than—"

" Oh, doyouthink s0?" Her eyeswere
round. " Eeally, when he brought it to
me, | looked at it along time. Then be
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told me that it was my picture. 'Well,'
said I, and | recognised myself for the first
time."

A%

A change—a very natural one to me, be-
caue | knew a thing or two; a startling,
strange one to the world—came over our
friend, the painter.

" We knew it was in you, old fellow!"
| heard a Bohemian say, in congratulating
the rising reputation of the artist. Here
is his retort:

"Why, then, in the name of heaven,
didn't you draw it out of me before?"
He was so solemn that his friend had to
laugh to make matters even. Within a
year and a half, Tokio believed him every
inch agod, and a certain school of critics,
seeing that Asada was too big for the
world, was aready preparing for him a
nameless, blank tombstone—just like the
one on St. Helena.

Then, one fine morning came the ru-
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mour of his marriage. His foes sneered
at it and enjoyed their "1 told you so!"
better than most women.  And hisfriends
opened their mouths as if they were invit-
ing him to bury himself therein, and said
with the first breath which came back to
them:

" After all a genius is a queer sort of a
fool!"

v

He dropped out of theworld as suddenly
as he was introduced to the drawing-room
of fame. This time his friends had no
trace of him.  And I, filledwith the spirit
of public interest, and in the name of M-
hon's art, started out in search of the lost
genius. | took ashort cut. | went after
0 Chika. And, as is usualy the case |
had no trouble in finding her mother and
her home. Asfor the daisy herself, it was
quite another matter.

" Do you have any idea where she is?"

"Yes, sir; she went out boating with
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somegirls.  Shirobei, our neighbour, took
them out. There was his friend with him
also."

"May | ask who this friend of your
neighbour is?"

"Yes, sir; he is a clerk, | think, in a
clothing storein Tokio."

" Thanks. By-the-bye, | saw some pic-
tures, two years ago, don't you remember,
at your teahouse on Sumida bank. Do
you know what 0 Chika-san has done with
them?"

"A—ah! so you are after the pictures
aso, young master? SO0 many persons
came to ask after them, and because the
honourable masters wanted to buy them,
0 Chika sold them—almost all of them.”

"So!"

" Yes, sir; maybe there is one left.”

She rose, went to her bureau, and
brought me a roll. We unrolled it to-
gether. Painted upon it was a dilapidated
tramp, sitting in the dust of a highway,
and the threads of his rags were slipping
and flying away from him in the wind, as
if they were thoroughly ashamed of the
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forlorn wretch. He was talking to his
dog. And the dog had a look upon his
face which became better a potentate of an
absolute kingdom listening to the prayers
of a beggar. At the bottom of the roll
were these words, written in the stormy
vigour of a certain pen of which | know
athing or two:

" My Last Picture.'

"It was sent to her just about a month
ago, now," said the old lady.

"When is 0 Chika-san coming home?
| want to buy this picture if | can."

" It's past time now. She may be here
any moment."

Fully two hours' patient waiting. And
in an hour or so after the night had fallen,
she came back—gay as a bird.

When | spoke of the picture, she con-
sented at once to sell it to me for a price
| am ashamed to mention here, and added:

"Isn't it very strange? He was very
nice and sweet to me a long time. Then
one day he came down the road, but when
he was within a hundred feet of me, he
turned round sharply, all of a sudden, and
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went away. | did not call after him; |
never thought of it.  Since then he never
came. He went away without a word.
After about a month—wasn't it, mother?
—he began to send me pretty pictures and
letters which we could not understand; but
our neighbour Shirobei, he read them, and
he said they were very pretty."

" May | ask what were you doing when
he came down the road the last time? "

" Oh, | was with Sadakichi, that young
fellow you saw just a minute ago—he
works in abig Tokio store—well, we were
lying in a clover field near here and laugh-

ing. | did not s him till he was very
close to me."
Hl %.Il

"Are you going aready, young mas-
ter?"
" Yes; good night!"
2
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Vi

Honour, wealth, art-enthusiasm had
been blowing on their big horns to sum-
mon Asada. He did not appear. What
could a fellow like me do? | heard that
0 Chika had married the clerk of the
Tokio store, and they together moved to
Kioto.

As for the genius, we heard nothing
about him. His parents thought that
he was out on his pilgrimage to the art
treasuries of the empire.

VIl

Five years after his disappearance.

The artistic public of Japan had cried
after him, at his loss, but just like a baby
howling after a piece of candy, it ex-
hausted itself in its lamentation, and by-
and-bye became somewhat deepy and
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semed to have dozed off. But there
were a few unfortunate ones who could
not, do what they might, forget him.

On my way home to my native town, |
stopped at the Capital of Flowers, asKioto
is called.

It was in the seeson when Nature be-
comes absolutely wild in her prodigality,
even in that island home of extravagancy
— I mean in mattersof flowers, dreams of
purple haze, of perfumes, of coguettes both
of feathers and dresses.

Onewho isthinking seriously of depart-
ing to eternity ought, by way of prepara-
tion,” spend afew spring seasons at Kioto.
No, time does not seem to exist there, and
indeed, one who wants to be intoxicated
by the saM of vernal sunbeams has no time
to spend in thinking of any such thing as
Time. The whole city decks herself in
honour of the flowers, and you will see
every street of the ancient capital turn
into an avenue filled with a dense popula-
tion in the exaggerated butterfly wings
called the deeves of the Japanese "kimono.

And | abandoned myself completely to
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the voluptuous seductions of the Kioto
spring. | went from one meisho to an-
other. | flirted with every cherry tree that
was a-bloom and left my tribute in classic
couplets penned on a rectangular card,
pendent from their branches.

Colour and perfume; love and sake!

Late in an afternoon | was at the Kiyo-
mizu Temple.

For centuries it had been the rendezvous
of pious pilgrims, and the pilgrims of art,
of philosophers, poets, and especialy of
lovers. The temple is built on the waist
of ahill. One of its verandas looks down
into a court many hundred feet below.
They called the veranda "the Lover's
Leap," because ever since the temple stood
there came to it lovers who were unhappy
in this world, and, true to their religious
convictions, they took their leap from that
veranda into eternity to enjoy in the realm
beyond the bliss of love which thislife de-
nied them. They sy, and | do believe
them, that if the bodies of all the fair girls
who have thrown themselves down from
the veranda could be gathered in a heap,
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they would more than fill the chasm. But
the reason why the people had not closed
the veranda or shunned it altogether was
because there was something there that
would more than erase all the unpleasant
associations.  And if you were there with
me on that evening, watching the twilight
come home flying on her purple wings to
perch upon the cherry trees, and could
hear the far-away melody of the unseen
belfries as it tumbled into the valley over,
the heads of pines, asif it were the lullaby
to put the twilight to deep, then you
would not hesitate to agree with me. Upon
my word, it deserves an ode, ahymn. But
in that divinely enticing languor, such a
task as composition is hardly thought of—
at least by such an idle hand as mine, and
| sighed my compliments and appreciation
of that lyric of aview.

" Jumped? "
"Who?"

"Where?"
"When?"

" Where is he now? "
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There was a great confusion. And the
people rushed from all quarters to the
other end of the veranda. It seems that
even while | was admiring the evening
fading on the pink veil of cherries, there
was a man on the other end of the veranda
around a corner who thought, for some
reason or other, that life was too distaste-
ful to him.

" He was a crazy young fellow," | heard
a voice say; "l have seen him hanging
about the place for some time. Love?
Oh, no! Theideais absurd. He wasin
miserable rags, and | know he must have
starved a long while. No love affair in
his caze at least!"

The following morning | took up a
newspaper. A glance at it—and it fell
from my hands.

On the first page in large letters:

"The Discovery of the Long Lost
Painter!

"Asada—a mangled heap under the
Cherry Cloud of the Kiyomizu Temple!"

Andthe whole page was devoted to him.
It told what a transcendent genius he was,
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how the volcanic zeal for his art had been
too much for his frail body, how he had
lost his mind; and it commented exhaust-
ively on the relation between genius and
insanity.

The art-loving people of Kioto buried
him with all the expressions of their ten-
der respects. Over where he rests is a
marble shaft with some fine sentences cut
into its sheen. Once he had cried for
bread, and now they gave him stone—for
such isthe way of the world.

As | watered the last resting-place of
my comrade with a dewdrop straight
from my heart, my thought wandered back
to the avenue of cherry cloud of Sumida,
to the tea-house and—to her. | knew she
was somewhere in the city of Kioto, and
could not refrain from the idea that the
very marble with his name cut deep into
its snowy light would move at the sound
of her voice.

With the help of a register and the
police it was not difficult to find her. |
recognised her at the first glance. She
had grown very much stouter; her mar-
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riage with the clerk, her kitchen work, and
the long afternoons at her washtubs agreed
with her perfectly. She gazed at me a
while, ransacking the bag of her memory.
At last she recognised me. With both of
her plump bare arms in the air, and her
eyes merry and round with satisfaction at
recalling a face of so long ago, she cried:

" A—ah, young master, | know you!—I
know you!"

| was shocked. But | had the fool-
hardy persistence to stick to my plan.

"Your friend Asad¢—do you remem-
ber him? He died yesterday in this
city——"

"He did! Is that 9?7 Ha, ha ha
Well, I'm sorry . . . he was such a
funny man, wasn't he, though?"



Sangatsu  Sakurano  Sakuji-
bun






Sangatsu Sakurano Sakuji-
bun*

A Japanese Love Story

Thebeginning of it all was on adream of
afete day of the sangatsu sakurano saku-
jilun.  That, as you know, is aso the sea
son when some other kind of flowers open.
And it came to pass in the dovetail work
of Providence, there by the shrine of Uji-
gami, that they met for the first time,
Hosoi Shizuma and Y one.

They were as young as the year. But
those were the days—now so old—when
the hearts of people flowered, like mumtf,

* The third month when the cherry blossoms
blow.
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very early in the year. There was one
thing which was not very kindly to them;
for that was the time when the chonin
(man-of-market) was classed, in the con-
tempt of the public, just above the eta
(the pariah); and wealth did not serve, as
it does to-day, for the men of lower birth
and humbler intellect as their balloon.

An old adage in Japan: "Mind and
money do not go together!"”

And Yonf—for Fate is ever jealous of
the fair—was a daughter of a chonin.

And Hosoi was a samurai.

And Love—why, he has no cagte at all.

And that is just where the trouble came.

At home, when they were back from the
fgte, Yone's father said to her mother:

"What a handsome man-of-hue he is
getting to be—the young master of Hosoi,
| mean. Almost as fine a fellow as your
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husband was when you married him,
wife?"

"Hum!"

A pause—then she said:

"It's just that way with that blood-
stained family of Hosoi. Their finelooks
are not deeper than their skin, and you
would say that they are Buddhas.

But don't talk to me! Ghouls, demons,
that's what they are, | tell you! "

In order to understand her, you ought
to know one or two things. About two
generations before this—when samurai
used to call their swords " souls"—Y on6's
grandfather on her mother's side, touched
the sword of Hosoi's ancestor. The samu-
rai saw that it was intentional. Now, a
touch of a chonin was thought to be the
worst stain on the purity of a samurai's
sword. The samurai was, perhaps, the
most sensitive being under the sky, and he
could no more stand the stain of that type
on his sword than a high-spirited woman
theloss of her virtue. Theresult was that
the sword of Hosoi's forefather was washed
in blood at once, on the very spot.
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They talked some more, the parents of
Y one.
Y one listened.

" An impossible case! " mused Hosoi in
his study.

" Impossible?"  Love hasno such word
in his vocabulary: so he danced in Hosoi's
eyes and just laughed at him.

Asfor Yone, she prayed Musubino-Kami
in particular, and all the other eight mil-
lion gods in general. And why should
not all the gods and Buddhas help her?
To be sure, it was no small thing that she
was asking of the divine. Let a man
jump over—in those days, | mean—the
wall between the samurai class and chonin!
If he succeeds, then let him try next to
leap over the moon; and | am sure that he
will find the latter the easier of the two.
But Yone thought—very properly,' too—
that the gods and Buddhas were made for
that sort of thing.



TALES OF JAPAN 31

When, therefore, her faith in the omnip-
otence of the deities was thoroughly es
tablished in her heart, and the doubt as to
the success of her love affair was a mere
cloud of yesterday, there came a pair of
large tears into her eyes bright and pure
as her hope; and a star stealing through
the fissure of the amado fell into them and
turned them into wedding jewels.

The night was far advanced.

Through her tears looking at the star—
she was sure it was her guardian star—
she smiled, on her lonely bed. OH, never
in all her days had she been so lonely as
on that night. She fell adeep. In her
dreams, however, she was not alone.

[V

Scarce four months later. By the sea

" | can but worship you from afar.”

"Hush, Yon6! My lotus-faced girl is
as pure and white and noble as Fuji-yama.
A Buddha should worship her, since she
is too good for the adorations of mortals.”
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" Oh, no! | dare not ask for too much.
Let me s you now and then—I won't
come too close to you. For, do you know,
whenever you smile on me as sweetly as
you are doing now, | am afraid that the
gods will punish me for being too happy."

" What nonsense!"

The twilight was falling upon them,
and the moon was weaving a curtain of
silver muslin with the sea fog.

v

" Something the matter with her; Fm
dead certain of that!" said the tradesman's
worthy wife in one of her prophetic
moments.

" But what colour do you make out your
fox to be, wife?"

" Love foolishness, my dear!"

"Well, HI be "

It was very plain to see, and no wonder!
She could not hide anything, the blushing
neophyte!  She made eyes at the flowers
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in the garden, without knowingit; and a
note of anightingal e made her quiver.

There was a terrible confusion in the
tradesman's house one night. A fire broke
out not very far from it. The mother
sought her daughter in her room. There
was something there that made the mother
forget the fire.

The bed was spread on the soft matted
floor, to be sure, but it was empty as a
cicada’s shell.

Sometimeafterward:

" Daughter, my daughter, where in the
world have you been? Y ou!" cried her
mother, when suddenly she came upon
Yonein adense cloud of smoke, some dis-
tance from the burning house. Yon6
stammered out that she had fled at the
very first alarm of fire. In her excitement
she had forgot to arouse the house before
dhe left it.

Aye! But there was too little sign of
disorder in her toilet and dress. But a
woman!—has she ever forgot her appear*
ance under any circumstances?

3
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Vi

Y one' shrieked.

But what really happened to her was
that she fell into her mother's arms, that
wasall—nothing soterribleinthat, surely!
But the time and the place justified her
hysteria.

It was after midnight, and she was
climbing half way up the bamboo fence
near the back door of her house.

Her parents could get nothing out of
Yone. Oh, they punished her, coaxed her,
threatened her, and all that—invain.

To the great surprise of Yone', her par-
ents allowed her full freedom. There is
something ticklish in that sort of liberty
—that is to say, to those who are world-
wise. And Yone, simple as she was, did
feel rather uncomfortable. But what
could she do ? Youth, poetry, passion
were her masters, and they are the great-
est cynics on earth, who laugh at all
precautions.
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" What must he be thinking of me—of
my absence?' was her thought, her only
thought, night and day.

VIl

"Doubted? Oh, no! How could I,
and live?"

" Oh, my poor, poor lord! Your pain
was cruel, so cruel, | know! "

"But what a paradise after the tor-
ment! "

The voices were quick, passionate;
nevertheless, they were those of devotees
who worshipped. One might have said
that the lovers but articulated the wild
music of their heart-throbs. That was the
only thing which Yone"s father, who
played a spy on his daughter, could catch
distinctly that night. The rest was the
sweet wedding of murmurs, like a concert
of sighs.

On his way home, Hosoi did not know
that he had an escort. The young samu-
rai, masked, disappeared through a wicket.
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His escort remained out in the night.
There where he stood, ten thousand shad-
ows of the universe tumbled down in a
heap about him. He outraged the so-
lemnity, which was neither of man nor of
things, with hisantics. His gestures were
monstrous. As for his facial expressions,
they were far more hideous, as ugly as the
ugliest children of imagination, because
one could not s them, and had to guess
at them.

When you remember what Hosoi's an-
cestor had done to that of hiswife, do you
wonder that the poor man-of-market lost
his head when he found that his daughter's
lover was a Hosoi ?

VI

One corner of the dozo (athick-walled
godown) of the chonin, on the following
day, was turned into a Spanish cloister of
the sunless days of the Inquisition.

Yone's arms were fastened at her back;
and the stout hemp rope had no heart. It
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was flung across the horizontal beam over
her head, and its free end was wound about
acylindrical roller turned by acrank.

"Consent, will you?" shrieked her
mother, savage as a tigress.

At the obstinate silence of her daughter,
she turned the crank. The girl was sus
pended in the air, her toes barely touching
the earthen floor. The entire weight of
her body, therefore, was on her twisted
arms. Oh, they billowed, twitched, and
twisted in the paroxysm of pain, those ex-
quisite lily arms of hers! There were no
tears in her eyes, into which blood rushed
in tongues of fire. There is something of
a martyr in every woman. Yone' had a
great deal of it. Her black hair fell in a
huge, unconfined mass, full of light, upon
her snow-pale face. One might have said
that heaven's penman had spilt some ink
on the pale book of death.

Not quite eighteen, with the features
which looked like the composite photo-
graph of poet's dreams—in short, nature's
aristocrat | Many (and surely Hosoi was
one of them) who had seen this refined
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bloom on the coarse stalk of a tradesman's
family, had felt as if they had found a
chaste lily where they had looked for
a tadpole.

It is true that time and again faint
groans ecaped her as the rope tightened;
her features twisted also. But her stoi-
cism was Buddha-like.

"You filthy beast, you! Will you con-
sent—yes or no? " cried her mother, more
furiousthan ever. " Will you—yesor no?
Answer! Why don't you answer me?
Y ou unclean thing!"

The crank turned with a fearful sound,
like that of the smashing of bones.

The plan which Yone"s mother pro-
posed, and for the execution of which she
demanded the girl's consent, was this:

Yone' should keep the appointment on
that very night; allure her lover to the
very verge of the cliff where there was a
stool-like rock, and, in the midst of her
love-making, step behind him and lean on
his shoulders—a common attitude with
the Japanese lovers—and then suddenly
push him violently down into the abyss.
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All of asudden, the girl who had been
so stoical and stone-like, gave way.

She consented.

On the following conditions:

That she should be allowed to leave her
lover on the verge of the precipice or make
him walk to it himself; and that her
mother, instead of herself, should push
the young man over.

It was her mother, she argued, who
should take revenge on the offspring of
the murderer of her grandsire. Was it
not cruel enough punishment for Yone to
witness the fearful death of her lover?

It was agreed that Yone should make
her lover walk to the edge of the rock
under the pretext of spying a boat, and
then her mother should step out softly
from her hiding place in alittle cove close
to the verge and dash him down the chasm.
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IX

The moon was red, and, like aripe fruit,
was falling into the silver plate of the sea
Hosoi watched it from the shore, by the
cove. He was dreaming sweetly, just like
the moonlit sea at his feet; but his feelings
were full of strange, restless thrills, just
like the sea

He did not wait there very long that
night.

" Ari moshi!" with which Yone' threw
herself at his feet and clung to his deeves.

No passionate embraces were exchanged
—for the hand of cultureisvery strongin
Japan—even upon the fever heat of love.

" Listen, Yone'; to-morrow at the usual
hour . . . willthatsuityou? | have
arranged everything with my old nurse.
We will be married at her house.”

" Oh, but—"

"Now, Yone, you have promised me
never to use that expression.”
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"But what will become of you—you,
a samurai, and marry a daughter of a
chonint  Think of the anger of your
father; your mother would die of tears!"

" Oh, you have been telling me that for
these three months!”

Of course Hosoi was immovable.

The plan which he proposed, and which
at last, after many long protests, she
accepted, was this:

They would be married the following
night. And then, immediately after the
ceremony, they would leave the town and
find a little cozy corner in a mountain
village far away—what a dream of a
happy cottage home that would be for
them!

"I will gather all the wild flowers you
want, Yone. Ah! how | will enjoy
chopping wood for our own hearth!"
laughed Hosoi.

Their future, to him, was a perfect
pastoral.

Then the girl sobbed.

Had Hosoi known how heroically she
had forced back those sobs He could
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hardly believe his own ears. He took the
drooping face of the girl in his hands.

"What, tears!"

But he could not imagine the cause of
it, unhappy Hosoi.

Silencing his questions, Yone' said to
him:

"This is our last night at this dear
place, our tryst. And then, too, | am too
happy. | can't contain myself. You se
| have resisted my weakness for some time.
| could not stand the idea that | was to
degrade you. But | feel that | can resist
it no longer—forgive me, will you not? |
am ready to do a very great penance for
this. Oh, | am too happy: too much bliss
gives me tears!”

And Hosoi, asis so often the case with
lovers—supreme egoists that they arel—
allowed himself to be deceived.

" Let us have the sweetest time here to-
night, for we may not come back to this
place again. Come!" she said, and
through the dusk looked up to his face.

Andthe starsfell into her tears.

" Will you do me one sweet deed?’
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" What is that, Yone'?"

" Call me your own wife—just once."

"My wife? Why, my darlikg, precious
wifel My own! "

" That is the sweetest thing | have ever
heard!" she murmured softly, dreamily,
as if to herself. Some more tears came
into her eyes.

The hours—so sweet for Hosoi; very sad
for Yone'—flew like wings.

"Will you condescend to do me another
favour to-night? "

" If you but speak, Yone, you may be
sure that your lover hears a command of
a queen."

"Condescend, then, to lend me your
sword, Hosoi-san—just one of them."

" My sword? What do you mean, Y one'?
My sword?"

"Yes, your haori (over garment) and
mask also."

" Why, of course!  But tell mefirst, will
you not, what use you may find for them?
Forgive me for saying so, but there is
something strange in your ways to-night.
| can't help but noticeit."
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She laughed a merry little laugh—that
was her only reply. One may sy of it,
" What a superhuman heroism! "  But
really that is no word for it. And yet,
you hear a man sy that woman is a
coward.

After a little while, seeing that her
lover was not quite satisfied, she reassured
him:

" Oh, nothing—nothing specialy! "
with that brave mastery over herself which
duped Hosoi completely. " You s the
moon has gone and the roads are dark to-
night. If one should se that | am a
samurai, | certainly would be safer, don't
you think?"

" Allow me to accompany you then."

" Oh, no! If ever we were to be found
together!"

"But !

" Ah! kochino hito, did you not swear on
that very sword of yours that you would
never deny anything to me? And now, at
the very first thing | have ever asked of
you——"

For a samurai to part with his sword,
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that certainly was an extraordinary thing.
But was he not ready to die for her any
time, and just to satisfy her whims even?
And, after all, is Love ever so happy as
when he is called upon to do some heroic
sacrifice?

He consented.

Then she urged him to return ahead of
her that night. She wanted to pray to
the god of the sea by herself, after he was
gone. Al appeared reasonable to Hosoi.

Then thefarewell.

Her eyes, half closing in transport, as if
she were for an instant peeping into
heaven, in spite of the bitter tears which
moistened them; and that smile of hers
that stole over her face—the face which
was feeling the last caress of Hosoi's eyes
on this earth.

They say that an atom of pleasure
snatched from the very chaos of pain, like
a drop of cold water on the lips of the
burning, is the most exquisite. And the
most exquisite pleasure was hers, poor girl!

As for Hosoi, who was as utterly igno-
rant of the situation astherock by hisside,
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he laughed inwardly at the stupidity of the
Chinese emperor who had hunted pleasure
through the forest of flesh, over the lake
of wine, and through the scented boudoirs
of three thousand women.

" Augustly return home, safely!" said
the girl.

The young man hesitated a moment,
without knowing just why. Yone' was at
his feet onee more.

There was something in the expression
of the girl which was more than enough
to make the reputation of the most am-
bitious artist.

X

The ghost-like sea fog dropped a cur-
tain between them.

She confined her huge mass of hair into
his mask, and donned his haori. She
threw away her enormous obi (girdle) and
gathered her dress with her under sash.
Shethrustinto thisthe sword—to diewith
the " soul™ of her beloved at her side! It
gave her colourless lips their last smile.
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Then she rose.

But she fell again upon the sands where
her lover had sat, and caressed the spot.
And, as if she were struck with a bright
idea all of a sudden, she took off the mask
and let down her hair and gathered it with
her left hand over her nape. Then she
unsheathed the sword with her right and
drew the razor-like sheen through the dark
mass, like a nun shaving her head when
she renounces the world.  She dug alittle
grave in the sandy spot which she had
caressed with her bosom.  In it she buried
her hair.

Freely, this time, for there was none by
her side from whom she should conceal her
emotions, she watered the grave with her
silent tears. In order that, perhaps, the
sad which she had buried might spring
up, flower, and bear fruit in a kinder day
—in the garden of her lover's memory
land.

Failing to find her at his nurse's house,
Yone' was sure that Hosoi would come
there the very next night—and——"  If
he would wait for me in vain, and in my
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stead find my hair; if he would hear in the
tiding of winds of my death (she thought)?
If he would come to me to join me, woulS
| not welcome him, oh, with what out-
bursts of joy! And will I not make him
happy in that shadow-entangling world,
asin this?"

Nevertheless, with that transcendental
logic of women:

"May he live long and happily," was
her last prayer.

Again she wept over that sacred spot
wherein she had buried the glory of her
youth.

She covered her head in the mask
again and wandered out of the cove, al-
most lifeless, all in adream. She climbed
the steep slant of the rocky ledge stoop-
iagly, with her hand on the hilt of the
sword, so that the end of the scabbard
might protrude from under the over
garment and attract her mother's atten-
tion.

As soon a6 she reached the top of the
ledge she made as long strides as she
could. Happily, her height was not much
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lower than her lover's, and the stool-
shaped rock was within a few paces. She
sunk down upon it. She stared into the
abyss below.

A moment.

And she was knocked from behind with
such violence that she was robbed of her
breath.

She heard the blood-curdling shriek
above her head:

" My family's foe; my daughter's temp-
ter! »

How completely was the mother re-
venged!—on the verge of the cliff, smiling
hideously over the abysmal grave of that
shameless wretch, Hosoi Shizuma—as she
thought.

Before the echoes of her voice woke
from the rocky walls there came to her,
mingled with the thunders of the waves
storming the reefs below, accompanied
with the groans, laughters, and melodies of
the mysterious, a voice—a human voice—
a woman's voice!

It said: " Farewell, mother!—Fare-
welll "

4
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Her own daughter's voice!

She reeled.

Burning from the lire of her emotion
and freezing from the ice of dread, amost
at the same time; there she was, the
mother! What an awful pendulum,
swinging over the verge of insanity with
heaven and earth in huge eruption before
her eyed

All at once a sweet, strange thought
came to the stricken mother—as it does
so oftento a person in a spout of emotional
excitement.

The demon of the cliff was playing a
trick on her! So she turned to the cove,
where she was sure that her daughter
was weeping over the sad fate of her
lover.

She called: "Yone'! Oh, Yone'-ya,
Yone-ya, Yone'!"

From dim corners somewhere came back
to her the reply:

"Yone'-yal Oh, Yone'-ya—ya! Yone'l
Y one—ne—ne!"

Echoes mocked her.

Suddenly her arms shot up, and as sud-
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denly they came to a halt in mid air.
Then not only her arms, but her whole
body sunk as in a process of putrefaction.

Once more—cruel things, these resur-
rections with the certainty of death at the
end of them!

She flew down the steep slant into the
sheltered cove—but an hour ago Love's
sweetest bower!

"My daughter must have fainted
there,” she thought.

She forgot her atrocious act at the verge
of the cliff, and with it the sweetness of
revenge, tasted but for the fraction of a
second, and that tragic cry, "Farewell,
mother!"—she forgot all, the hapless
woman.

She was there in the empty cove; felt
every corner and nook of it with her out-
stretched arms, like a miser after a lost
coinin alightless closet.

And when, at last, the recollection of
what she had done, seen, heard, there by
the cliff, rushed back into her head——

She was found sensdess and was taken



52 |ROKA: TALES OF JAPAN

home. She was restored, but neither to
her home nor to the world, but to the
bosom of the Buddhist temple and to the
hell of remorse,



A Samura Girl






A Samura Girl

She is not a rose of May now—that is
very certain. She was, ten years ago, its
envy—this, | swear, isaso very true.

From the servant quarters, aremark like
the following used to reach me rather too
often:

" Domo, dreadfully evil of looks! "

I knew of whom they were talking, and
the reason why | did not burn the whole
race of the evil-tongued maids off the face
of the globe was simply because she did

NOTE.—A " samurai,” it may be per mitted to ex-
plain, isa member of the highest of the four cades
that existed in feudal timesin Japan. He was per-
mitted to wear two swords The membership of
this haughty and aristocratic dasswas based on
heredity or some digtinguished military glory.
They never laboured, and found their pleasure in
fencing and military practices The cagelines
are now abolished legally, but the samurai natu-
rally cling to their traditionswith pride.
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not wish it. However, her neighbours—
and some of those who call themselves the
friends of the family—would hesitate but
very little to give you information of a
very much darker hue about her.

For example:

" Crooked of nature—obstinate as a
chestnut burr—in short, a ahe-oni!"

" She can't marry now, but why didn't
she ? What a sacrilege to have trifled with
the devotions of so many noble hearts as
ghe did! No wonder she is ugly now—
the punishment of the gods! "

" | wonder if she thinks herself still too
good for aprince, poor girl!™"

This last wes often said by the kinder
hearted of her friends.

As a matter of fact a prince did ask for
her hand.

And, although she did not know it (per-
haps she might have suspected), it was she
—not a 12.2 centimetre shell from a Chi-
nese cannon—who sent him seeking a sad
requiem in the sighs of the seaweeds at
thebottom of the Wei-hai-wei Bay.

My sister—for the subject of the sketch
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is no other than she—ever impressed me as
a singular person. We lived in a house,
strange to the eyes of the time, an old-
style mansion, out of which some three
generations had passed with no promise
of ever returning to it; a mansion heavy
with the odour of Feudalism (now gone,
leaving behind it, like aforgiving lover,
all its heroism and poetry), and such a
one that when one stands before it, he is
tempted to say: " Here, now, | have found
the graveyard of History! " And my ss
ter seemed to be the genius of the mauso-
leum of the past. We saw our sister very
rarely in those days. |, for one, did not
know where she was keeping herself or
what occupied her hours. When she did
come to us, she seemed as silent and as
far away as the quaint architecture of
that samurai mansion.

The paace of Kameyama is empty now,
for the prince had left it a quarter of a
century ago for Tokio. On the wall of
the alcove of the throne room, there is a
kakemono. On it you can se an orchid
in bloom, clinging to a rocky precipice
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over a dark ayss—a piece of needle-
work.

This orchid bloom, like an unexpected
touch of an angel, or a sudden burst of
your dead mother's memory, or any other
sacred thing, never seems to fail to send a
thrill through you whenever you look at
it. One evening | was standing on the
beach of Kobe and saw an arm of a girl
quiver in the gloaming, as she stretched
it after her lover, who was just going to
sail to Hawaii. The artless grace which
passion gave to that arm made me think
of the orchid bloom from my sister's
needle. A look, even a careless look, will
be enough to tell you that the bloom is
Stretching out its head for something—
for sunshine, perhaps; for something else,
more likely.

Every one who saw the work took careto
ask the name of the artist. And they re-
membered it after they had forgotten some
of the names of their personal friends.

Y ou know the time was in Japan—now
it is all gone—when a commercial spirit
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in any form whatever was looked upon as
degrading. The samurai would have died
first before he would do anything for pay;
everything he did came straight out of
his heart or from some sense of duty. He
who sold hisart work, whether it be of pen,
brush, chisel, or needle, was thought crim-
inal, and nothingwas so galling to the sen-
sitive nature of an artist as the traffic in
the fruits of the garden of his #rt-dreams.

There were thousands of men who
bought and sold in those days, but they
were merchants; and they were classed, in
the contempt of public esteem, just above
the eta at the very bottom of our socia
ladder.

There was a suit of armour in our fam-
ily. Init, three centuries ago, one of our
ancestors persuaded History to print his
name. That, therefore, was the greatest
treasure of our house. Too sacred for
exhibition, like the gods in the shrines,
we were allowed to look only at the out-
side of the chest which contained it.

The yoroibit&u, or the armour chest,
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used to stand on a tohonoma, and, as the
years came and went, we were taught to
pay our worshipful respect to it on the
new year's day.

In my youthful days, when | used to
have new wine instead of blood in my
veins, the desire of my heart wasto have a
peep at the armour which wasin the chest.

One morning | missed the chest from
the tdkonoma. Where could it have pos-
sibly gone? When | found it standingin
acorner of my sister'sroom, | said to her:

"Our ancestor's armour, is it in that
chest, sister?"

" Oh, yes!"

" Condescend to show it to me."

"Thekey islost."

Andthat wasall she said.

She was the eldest sister, and beside her
| had two more. They were all married
and happy, looking into the heaven-made
photographs of their own youth in the
facesof their children.

She used to correct my poems, this eld-
est sister of mine. And one moonlight
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night, when | was thinking a thing or two
which | do not care to make public, and as
| could not tempt deep inside the curtain
of my closed eyelids, | went to my ink-
stone. With the black-traced fancy of
mine, | rushed into my sister's room to
surprise her. | did surprise her with a
vengeance.

She started, wild-eyed, fawnlike. And
crash! down came the lid of the armour
chest.

" S0, you found the key! "

Shedid not answer.

A few days later she took to her bed.
She became very ill. The physicians gave
her up.  One night, when | was sitting up
with her, she asked me:

"Am | dying? What say the physi-
cians? "

| told her an untruth, as a matter of
course.  She smiled and said to me, in a
tone that sounded as if she were very sorry
forme:

"Oh, | well know , . . to death
fated!"

Then she fixed her eyes upon me—Iight-
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less, tired, faded now, but which (as any
of her idolaters of a happier yesterday of
her bloom could have testified) used to in-
voke the gods, make toys of human souls;
the eyes which could apotheosize or cru-
cify aman at will. Then slowly turning
her gaze toward the armour chest, she said:

" Brother, the chest is open.”

As | rose to examine the contents of the
chest, after that permission from her, she
buried her face in the futon of her bed.

Happily—or unhappily, | don't know
which—she did not die. But the contents
of the armour chest | had seen already.
She could not wash my memory clean of
the impressions which they had made.

Nothing very extraordinary, the con-
tents of the chest.

A pile of papers, that was all. They
were a heap of receipts from a Kioto
merchant, a dealer in embroidered goods.
| glanced at them one by one—carefully
—as if | were looking over my death sen-
tence which was indistinctly written. At
the very bottom of the pile | came to one.
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It was areceipt for a suit of armour, and
for the first time | saw where the ancient
treasure of the family had gone.

Then it was true . . . | stared at
nothing in particular, meaning to stare at
thegods . . . Wasittrue, then, that
in order that she might hold for a while,
at least, our family from thejaws of starva-
tion and poverty, in order that she might
at least marry her younger sisters happily;
in order that gossip may not grow fat on
our family name; she, martyr-like
Oh, ye gods!

So then the chest was not the shrine of
the ancient glory, but was the grave of her
beauty, her youth, her happy days!

When | turned to her, blood shooting
into my eyes in tongues of fire, she said

faintly:
"I am going . . . and hereafter,
you! . . . Brother, do you under-
stand ?"

| understood. But why did she not tell
me of it before?

Shetold me, as| have said, that the key
to the yoroibitsu was lost.
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And I, who looked at the ravage which
overwork wrought on her gentle frame; |,
who could s what it had robbed her of,
my once beautiful sger; have | not a
ground to wonder if it were the key of life
—not of the amour ches—that e
meant?



A Japanese Garden






A Japanese Garden

Iriaino Kane—from a bell tower—sent
a shower of silver melody across the even-
tide. Dusk flew out of the skirts of the
weeping willows. The mist-veiled cedar
groves, the bamboo back doors of the
shoya's (burgomaster's) house, and the
love dream of cherry blossoms were alto-
gether enough to make the figures of a
mathematician spell out a poem.

Cottages with thatched caps had more
kinf oiks at Kameyamathan any other type
of architecture. But this story is con-
cerned with just one of them. Age and
rain had made quite an impression on the
wheat-straw roof of the cottage, but mosses
patched it over with velvet. The pillars
were very far from being steady, but the
worms must have thought it quite fashion-
able to make their summer homes therein*
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A thread of pae thin smoke—a stream of
curled pathos—issued from its sgquare
opening, at once a chimney and a window.
One side of the cottage was screened off
with shoji. Age had painted it, so that
Imagination could come along and colour
it with either a ruddy claret or an ashy
coffee tint as she might choose; and some-
thing over and above mere age seemed to
have treated it with a certain unkindness
and made it yawn at places. " Earsinthe
wall," isan old Japanese saying. The pro-
verb might have added, " A shoji is many
mouthed.” From those mouths a voice
stole out. It was rather sweet, not lack-
ing in the persuasive ring—a gift of a
short yet uneventful life, let us say. The
voicesaid:

"Don't! Dearest, don't look that way.
Don't you s how happy | an? "

And what sceptic could doubt that smile
of hers?

"What's the matter, dear? Look
straightatme. . . . Nowtell me, hus-
band, what makes you think that | care
anything about my old home, mother, or
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the pretty things? Look here, dearest”
(he who peeped into the miserable room
just then could have seen a dear tableau),
" haven't | got you? Poor? Nonsense!"

And the smile with which she punctu-
ated her sentencel Upon such, a man
looks, and farewell freedom!—a dave
straightway and forever more.

"lamacursed fool," said the man, and
followed it with something far stronger.
He was silent up to that time, and his eyes
werefixed on—why, all sinnerslook inthe
same direction, you understand.

A silence.

" But | can't understand it," he went
on.

Beneath his crossed arms his breast rose
and fell; not to calm music, however. The
keen intensity of his gaze was piercing,
and none would hesitate to say that it
could penetrate through miles of night.
But where or what was he looking at—
could any one say?

Then he told his wife his life-story—not
the first time, of course—how he had
dreamed of an ideal garden; how he had
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been trained since ten years of age, under
Shyungaku, Kosetsu, Meisei, and others;
how he had learned to dwarf trees and
" hang hypocrisy over baby cascades" (as
he caled it); how he had fled into the
mountain because he was tired of such
tricks; how he had met a hermit there;
and how the prophet of the mountain had
wedded him to Nature. Then he, with a
deal of emphasis, told her how he had met
"her by the cascade over the Kasuga shrine;
how she had caused him to fall and break
the vow which he had made to the hermit
never to love aught but Nature; how he
was proud of his fall—as all the foolish
would have said. He concluded:

" The garden is idealised here, within
me—the rocks, streams, plants, and site;
and it shall be realised. Look here, wife,
as long as genius hides in this breast and
my heart is not ashes, the day must come—
yes, it must. On that day my ancestors
may smile on me. And my posterity may
bless me for fortune and a name."

The woman listened to this discourse,
ind looked in much the same way as flow-
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ers do when the sun isjovial and the morn-
ing sky a great big open smile. Then she
turned her beaming face full upon Kojiro.
"And if you succeed, will you forsake
me?" she said. Taking her in his arms,
he said," What, forsakethiswitch? That
can never be."

The slow undulations of a distant bell
went around the low eaves of the cottage,
and the deepy moon reposed quietly on
the graceful branch of the kikyo tree in
the yard.

Kojiro came home in the evening, as
was his wont, threw out a handful of cop-
per coins, and said that that was all he
could make that day, and, " Here goes an-
other day!" Hislittle wife caressed him
tenderly and encouraged him. But, poor
thing! she herself had enough to do to dry
her own tears. Surely they were at the
very bottom of misfortune. Why does not
the waned moon wax? But the fact is,
Fortune is seldom hitched to the heel of
catastrophe. She is a little too proud,
moreover, to sell her smiles to court Sor-
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row. Kojiro sa down like a millstone.
Heaven help him! his heart was heavy.
He did not care a whit for himself—
six years of hermit life had served him
well—but for that delicate bud, his
wifel

Osono sat at the opposite side of the
hibachi from her husband. The wreaths
of steam rose from the kettle—the only
light-hearted thing in the whole room.
Osono watched them. "How well they
caricature our poverty—coming out and
vanishing away," thought she. Kojiro
was a stone image all the while; solemn—
and everybody knows nothing is so much
out of place as solemnity in a rural cot-
tage.

Over across the green meadow they saw
the elder of the village, the venerable
shoya, coming. The snow of sixty winters
weighed his frame and made a walking
picture of humility out of him. Hishands
were clasped behind him, and he was
guided and followed, almost at the same
time, by his fat, white dog. Osono saw
him coming, rose from her seat with aac-
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rity, and covered the simple supper with
what seemed like a piece of linen. She
went to the closet, took out a cushion, and,
spreading it on the floor, awaited the ap-
proaching elder with the best holiday
apparel at her command—her sunniest
smiles. After the tremendous showers of
polite Japanese bows, " hais" and " heis,"
the shoya stated in his official manner the
mission that brought him there, and, after
exchanging compliments in the most ex-
travagant style, according to the fashion
of the day, left the house with a slight
frown upon his wrinkled brow, followed
by his faithful dog. The wife raised her
eyeswithatremour on her lips. Her gaze
met that of her husband.

"l can't understand this," said he,
quietly.

The following morning the sun found
the gardener dressed in his cleanest gar-
ments. Theshoya camefor him, and they
started together toward the capital of the
empire.

That which the shoya brought to their
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humble house the day before was a sum-
mons from the Lord Chancellor of the
palace.

Fifty miles of rocks, dust, and moun-
tain! At best a serious undertaking in
those days, and what was left of Kojiro
came, as the twilight was feeling her way,
staggering back tipsy-fashion, under pines
and cedars.  Fatigued and somewhat pale,
Osono was prepared for all this, but there
was something more in Kojiro's expres-
sion. And when she asked him what sad-
dened him so, Kojiro took out two pack-
ages of gold, and said that they were the
very worms that were gnawing his marrow.
She snatched the packages off the ground
and said: "What do you mean, my dear
husband? What, the money! What a
timely, shower! Does this trouble you?
But, my husband, where did you get it?"

The gardener folded his wife in his
arms. And the tenderness—ah, don't tell
methat manisabrute! Many failingsin
his heart, doubtless, but a big dlice of hea
ven dso. He answered the awe-stricken,



TALES OF JAPAN 75

guestion-pregnant eyes of his pretty young
wife:

"Be patient, Sono, and listen to me.
We reached the palace, and as we pros-
trated ourselves the Lord Chancellor en-
tered, a middle-aged man, kindly of face
and fine-voiced. He asked me if | were
the peerless gardener of the empire by the
name of Kojiro. Fear made me speechless,
and yet somehow | answered that while my
name was indeed Kojiro, | was a mere
plantsman and very far from being any-
thing like a superior gardener, and that it
must have been through a great mistake
that |1 had been thus summoned to the
palace of theMikado. Towhichhekindly
answered that | need not be over-modest;
that his majesty had already learned of my
genius. 'Windsthat blow are not all un-
kindly, my garden-maker/ he said. The
emperor was quite displeased, so he told
me, to find that turnips and radishes
had claimed a genius of such rare order
so long; and that the time of my appear-
ance was ripe, but not too late. The pal-
ace had looked upon an uncompleted gar-
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den on the south side for three genera-
tions. (The resources of three mountains,
plants, from wheresoever they grow; the
force of a thousand select masons and gar-
deners, and the royal treasury are all at
your command. The reward will be ac-
cording to the merit of your work. No
genius ever lacked rank or wealth in the
palace of the emperor. As an immediate
relief, accept these packages with my com-
pliments! *  Then he turned to the shoya
and ordered him to bring me to the palace
on thefirst of the next month. With that
we were dismissed straightway."

Osono's eyes, her lips, her cheeks, they
were &s clear as the bubbles of a sunlit rill.
The little speech of Kojiro was a knell to
him; but to her a gospel. She stormed,
and charmingly; in this, man never can
hope to imitate woman.  To suspend her
over that most awful of chasms, anxiety,
and scare the life out of her in such a
mercilessway—why, cruelty isnoword for
it!  Her peroration was telling; she would
nevermore love him, she said, if he were
to behave as wretchedly as he had done
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again (the use of the threat, let me state
by way of comment, is becoming, since the
day of Kojiro, as common among the Jap-
anese women as human nature), and it left
himasutterly helpless as abutterfly drunk
with the dreams of flowers.

If theflickering pith-wick of the seed-
oil lamp had an ear, thereisno telling how
many secrets it might have heard that
night. With what judicious scrutiny
Osono close questioned Kojiro about the
tear (for an unfortunate drop became over-
emotional and dewed the cheek of Kojiro).
But, poor Kojiro! the way he abused him-
self was sinful.  He cursed his doltishness,
the day of his birth, and many other
thingswithout the slightest show of mercy,
but never to his satisfaction. He begged
his wife's pardon. It was a black lie, so
he confessed; all that he had told her that
night was a cursed falsehood, not a bit of
truth in the whole thing. Oh, of course,
what he had said of thelittle training he
had received was true, but he was a com-
mon plantsman, nothing more. He had
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told her those things just to lighten the
despair-plagued heart of his young wife,
and for no other end. The trouble came,
he frankly admitted, from his extravagant
and seriously criminal laudation of him-
sdlf, and now, asthe matter had gone so far,
he wanted her to do what she pleased with
him. "Wife, for mercy's sake, fly from
me. Leave thiswretched rascal, leave me
and' fly for your life; look here! " (Then
the strong man melted somehow, and
clasped his hands in the attitude of prayer;
his mother had taught him how to do that
when he was two years of age)

And then hiswife's answer!—contradict-
ing everything he had said, assuring him
that Kameyama was not the only place
that the sun shone upon. They could
ecgpe the wrath of the Mikado as easily
as they had that of their parents, if he
had enough daring about him.

Woman, it is said of you that you
came to comfort man; isit to decelve him
aso?

By the time that watchful lamp fainted
in the night, Kojiro was soothed as by
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magic. Happy dreams and glorious visions
hugged him about.

Kioto is the historic capital of old
Japan. For her flowers and fair women
her name is famous, for her poets and
artists also. A quaint lover of the old
sepultured himself in one of the palace
archives, not many years ago. When he
came out he said that he had found a curi-
ous document. Many scholars became in-
terested in that old manuscript. But, as
it happens, this story is more interested in
it than any one of them. "My Life" isthe
title of the volume. The name of the
author is aso traceable with alittle help
of the imagination. It reads "Kojiro."
The record is full of exclamation points
and very few periods. That is because
complete sentences are not many. Here
is a sample page:

" Jduly 2, xiii. of Tempe.

" A violent knock awoke me. ' Osono!"
| cried. | looked around. Osono was
gone and the gold with her. A man
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kicked open the door and came in; it was
the shoya. Only one path was open to me.
| leapt to the ground, seized a kama, and
attempted hara-kiri. In the name of the
state and of his majesty, the shoya ordered
meto stop. My hands were palsied, blood
streamed from my eyes, every particle of
strength forsook me; in that bright morn-
ing all was night with me.

" The shoya exclaimed at the top of his
voice, ' Look, look, look!" Waking from
my stupefaction, | looked, and saw on the
paper shade of the lamp, thinly traced
with charcoal, the handwriting of my
wife, ' Good-by; | take this gold as the
price of all the sufferings you have caused
me since we ran away together/ Thein-
scription was superfluous; | understood all
before | saw it. Sorrow, disgrace, soul-
sickening mortification, death! Ah, how
faint a shadow of the utterable real do
these words caricature! | prayed that |
might die; but there | was, after having
suffered ten thousand deaths already. No
place in which to live, no means to take

my life.



TALES OF JAPAN 81

" | had sinned; 0 heavens, but thy pun-
ishment! Do | justly deserve all this?"

The shoya took charge of Kojiro, im-
prisoned him in his godown, and placed
three strong men at the door. The old
man was not meddlesome by nature; but
he appreciated the situation. Meanwhile
Kojiro sat in the dusk (for the guards had
persuaded the sun to be ashamed of this
wretch of a gardener). He was a perfect
interrogation point. He could not under-
stand. Who was he? An insignificant
plantsman who had spun hislife thread by
stealing the light of day. His wife had
thrown him away and kept her old shoes.
How came it that this man should be s
lected out of so many of his professional
brothers to wear the crown of royal recog-
nition and bleed under the thorn of irony?

" Oh, can't you help me?" he cried,
knocking at hisown breast. But his heart
stood still; then, affrighted, it bounded
with violent throbs. His head ached in
response to that appeal for help. Alas,
and alas! the tears that boiled in his swol-

6
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len eyes helped little to enthrone genius
withinacommon hand. Oh, for that power
that callsforthimmortality out of mortal-
ity, a god out of man! What could be
done? Through whose lips could he send
inhisresignationto thisgracious call from
the sovereign? That body of his, scarce
five feet seven, was there no place in this
wideworldtoputit? Was Osono the rust
that ate up the steel of his manhood? She
was hateful, yes, but far more contempt-
ible than she was he himself. Dark, dark!
But Eemorse felt that it might be made
still darker; so she flooded it with the ink
which some of the angels had used to write
a very black record. And the thought,
"Had | been true to my vows, faithful to
the hermit?" flashed lightning over his
purgatory and left it darker than ever.

"Here it is, my life. Take it, gods!
takeit, Buddhas, and ye ghosts! | flingit
away willingly. No, youdo not acceptit,
thiscursed black pollution! But, oh, pity
me, | cannot die. | cannot pray; you have
all forsaken me. Have | not suffered?
Am | not punished? "
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The groan was dismal; but the tears of
blood which Kemorse strained from him,
and the crimson stream torn with his own
teeth from his lips, painted in a more sin-
ister colour the hell within his soul.

For a couple of hours he was a ghastly
being, lying on the floor without the
slightest sign of life. But life wandered
back. It was dways night in the godown,
so it did not make any difference whether
the day waxed or waned. But just at that
time the sun was dying outside, and crea-
tion was falling adeep on the hill-tops.
Kojiro sat still till the temple bells tolled
out midnight; then it was that a voice
woke many a confidential echo from the
corners of thegodown. Kojirowasthink-
ing in awhisper:

"Trying to murder myself because a
woman deceived me?—and | call myself
aman? Die? Why not die in the effort
of realising the garden? Try—try—try!
My best, that's nothing, | know; the best
a man can do is not much. But—but—
but—if indeed | realise the garden of my
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dreams, no one will think it a garden at
all. It may be monstrous, outrageously
common, in other eyes. No matter.
Surely some chisel must have cut the val-
ley of Katsura gawa, the rocks of Atago
Mountain. True, they do not bear the
names of men. But man! why cannot he
walk in the footsteps of a god? Cannot
the finite ever leap the barrier? At least
| would find this out, yes, before | die! "

Something brought lightning to his
eyes.

With the morning came the shoya. He
unlocked the door and asked Kojiro to
step into the hago standing ready outside.
They started, and at the end of their jour-
ney the gates of Nara palace stood open-
armed.

One thousand picked workmen, when
they form a single machine controlled by
a single brain, work out a wonder. Ko-
jiro gathered many unnamable things.
" Great heavens!" was all the shoya could
say when he inspected them, and the Lord
Chancellor's "Kore wa shitari!" meant
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the same thing. This done, the gardener
walled up the site so that no eyes could
peep in or look over; and as for the birds,
they tell no secrets. The thousand men
worked for about two months; then seven
hundred and twenty-three of the number
came out. "No one knew why. And the
only thing they said was that they could
not take a certain oath. At the end of an-
other month a hundred and fifty-one more
men were gjected. Fifty-three men be-
sides Kojiro remained within the wall at
the close of the year.

The summer passed; the autumn grew
ruddy with ripe fruits, and dropped them.
And every morning the chorus of many
voices rose and echoed back and forth
among the stars nickering in the light of
dawn. Winter froze the playful graces of
the rills; her successor pitched her tent of
purple mists in the melting shades of
mountain woods and along the laughing
meadow streams; summer taught her
winged tribe the music not altogether of
earth; the moon hung pensive in the au-
tumnal skies; and all these blended in one
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eircle, exemplifying Time's relation to its
mother, Eternity; and yet no thoughtful
bee ever freighted its wings with the least
bit of news from within the walls of the
industrial hermitage. The sky, too, was
very faithful, and no mirage ever loomed
up to satisfy the curious of earth. Not
even the Mikado was admitted. Three
years passed thus. Meanwhile all the
workmen came out, and Kojiro was left
the sole sovereign of his own realm. Three
and forty of his men had been carried out
to be placed under the sod and the stone.

The Lord Chancellor was in the habit
of ridinground the palacein person. One
afternoon his advance guard arrested a
" singular thing " on the north side of the
walled garden. The "singular thing"
looked like a man, but more like a beast.
The attendant of the chancellor cried,
"Down!" as he led the thing into the
presence of hismaster. But it stood erect.
Its huge, heavy, tangled mass of hair mi-
micked very successfully a monsoon in a
willow forest. The daring beardfilled up
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the holes and ditches in the face which
pain, anxiety, and intense excitement had
dug, and clothed the hreast, otherwise
naked. A ghost of agarment clung to the
waist, like the picture of afaithful, tender
wife, maltreated, torn, soiled, despised.
The chancellor met the eyes of the savage
for full ten minutes and, "How now,
Kojiro?"
The man fell down upon his face.

His maesty was rather patient, for a
royal person, | mean. Butwhenthe Lord
Chancellor reported the completion of the
garden, his majesty made an impression
upon his minister. In after days, the
minister translated the impression into
words, "Just like a fox with his tail on
firel»

They placed the marble dais off the
south corridor of the palace. The dais
was partly within the wall of the garden,
crowning itsterrace; technically speaking,
it was at the station-point of the perspec-
tive. White and purple draped the open-
inginthewall Whenthecurtain parted,
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Kojiro was seen prostrated upon the
marble step. A prolonged, vacant stare!
—his majesty, open-mouthed, sprang a
step or two forward, his hands thrown be-
hind him, hisbrow stormy. Wonder came
and wiped away all traces of culture, dig-
nity, self-possesson. And the most won-
derful and the most unaccountable of all
was that the chancellor did not note any
change in the royal person. Eemember,
too, that never before had a smile or a
frown appeared or disappeared on the
emperor's face, unnoted by the minister.
And, what is more, the entire court ig-
nored the extraordinary movements of its
master—the court which never was known
to miss a single quiver of the royal lips, a
shade in the royal eyes What was the
matter? One ample cause for all these
things—the garden!

The rocks! as common athing as earth
and water, why should they endave the
eyes of the Son of Heaven? His majesty
(and the whole court, for that matter)
looked long at them. Did they really se
how Kojiro had embraced, caressed,
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warmed, wooed, slept by and upon them
night after night, 1 wonder? As for the
rocks, they appeared natural, and unnatu-
ral also. To gpe Nature to perfection was
but a phase of Kojiro's ambition. The
perfect expression of Natiro plus Kojiro
—nothing more, nothing less, was the
ideal of the gardener. The result was
that the rocks fought; they frowned for-
midable anathemas, tessellated patience,
preached faithfulness, prophesied eternity.
No flower, not even a tuft of ran, not one.
Streams encircled the garden, but they
semed mad. They bit the rocks, and
their teeth flew like snow. Their laughter,
like the fingers of a fairy, went pecking
over the lute strings of the human heart.
They sobbed too, and the souls of the be-
holders hugged that sorrow as a mother
presses her babe. And the dews that
beaded the eyelashes of the emperor were
his own heart made liquid. Dead trees
were not despised there; yes, there were
a number of them. Icho, ginnan, cedar,
pine, oak, hugged each other in shocking
promiscuousness. The gardener had failed
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to civilise their savage passionswith ales-
son in modesty; a patch of an African
jungle was the result. Yes, it was that,
but it was adso the condensed essence of
suggestion. A magic touch of perspec-
tography, and his majesty, the great Ten
Shi, was the fool of an illusion. The
garden hurled him into a cyclone of
dreams. His soul tripped over the paths
whereupon a mountain goat would never
risk his hoofs, and wandered lost amid the
steeps of the Kiso and the Eansan ranges.

Attheroyal feet wasK ojiro, prostrated.
Slight tremours passed over him; but none
regarded him.

His magjesty snatched the purple robe
from the hands of hisretainers. That was
the first thing he did after waking from
his trance.

" Eise, Kojiro!" exclaimed the royal
voice.

No response.

"Eise; receive the favour of thy em-
peror! " The royal hands held out the
robe of rank to the gardener, an unheard
of honour.
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But no response.

The chancellor lifted up the prostrate
man. Thewarmth of life was fast passing
from the frame of Kojiro into the marhle
step.






Aboard the "Akagi"






Aboard the " Akagi "

A Story of the Battle of the Yellow
Sea

Ordinarily, aman with an average por-
tion of common sense, blessed with afair
amount of healthy uncertainty in the mat-
ters beyond the grave, and the sunny sun
above him, and a good digestion within
him, is not likely to court death as he
would his sweetheart.

But then—

There are occasions; there are differ-
encesin the natures of men.

The " Akagi" was a baby of a Japanese
gunboat of 615 tonnage. The "lamest
duck " in the Chinese ranks was more than
twice her size. As for the two largest
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ironclads under the yellow dragon flags,
they were each 7,430 in tonnage.

Vice-Admiral Ito, the commander-in-
chief of the Japanese squadrons, was very
much of a mother in some things. And
his heart toward the " lame ducks" in his
fleet was womanly. And then, hereis his
motto:

"Annihilate the Chinese without the
loss of one of your own! "

And his first care, in the plan of the
battle, was to tuck away under the wings
of the principal squadron, the "Akagi"
and dso the " Saikyo Maru"—a mer-
chantman hastily created into an armed
transport, with four quick-firers.

So to the port of the sguadron they
went.

On the port quarter of the "Akagi”
there stood two cadets. They were losing
their souls through their eyes.

"Zannen! What a tax on our love
country-heart!"

"Jitsuni! In truth, it's past endur-
ance! "

They looked on.
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"There—look, look therel—look yon-
der! "

Then a perfect weed-growth of gestures
sprouted. Also there was a stormy bil-
lowing of their eyebrows, great craning of
their necks, rounding of eyes and mouths
aswell—an impatient sigh or two!

A moment. And very suddenly: " Ban-
zai! Nihon Navy banzai!"

Just then the flying squadron was flank-
ing the Chinese right wing. What arevela-
tion for the gods they were, the starboard
broadsides of the vessds of the squadron
—the " Yoshino," the " Takachiho," the
" Akitsushima," the "Naniwa "! It did,
inall truth, look asif some one had pulled
up Asama, Vesuvius, and a couple more by
the roots, had set them afloat on their sides,
so that their craters shot at the horizon
instead of the midday sun, and made them
fly at the rate of fourteen knots an hour.

" Look, look! " and the finger of a cadet
was pointed at the hapless "Yang-Wei,"
the outermost vessd of the Chinese right.
And, to tell the truth for once in a narra-
tive of excitement, such as war, there was

7
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a big enough load of smoke aboard her to
smother all the Klondike mosqguitoes to
death.

She was on fire and—doomed!

The cadets on board the " Akagi" were
by no means divine—especially in the mat-
ter of patience. They were ruled out of
the stage of action; and the sight before
their eyes was calculated to disturb the
coolness of agod. Unless you were there,
you could hardly know how much of pa-
triotism and self-control is required to
behave correctly under such strain.

And yet, how unreasonable they were to
complain!

Whoever thought of such a thing asto
whip amouse into a mglée of elephants, if
one cared anything for the well-being of
the mouse?

A moment on abattlefieldisaturn of a
kaleidoscope. And, as a matter of fact,
a few moments did bring a wonderful
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change in the fortunes of the war on that
autumn day, especially as far as the " Ak-
agi " was concerned.

The faster vessds of the principal
squadron steamed ahead. And in the
spirited race they little remembered the
slower-footed brethren among them.
Naturally, they dragged behind.

The " Akagi " was the dowest as well as
the smallest.

And now she was exposed to the full
fury of the battle. It was as if Fortune
said to her: " Show us now what you can
do!' " And the men aboard the " Akagi,"
silent and intent at the guns, could not
help boiling all over with a wild paroxysm
of delight in their heart of hearts.

The pious would have said that it was
heaven's own hand that gave to her this
opportunity thrown, soto speak, right into
her lap. Did you ever know luck so
happy? The unexpectedness of it made
the exultation the keener.
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"Berabo! The sons of Yamato, right
yeare! Let the men of theland of Central
Bloom s what make of men the sun-
round flag waves overl Banzai! The
'Hiyei' banzai!"

The " Hiyei" had just ported her helm.

What does her commander mean? Does
he not know that it will throw his old
ship smash into the embrace of the huge
ironclads at the Chinese centre? Well, he
knew that better than any other man, per-
haps, since that was the very thing he
aimed to do. It will never do to sy of
him: "There was method in his madness;"
because that action which scared very dar-
ing into cowardice, was the result of a sys-
tematic and cool judgment, and the keen
insight into the situation and the prompt-
ness of action. That was the only way—
daring as it was—of saving the ship. If
hetried to follow in the wake of the prin-
cipal squadron, he would be forced to re-
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ceive the fire of the two ironclads, the
" Ting-Yuen," the Chinese flagship, and
the "Chen-Yuen," her sister vessd, and
aso all of the Chinese right wing. And,
after all therisk, he was sure that hewould
not be able to keep up with the rest of the
squadron because of the ship's slow speed.
He would pierce the hostile line, take the
short cut, and meet the principal sguadron
on the other side!

" Thiswas splendidly done! " comments
Philo MeGiffin, an ex-American nava of-
ficer and the commander of the "Chen-
Yuen."

The waters all about the " Hiyei " rose
in athousand fountains and clapped their
hands and applauded her. And no won-
der! History cannot give you too many
cases where an old-style ship of 2,200 ton-
nage, with only three 17-centimetre and
six 15-centimetre Krupp guns, engaging
two ironclads of 7,430 tonnage each and
armed each with four 30%-centimetre
Krupp, two 15-centimetre, and twelve
machine guns. And that, too, at the
close range of 500 metres.
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They sy "the sailor's heart is big
enough to love them all!" Meaning by
" all," the pretty women he meets.

There was a cadet to whom this did not
apply.

The imperial declaration of war was is-
sued on the 1st of August, 1894. Four
months before that, when the war was a
certainty in the minds of a certain military
circle, although the exoteric commoners
but vaguely suspected it—in a poesy-
embalmed corner of the old Capital of
Flowers—call it Kioto, if you like—in a
garden which one should never dare de-
scribe in black and white, nor, indeed, in
any colours, there were two young people.
The moon was lighting them, and so aso
the distant, star-like glimmer of lanterns
held up by the twilight-sleeved arms of
pine and cherry trees.

One of the young people was in the uni-
form of a cadet and the other was agirl—
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beautiful enough, indeed, she was, even in
that all-obliterating night, to make the
moon turn pale with jealousy.

What were they doing? Y ou know that.
What were they talking about? But how
can | tell? They were not in the shout-
ing mood evidently, and the Japanese
sentiment abhors loudness of demonstra-
tion. And then, too, the most of their
talking was done in perfect silence. | am
not speaking in riddles; all lovers under-
stand me.

AsMasamitsu rose to depart, he took her
hand. They could not see the expression
of each other's eyes, for the moon entered
into the dewdrops which their eyelashes
were piercing and spent all her glory in
turning them into gems and gave only
shadowsto their eyes. But if thelips, the
eyes, the colour of their cheeks refused to
speak the unutterable in the hearts of the
lovers, why, something ese must tell it.

And so their hands were together, their
fingers were woven more tenderly than
ever the tendrils of morning-glories.

A perfect silence! It might be because
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he had too much to ssy—she aso, for the
matter of that. No, he could not say,
" GoodHby!"

He moved a little, and she broke the
silence;

" ARE moshi; will you not be here to-
morrow? At least a few days longer, |
pray you?"

How the western lovers would have
thrown themselves into each other's arms!
But the Japanese lovers are a cultured set.

Something scared deep off Shizuka's
pillow that night.

One who saw a young man tottering
along the night-silenced streets, strangely
intoxicated with something more potent
than liquor, advertising himself to the
stars as a puppet of violent emotions,
might have looked upon his cadet uni-
form and felt outraged. Whoever thought
of such athing?—a cadet of the Imperial
Japanese navy carrying himself so bone-
lessly, in such ajelly-fish fashionl
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When the night had left Shizuka aone
with her thoughts and a troubled pillow,
the darkness and her God heard her say:
"What asinner | am! What amiserable,
cowardly, accursed traitor! But, oh, how
can I—how can | do it? Weak and
wicked? yes, | know that. Oh, help me,
help me, oh ye gods!"

A few drops gathered on her eyelashes;
they rolled silently down her cheeks, and
her pillow received them sadly enough.

What could be the matter with her?

Her mother, a few days ago, half jok-
ingly, half seriously, had said to her: " If
Masamitsu were to fall in the battle?"

Triumph was in her eyes when she re-
plied: " How joyously would | thank the
gods!”

She did not want to keep him back—
that was not it. Oh no! She was the
daughter of a samurai.

The State before everything; loyalty, the
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virtue of virtues; for Nihon's honour, for
the lustre of the Hino-Maru flag, all was
to be laid on the altar—one's possession,
happiness, family, his children, his love,
his all! Such was the supreme code of
the Nihon Samurai.

Masamitsu was to go on the very next
day. And she said to him, "At least a
few days longer!" And well did she
know that he would be by her side on the
sinking of the sun that day. She had
tried to show him how heroically she could
bear everything for her country—for him!
And she had seen that every effort of hers
made him softer, tenderer, more reluctant.
Would her image make a coward of him
when the cannons hailed each other and
the decks were painted red ? Did she have
no more confidence in her lover? She
censured herself, and yet——

There he was before her, becoming
under her very eyes more and more a lover
and less and less a patriot. What could
she do? Why not send him away at once?
But how could she be sure that he would
not leave his soul behind him—with her;
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and disgrace himself, his family, his coun-
try? Deaths! tens and thousands of them
rather than to s her lover blacken his
honour or soil the flag—the flag dearer far
to her than her life, aye, than her father's,
mother's, her lover's life!

There was a plan in her mind as she
wept silently that night with the stars
which were watering her flowers outside
with their tears—theflowerswhich he had
caressed.  That plan, if she were brave
enough to carry it out, would settle the
whole thing right. She could not doubt
that.

"Yes, | will do it—I willl May the
gods and Buddha help me! How cow-
ardly | am, and what a base, wesk
woman!" she murmured and wept.

The few days glided past like a dream.
And at last Masamitsu was there for the
final leave-taking.

His train was to leave very early the
next morning.

Shizuka rose and went to the tokonoma
—a small alcove in a corner of the room,
furnished with a low platform whereupon



108 IROKA:

sacred things were kept, and which indi-
cated the seat of honour. There were a
flower pot and a sword rack upon the plat-
form. In the pot was a pet fuji (wistaria
chinensis)—one of those miracles of
human care lavished upon a plant. The
entirecity of Kiotoknew of it, and the con-
noisseurs valued it at many hundred yen.
On the rack was a sword, a couple of feet
in length, perhaps not that long. And
once upon a happier day of Mhon Samu-
rai, a prinee-swordsmith condensed his
long, toilsomelife of thirty yearsinto that
short compass. It was one of those mas
terpieces which have in it more of soul
than steel, a treasure handed down in
the family through generations, and
which is utterly beyond any valuation in
money.

Shizuka rose, beckoned her lover with
her eyes, and they approached the toko-
noma.

Shetook the sword off the rack.

" Thisis my humble parting gift to you,
if you would condescend to make me
happy by accepting it," she said.
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She drew it. They stood side by side
and looked at it,intothe depth of its sheen.
It looked like a frozen piece of a deep, deep
heaven—clear as the sa of Chinu, stain-
less as Fuji-yama. Phantoms as ethereal
as the dreams of a god glided into it;
dragons, in its shimmering light, as
vivid as imagination, chased each other
up and down from the guard to the
point.

Shizuka pointed at the wistaria in the
pot. She said:

" Do you know how | love that flower? "

" | was told," replied Masamitsu, " that
itisyour very life."

" Truly soitisand" (cuttingits stemin
two with the sword) " here it is—take it.
I'tis for you! "

He was silent.  His hand, stretched out
to receive it, was trembling; his head
bowed.

" Take the sword as well."

He took the bare sword.

"Wait, let me caress it before it goes
with my knight to fight the battle for the
land of the gods."
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She threw her long deeve around the
blade. Only an inch or two at the point
was visible. She held it with both of her
hands over the thick covering of her
deeves.

" What a brave thing you are," she said,
addressing the sword, " amost as brave as
my Masamitsu!"

A pause.

She looked at it, and then at him.
They were strangely intent, those beauti-
ful eyesof her's! Andhe, who saw hisown
image reflected in their depths, wasthrilled
to the very marrow.

"A—ah!" It was hardly a scream;
it was so faint. That was all she said as
she sunk down to the floor.

As for Masamitsu, he could not cry,
shout, spesk—he could not breathe.

Quick as a shock, he jerked the sword
from her. But it wastoo late. A mouth
was opened in her throat. It was ruddier
even than her lips. And from it life was
stepping out in ared stream.

He took her into his arms and struggled
for aword. It would not come.
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She said: " For Nihon—yours and mine
—fight, fight! With you aways—I will
stand close by you—Dby your side—our flag,
uphold it!"

When her breath failed her, she smiled
at him.

Vi

All the glory of the red-letter day, Sep-
tember 17, 1894, was not to be the "Hi -
yei's" alone. At least such was the deter-
mination of the " Akagi."

It was chaos aboard the " Hiyei" when
she came out triumphantly through the
Chinese line.

At 155 P. M. the " Hiyei" signalled her
distress. What a heaven-sent opportunity
for the " Akagi" ! Thatisto say, it was
the finest chance for the " Akagi" to die
—qgloriously no doubt. Andthe" Akagi"
steadied her bow to plough through the
boiling, thundering, bursting melee.

The" Lai-Yuen," the " Chi-Yuen," and
the "Kwan-Chia" on both sdes of the
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Chineseironcladssaw that thedaringlittle
adventurer meant to follow inthe wake of
the"Hiyei." Andthe combined tonnage
of 6,450 bore down against "AkagiV
615, and the fire from the five 8"-inch
guns, seven 6-inch guns, four 5-inch, and
thirty machine guns roared against the
"Akagi's" one 9£ and four 5-inch and
six machine guns.

All washazy. Smoke and spray which
shotsfalling short pounded up into the air
completely blindfolded the " Akagi." The
Chinesewere amused. Thedare-devil will
surely lose her way and be abduc