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. SYNOBSIS | . -]
Ned Gaffged, who has been unjustly
accused of! treason when at West

Point, and ¥one to Japan, has become
an opium slave, Whjle dria9. opium
dream, . he overhears a conversation
between. two Japanese wha::want: a
war against the U..S. for the sake of
selling their “Blue’ Bombs,” which

are an invention of Karloff, a Russian]

Nihilist.

_ |

‘Oshitu chuckled.
it, Yamata;” he said
loff is aptjto diszppear. He came
from a Russian cruiser, as you will
remember. | He is doubtless reported
-lost in action in his own country.”

“And you -are surc these things
are practical—there can be no: 1
take?” s

“None. |Personally Karloff
demonstrated. to me with a smal
one. . The [coming demonstration is
for the gavernment.

“It js wonderful
claimed. . - K

“It means that we hold the world
in our hands,” declsred Oshitu, with
his first trace of cxcitement. “One
will destroy the greatest ship afloat.
A.dozen will Jay waste 2 city or an-
nihilate ot 'vam}&la The: yellow race
will {ridiniph? ~WHhai cates Nippon

“Thou hast sald
lightly. ‘“Kar-

&
g

has
mall

~ how terrible war becomes so long as

ghe holds the instrument of supreme
destruction ?”
* “There,” said Yamats, “is _your
cause- of war, my Samurai. ere
could ‘be an accident. The Amerl-
cans fought quickly enough when
thev lost! their Mzine. If one of
their vessels on a frien'ly call were
4o be destroy'—" . 5
“QOr,” interrupted Oshifu, “if one
of their diptomats or high officials
or a member of his family s'honld
drop out ‘of sight—"
“Excelléncyl” gosped the oth
“What dost thou mean?” T
“Perhaps,”. drawled Oshi
noticed the cruising yacht in”the
harbor, my-good Yamata?”
“Yes, 1 saw it, as you suggest.”
“Or noficed the man and woman

. who came from it this evening?"

“Them, too, I saw, The girl is &
beauty. She—" = o
“Bah! Be still! The man is a high

government official of the United
States on & secret mission. is
presence not . suppose’ to be
known here.” . )

Yamata' clapped” his handg. “Wise
Oshitu! His incognito is his danger.
They woild have to fight. And a
bomb would destroy the vessel 33
though it had never been.”

Oshitu Hssed in, ahnoyance. “That

fs the second time. Yamata, you
have mentioned the things by
nam,

e, .
ut wefare alone—"
We are

fools not to

“ware wel .

Gafford had barely time-to relax
himself on the bunk bofore he heard
the man's feet hit the floor, and an

- ingtant later the .Dbambeo" curtain

was_swept pside.

“By the - two swords of m
swore Oshitu. “Look ‘at t

A ferceious note of
choked his voice,

Gafford lay still. .

The two Jups: approached his side
and bent down. Gafford felt their
breathfupon his cheek as they sought
to discover if he really slept. -Pres-
ently oné of them sroke: .

“There is only: one thing to do,
Yamata. If he gleepc we may leave
gods that he had
smoked before we came. he is
*feigning—dead mcn speak little, my

friend.?

“Gafford thought fast. ~They would
est his apparentsiumber, tnd his
was the task to make it seem gen-
vine. [Escape from that under-
ground ‘tosm was not to be even
considered. . -

Much experiénce. had taught him
that & person normally asleep Wil
reapondg readily to reflex irritation;
also that a person opium drugge
‘reacts but sluggishly. He decided
that his course lay. between normal
and imsensibility, and prepared for
the ordeal which he knews would in-

father!?
is!”
fmenace

P Yamata éx- |

wound. The under side of the Instep
was wickedly gas] he blood
*od strined’ t{u: canyas of the couch.
Gaffoxd whimpered in pain. A
sense of giddy sicl.ness Esx-ipyed him
and held., ‘He-dtruggled feehly to
reach his tray, and lighted the litile
he :had: - azci enull{ extin-
guished while! smoking his last:pipe.
‘By = great cffort he prepared 2
pellet of sum and placed it in the

pipe: .
Through. what seemed long:minutes
he sucked hungrily at the _mouth-
piece until it ceased to give off the
least particle of smoke. He was sick
and giddy and sleery all at the samie
time. His fingers relaxed on the
pipe, Which fell to the floor. A great
lassitude laid hold upon him, which
he did. not seek to resist. He seemed
to be floating softly away from all
conscious perceptior. In the end he

slept.
CHAPTER HIL
First Steps. ‘
Gatibed came out of his drugged

sleep with recollection of three
things; a gir] with brown hair and
blue eyes, who had smiled at him;
a something vaguely described as a
\“blue bomb”; ard the knowledge that
Irawaya Oshitu was in Nag: aki, in
some °vay mixed up in plots and
sunter plots.

They werefit things to bring back
from the sléep of the poppy. He lay
for some me efter he woke, trying
to decide whether he had really
heard the remembered conversation
and seen Oshitu’s evil face bent to
scrutinize his. own.

At.least he was. satisfied that. the
man had failed to recognize him in
the slatternly thing he had ame,
Had a suspicion .of his identit
waked in the engineer's mind,
Gafford felt certsi.. that he would not
hav. been permited to live. So_ far
as’' Oshitu was- concerned, therefore,
his secret was safe, and he ‘migat,
if he wished, hunt Lis man without
‘hat man's kuowing.

The nain in his foot finally brought
him quite awake and convinced him
of the veality of last night’s experi-
ence. He dragged,-up the injured
member and inspected it. It was
a nasty, bloodcletted gash™ which
Oshitu _had - made. * Gafford cursed
him as he looked at it, and wondered
if” he could. hobble tre few doors fo
White Kate's tca-house -and find re-
lief of a sort! ;

He crawled off the.couch and
‘mred tovard t' door.

-1lis wounded foot made a spotted
trail across; the matting, but he
. pt on, left the room and hobbled
up the ttairs, anl so finafly from
behind th: * .mboo curtain and out
to the street. Thete he turned and set
haltingly off: for \lie Houge of Mocn
Faces, cursing Oshitu as he went. '
: No one paid any attention to him.

Wounded brawlers are not uncom-
raon sight in the strects.or shops. He
came, after a tedious progress, to the
place vhich-ke sovzbt, and found its
p -tals clocd. Un smayed, he made
his way back to the ally and found a
way - of .entrance; Presently he sat
o a teakwood divan, with, his foot
in Whitz Kute’s lap.y

White she washed and dressed and
bound it, ne told her what was.suffi-
cient— that a Jajanese had slashed
it ~hile he slept at Oku Kobe's gad
vowed that he would:beé revenged,
Kate finished her ministrations and
advised against any violent reprisal
Then sne sen* n servant for food.

Fed, and with his wound dressed,
Gafford slept. 1
_ Anvincongruous object in his dirty
rigs, he lay Gpon a.richly tapestried
couch, with a cover of brocaded silk
drawn acrcss the foot.of White {ate’s
bed. -Aftec 2 time his fever came up
2nd he dreamed. White Kate, near by,
Listened to his muttered fragmerits of
spaech: “With a " lue bomb I could
own the world—own the world and
have a—have a—blue-eyed xirl—with
brown hair. And I could—hreak

2

y Oshitu—break him—into bits.”

With a rustle of Soft silken things
Kate rose and rpproached the side of
the steeper. He was hot and tossed in
kis sleep. The woman put dowa a
hand and laid it on his forehend. His
hand came up and his ' ngers closed

wbout hers.

“That’s good,” he murmured.
“That's good.” He pressed her palm
against nis face. he ¢yes of the

woman who watched lost  some , of
their harden-1 glittar and grew al-
most Soft. .

Four days passed.

In the intervul Cafford’s foot mend-
ed apace. His blood was at least free
frpm taint, and it built back the brok-
en tissues at a wonderful -ate. His
hebit may eve - have had something
to do with that, for it’s a fact that
opium users are rapid .to heal of
Lthgr wounds.

e

evitably come. " R

Oshitu and Ya to- ' On the af of the fourth day
gether so low that he could .not | Gafford insistec or. going out. Walk-
catch their meaning. Then s he | g was still painful, but the wound

and regular
breathing he felt one bare foot lifted
and experienced a_darting, lancin
pain. In dazed anger he realizes
that the man whe held the foot had
deliberately stashed its sole with a
ife. . )
T:e moan Wwhica burst from his
lips wasnot all acting, bl
fort of will which held him from a
vidlent wresting away of the foot
was worthy of supreme se}l-cqntrch
‘As one roused against his will, he
turned his head and half opened his
“Take 'em away—please take

eyes. T i}
’e’n\‘away," he begged in maudlin
fashion. He let- his

lids fall ng‘am
in simulated stupor and drew a deep |,

breath. : 3
Inwardly he found his, brain on
fire. For.an instant he had looked

into the, cruel, sncering face of the
man Oshitu, who bent .above hig
6- with s bloed-stained

knife in his hamd. It was the face
he had sometimes dreamed of find-
ing in those days when he had hoped
that he might l§e able to proye -his
innocence.

. -Oshitw, cagt the foot.he held {rom
“him ®nd addressed Yamata again.
A godden pig,” he sneered. “Lud
for. him that slymber wrapped him.
Come, we will go.”

Their footsteps moved to the door.
Gafford heard it close behind them.
Bathed in a sweat of pain and un-

#ecustomed self-control, he moved
én his couch and sat dizzily up. . He
- Jifted the foot and examined the

but the ef-,

did not bleed, and it seemed to Gaf-
ford that something drove hir- forth.
He badgered Kate until she wound a
fresh bandage about his lfoot, gave
him an old pair of zandals and laugh-
#ngly lold him he wis the worst pa-
tient she ever had. ~

Gafford turned and caught her
hands. “You're good, Kete. Youw're
too good to a thing like me, and I'm
an ungrateful pig.”-

¥You're a man,” said White Kate,
look.ikg down 3s She spoke.

7 wisk to God TI" were!” flashed
! Gafford. “Honestly, Kate, I'm sick

whole game. I wish I coulds

e—a man.”. .

Kateé shook her heid. “Oh, no, you
don't, Gaffy}” she told him slowly.
oIt you d, you ‘would be, you

OW.

Gafford regarded her for some time
out - of - narrowed~ eres. His head
drooped forward. “T guess you're
right,” he said shortly, and furned

away.

He:left the reom and - went ~out
throogh the tea-house. The has
lounging about the inner, room paid
no haed to his passing. They knew
him for White Kate's friend, '
+ The few patrons in the outer room, |
which fronted on the street, saw only
the familiar sight of ‘a pocriy clad
mai in threadbare though dow cleun
garments, wLo passed by. :
+* A brilliant e.nshinc lay over the

street of shops as h. reached the
door .tnd paused -to look up -and
. down. There was po particular place

.clad figurg darker.ed the door of the

. vacant stall, sank upon one of the
 backless stools, and laid her parasol

he wanted to go. His desire to get
out had Leen compounded of a res-
\ive hatred of restraint and a desire
to escapg for 8 time from the inti-
ma‘e ense of his obligation to the
white waif - who had proven his
fxiend.

His' foot was not sufficiently strong.
to permit hia return to his prec-rious
way of living, as he realized from
the twinges of pain it sent up his
fimb. He stood and surveyed the
scene, debating whether to walk far-
ther or return and confess thati%e
had been premature. :

A few doors up the street o good-
sized curio-shop flaunted its red and
gold ideographs before the eye. It
was frequented more or leas by tour-
ists, and Ga_ord had.even received &
few stray commissions - for guiding
them to it on their rounds. .-

For a moment he was tempted ‘o |

wo up and extract some possible yen
from the proprietc> for past und
prospective
had_even taken the first two steps
in the Jirection vhen he stopped and
forgot his intention in a greater in-
terest. From’the door of his des-
tination a-woman came forth. She
was clad all in e, even to thé
shocs she wore. N

A white parascl dangled inher
hand. She glanced up and down the
street, and .urned directly toward
Gafford. . Beyond any doubt she was
the woman he had seen at the quay.

Gafford’s ' heart recoiled from her
presénce. ' Wit's iin instinctive shrink-
ing he desited to avoid the meeting.
*’hat remnants of pride were still his
urged him to-remove himself from
the ange of the blue eyes which had
smiled so understandingly into his a
few nights before. .

Acting purely on impulse, he
swung around and retreated to the
House of Moon Faces,-entered, and
sat down at a little table, from which

he might see her as she passéd. With

¢ snap of the fingers he called an at- §

tendant and ordered a cup of sak
but not for a isoment did he tak
his eyes from the outer street.

But the gir) did not pass.

To Gafford's amazement, a white-

tea-house, paused an instant, and
csme forward. The girl selected a

and one or two parcels upon an end”
of the table, .

With a frank interest she turned
her gyes about the room, taking in all
its details of lacquered ceiling, .arved
stool and table of teakwcod, its fes-
toons of colored lanterns and trailing
streamers of painted banners, and
the other patrons of the pl.ce. i

Her gaze was the glance of one
who did not understand, but found
much of intere *. It answered Gaf-
ford’s {..st mental question %8 to why
a woman of her evident ®station
should walk the streets of Nagasaki
unattended. .

It came to him in that moment
that hér act .was that of innocence
and ignorance ¢»mbined. Doubtless
he felt she had been shopping, and,
wanting 8 cup of tea, had dropped
into the first tea-house she found.

A tea-house would be a tea-house
to her comprehension. She was un-
aware of the lines of distinction
which_put the better houses on the
second street of shops instead of the
firet, or that tre geisha houses were
not frequented by women, either yel-
low or white. g

In the ki.use of the Setting Sun,a
street beyond, §! would Lavé been
as safe as in any tea-room of her
o~ country. Gafford stiffened in his
seat and was glad that her back was
turned toward him. N

The girl bent her head above a
menu-card and ctudied it until an at-
tend ..t a~n achcd her table.

“Tea,” $he ordered quite distinctly,
“and cakes—somu .of those little
rice-cakes of yours. I.like them.”
She smiled quite frankly into the
weiter's eyes. .

The attendant scurried away aft~~
& hurried bov, cnd Gafford continged
to study that alluring back.. It was
while he was so ¢ gaged that there
came befwcr it and him 2 vision of
a small figure, brave in frock coat,
silk hat, 1d tan gloves, carrying a
rattan cane.

Gafford stared as though hardly
believing lis eyes, and then, without
any apparent good reason, picked up
his cup of sake a. ~ moved to a scat
in a booth directly behhd the carved
rereen, which semarated its table
from that of the Jirl in white. More-
over, one might have noticed that he
wialked with “'s head down, and in a
course calculated tv keep his own
shoulder turned agaicst the figure in-
the frock coat.

The latter, in appcrent high good
humor, and ouffing 4 cigarette, had
now surrendered- his hat, coat and
stick to an attendaut, and was sur-
veying_the room.

Pecring from 1 < \booth, Gafford
saw his dark face suddenly light with
a smile. A moment later he was
hurrying directly tovard the_ table
where the girl in Tite sat. As he
approached his hand came up before
him and his teeth gleamed between
his lips in what he evidently hoped
w .s an ingra‘iating manner. .

“Mees McRae," he exclaimed, as
the partition cut off Gafford’s view,
“thees is so grea’ a pleasure. I am
50 bold as to- be hope tha’ you re-
member—night before las'—at the
hotel.”

“0Of course I remember you, Mr.
Yamata,” said the girl, while X
ford’s pulses lcaped that® he had
learned her n me. “Won't you sit
down?” she invited. “I was just
having a cup of your tea. It is
rarely the only tea thers iz, We
Americans don’t know the real

services rendered. He [y

2 those who know who go there, wh

They drifted on’in &mall tatk, and
:Gafflord, listening, frowned. Four
nights before he had looked for an
Jinstgnt into- the swarthy fade ot
ata in'the house of Oku Kobe,|
e had smiled then as now, be-
e Oshitu had slashed a sleeping
's. foot. He recalled what he
i of -the conversation he had
eard betweern' this man-and the
Er of engireers. He had recog-
d ‘him as soon as he had come
the tea-house; and it' was that
had“Thae "him change his

had seemed to his fancy that
nta ‘turned, toe, directly to the
e where Miss McRae_sat.
Gered if the man might have
wed the girl from the strept.
t} if s0, what was his object? |
he corversation which filtered fo
througl. the screen was inno-
enough, in all conscience, |
he attendant cime back with the
sitea on a ‘ray, with  little in-
ed, bowl-like cup and a plate iof
btmeats and crkes. Yamata gave
|s|. order .for 2 second service, and
urged Miss McRae to allow Fer own
[to_grow cold while waiting for him.
Presently he was served in turn.
| Gafford signalled for another cup [of
sake,. and: consumed it without hav-
. ing percelved any real reason why

@

| ke should  have constituted himself
: a-sort of. invisible guardian for’the
i woman inthe booth at his back. He
set down his empty cup, half de-
termined to -remove himself else-
wheve, when Yamata began spedk-
ng again: |

“The traveler in NipPon sces .but
a part of the things which are, Mees

McRae, They see only the surfac:.

Take thées tea-houss. which is call
the. House of. Moon. Fzces. The
traveler like yo. comes in an’ buys

the little.cup of ¢ , an' he thinks
he has seen. Does he see the m
faces? No.
: «He fancies che name is but
tretty appellation. - He -does
Jmow that the moon faces are hy
in reality. He does not know fl
he has seen -ut lalf, an’ the poo
half—the aalf whickt is no index
our real bohemian life. He does
know tha’ beyond -the door where
waiter goes for his order is a big
an’ far more | 2zutiful room, wh
are bpautiful women—thoce we call
geisha—who play on the samicen an’
sing, .
“That beautiful
| House of Moo

al

“yoom is the |
% oy

Faces. It'is o

| the moon faces shine and they

{of men.  Our women are not
youfs are, an’ they go not to

| cafe. But our men—yes, an’ ol
of your men—who kiow, go into

_acon’_room, where the moon fz
are.. No white woman, so far as
know, haw ever been there. It wol
be . wht you call dangerous,

would! not be allow’. But if you
shopild weesk, 1 uld show you—
just| once. It would be an adven-
ture; yet safe—with me—for L know
and am known.”

“You mieak you could really show
me this raom, Mr. Yamata?” " Thera
wagya thrill of excitement in Miss}
McHae's voice now.

“Precisely, Mees MgRae. I, Ya-
mata, can so do—if y?u weesh, an’
would not be afraid.”

“Afraid?” questioned the girl,
and Gafford felt himself /Stiffen to
attention,, “Afraid of what,
went vnder your escort?”

Yamata taughed softly. “Ah, yes,”
he made answer. “Of what shohld
yeu be afraid!” |

There was &
ing shoved aside.
you really mean it,”
leng:
A
floor.
plied. -

Instantly
Edging 1long

sound-of dishes be-
“I am ready, if
the girl chal-

stool scraped its legs on the
“Gome, then,” Yamata Te-

Ganord was. on_ his fiet.
the _partition, ihe
peered arourd it in time to see Ya-
mata Jift the heavy curtains at the |
end of -the outer room and permit
the girl in white to pass.
The next moment he had foilowed
her into the room of-the geishas.
In his soft sandals Gafford slipped
out of his booth and™follewed|at
theis heels. *
He had no diffitulty in -gofng
whither he pleased. He was too well
Ynown .in that place. He slippe:
into the inner room and found him-
gelf a_partly. secluded seat, waited
until Yamata and the  girl were
scated ‘and the swarthy fhest had
called a geisha with a samisen and-
bidden her clay; then slipped to a
little table not too Zar -off and isat
down with his back to the pair. |He
mumbled an order for sake to a girl
who -approached_and sank his face
in his g;mds. The ohserver wauld
have said that he needed the sake
not at all, .
But, degpite his seeming intox]
tion, he twas straining his ears
hear through the samisen’s stre
| ming what Yamata might.say.
Conversant with the ways of
inscruu?glc men of the east, he knew
that the girl’s companion spoke the
truth when he said no white woman
tourist bad ever penctrated to ithe
inner rooms..of the tea-housw.; If
perhaps they, had done so, certal nly
they had not departed to tell |the
tale. They would constitute another
instance of mysterious disappear-
ance, °

ea-
to
m-

the:

‘What, then, was Yamata's nbiect
in leading this daughter of an -

portals?.: Arother gment of !the
conyer-ation in the house of. Kobe
flashed momentarily il brain,

¥ any

imagining_of his narcotic
—a Dpictyre of passibility, ‘thohigh

beverage at-all.” N ©7i| not of preven fact. :But Yamat.. Was

' stool scraped, an: Gafford could | now addrescing ari_attendant, who
fancy the little boulévardier taking| was taking ez, rd {put
a seat oppositc the. girl. “I, too,| away conjecturaand- gave ear. ’
.s'all have tea,” he began speaking, Yamata was Dpeaking whollr in
“an’ your dation will give it | J: S e fact mattered little
adde qnvor.7v'\’our honorable father | t» Gafford. Tkree years on jthe

~l%e well, thank od
“Juite well, tha you," eplied |
Miss McRae, I shall tall him I met
you. This is awfully jolly—having
tea like this. Are all your tea-rooms
furnish-d .o this way?” .

“QOh, thees!” deprecated Yamats.
“Thees is but one of the povrer gort,
Miss McRae. You should see some
of che o zers. - They far' surpass
thees poor place. If you will accept
my most humble scrvice; I should be
pleas’ to show you” .

#You are aufully kind,” said thaJ
girl's voice, )

waterfront Lad taught him the lan-
guage, 80 thnt he both “understood
and spoke it like a native. The
samisen of the geis’ . had dropped
to a low strumming, out of defer-
edce, to the \oice of Yamats,
Géfford vould cafch each detail
his speech

As he listened one might have!
ticed the hands on clther side of;his
boved head, gather themselvesto-
gether and clench. e muscles
along; his spine stiffened and drew
him im Hig

of

no-

ward against the. table.
€eet crept backward a.ound kis stool
3 > »

m
erican diplomat behind the on'biu‘den 3

£nd-rested on their toes, ready to
hurl him erect. .

or as the sing-song directions
went on Gafford began to understand
all-the answer to his mental gpes-
tions, and the why of his inward
mentor, which had "« pt him clos¢ by
the girl., An.icy iremor grigped
him, turned into 1 burning tide of
rage, and cbbed, leaving him rold
and calm, .

“The - servitor bowed before:
mata and_ departed, -and. Gaff
eame to his feet. Swinging on| his
heel he turned to the; table where
sat Yamata and the girl. With
swift strides he approached |and
bowed hefore the woman. .'“Per] aga

ou recognize me, Miss McRae] he

wept

egan.
,The blue eyes came up and &
his face svmewhat coldly.- Graduplly,
however, their scrutiny underwent a
change and softencd. “Aren't |you
thé gentleman we saw on the quay
the other evenine?" she asked.|
“I ‘am,” Gafford ‘assured | her
quickly. “That heing the case, [per-
haps yeu will believe me when 1 say
that T am thoroughly conversant
with native customs, 2nd place some
credence in my statement that|you
ore at present in deadly danger
The eyes widened, and the | wo-
man's lips half opencd. One hand
gripped the edge of the tpble.
“Danger—” she repested and papsed.
Gafford’s gaz: left her and syung
upon Yamita; who had moved on his
staol as if to rise. “M1. Yamata has
told vou the truth in part,” he stated
riefly. “Women are not dllowed in
the reisha houses. Whether You are
the first w..o has ever entered, gs he
says, I do not know, but, if othera
Lav can mssurc you they have
naver returned to their friendsl”
Yamata irterrupted op the in-
stant. “The man is drunk, Mees
McRae. T heard him order sake
when he came in. Pay no attention
to his sayings. He is a pcor wha
lounger, an opium _user, & - low
theeng. He speaks without any true.
understanding. ..L s'all. bave_him re-
i R,

Ya-

face was unpleasant. “You'il do noth-
ing of the sort, Yamata,” he rasped
“You'll sit down and keep still, or
11] break you. You heard me order
sake, but 1 didn’t drink it, and I'm
not intoxicated in the least. I heard
you order tea for Miss McRae, and
tell the attendant to drug it. The
game’'s up, Yamata: Miss McRae
won't drink that tea, and she’ll leave
this room with me, either without
trouble or after.a fight”

‘he woman. rcse slowly to her
feet. “Did he really fell them
thaf?" she faltered. ' “That was
what you meant? Oh! will go
with you, You are a white man.
Jbelieve you. I will go.”” = °

“T theenk not,” snapped Yamata.
His hand darted bencath the table
and came up clutching something
which glittered blue-black.

Gafford laughed on the instant.
| His fist crashed against the snarling
face of Yamata. His left hand
caught at the wrist of the hand
which  held _the revolver and
wrenched it with all his might. The
weapon fell from the hasty clutch of
Yamata's fingers and rattled to the
floor.

} Miss McRae stooped quickly and
picked it up in 2 manner which-
showed she was familiar witl things
of the sort. Gafford followed up his
advantage of the moment, and
pinned his -.an back against the
wall. “Go out the way you came

in,” he cried to the'woman. *,/ait
for me at the street door.”
She obeyed without question. A

moment later the curtains fell be-
hind her. Gafford relaxed his ho .
on Yamata and stepped back. Be
good, now, ‘and don't try to follow,
or you may get hurt,” he cautioned,
and went backward toward the door.
Yamata, _straightvning  his disar-
ranged clvth_in%. said nothing, but
scowled in his face.

As his hand, groping behind him,
reached for the curtains, it encoun-
tered a soft touch of fiésh. Gafford,
turning quickly’ swung directly face
to face with the girl who had
gripped his hand and guided hi
through the dcor. He stared for an
instant in surprise. - She had evi-
dently remained on the other side
of the draperies duriag his retreat,
gnd she held Yamata's revolver
firmly gripped in o.. N

“Come,” snapped Gaflord, rousing
from his surprise. “We must get
out of here. Why didn’t you do as
I told you and go outside?”

“Take the gun,” she answered as

ghortly as he guestioned. “I ‘aa
waiting to see if S'ou could let go
of the bear you had caught”

Gafford shot her a glance of ad-
miration and laughed. “Bully!” said
he and took the weapon. He seized
her arm and led her quickly to the
street and along it a ways to the
door of the curio store where she
had shopped. Even in those few
steps shesnoticed his limp.

“Are you injured?” she asked as
they paused, “Did he hurt you—
that dreadful little nan?”

“Not yet,” Gaffo. returned with
another laugh. “I had my foot cut
the other lay. It is practically well,
but tender. You stop at the Nippon,
1 think, We would better return
tHere without Celay.”

“You mean we are not yet out of
danger?"” said Miss McRae.

“Jt is well to play safe,” returned
Gafford. “Yamata 18 rich. He isa
power in nis way, Wwith i

ve, . B
Gafford leaned forward, .nd his.

it make you more. careful in golng
around.” .
“Still,” said-the girl as though of
some set purpose. “I'm glad it was
»2 countryman of mine who.saved me
from my folly.” 0
Gafford flushed slowly; then as by
an effért: “I am not an American,
Miss McRae.”
“Australian 7 .
“I*have no country, Miss McRae.”
he replied after £ painful _moment.
He sicr.ed to the rickshaw, boy.
- -hQh—" Shiela McRae ¢aught her
breath as.she took his hand to step
into the rickshaw.
don Mr.- Gafford.

me, and « me fo sce me at the hotel, |

wlére L can thank yeu more, fully
than hefe?”

“You are very kind, he mede an-
swer. Then he laughed.
the use of pretending, Miss McRae,”
he burst out in an irony that was
bitter, “The clothes. I stand in are
as good as any 1 have. One does
.ot call’ upon ‘& lady at the Nippon
H 3 ]

in rags. .
“The girl's blue eyes looked full
into his. “It was the man I was
nsking to call” she told nim.
“Please comp:”. She put out her

and.

Gafford wavered. “Perhaps,” . he
said _in the tene of good-by.

5 “Good-by.” Shielda told him. Her
face was almost wistful.

Gaffo~d _took the outstretched
hand, “Good-by," said "he, and
steppec back, i

He stood looking after the vanish-
ing rickshaw for somé time. AS he
turzed with a sigh to retrace his
steps_to the tea-house, a heawy ob-
ject in his pocket thumped against
his thigh. His fingers stole into the
pocket and closed. on the butt of Ya-
mata's vevolver. .

Gafford grinned *

To Be Lontinued. .
———0—0—— .
JAPANESE DWELLINGS,

Where White Paper Screens Take the

. Place of Windows.
_ The houses are built upon umhewn
‘stones or large beams, placed. at regu-
lar intervals upon the ground. Oune
or twd of the foyr sides.of the house
are made of panels of wood, OF posts
of bamboo tilled in with plaster” Tue
remaining sides are. inclosed by
screens made of white paper to let
the light through: for windows, such
as we bave, are unkno®n in mative
Japanese houses. These screens are
frail, aud the rains in Japan are ofied
drencling downpours: therefore, on
these unsubstantial sides of the bouse-
verandas are built, which are closed
in &t night, or during severe storms,
by wooden shutters that slide easily
to and fro in grooves in the Boor, as
do also the white paper screens. The
roefs are thatghed. shingled or, tiled.
The interior of the louse is divided
«nto rooms, mainly Ly sereens covered
with ‘thick colored paper that forms
the background for exyuisite decora-
tive work.—1'lorenve Peltier in Good
Housekeeping.

Arizona’s Unigue Jzil.

Graham County Jail, at Clifton,
Ariz,, is probably the most unusugl
in Amerlca, ‘It comprises four large
apartsents hewn in the =ite of a hill’
of solid quariz rock. The cutrance
to the jail is through 2 box-like vesti-
bule, bullt of 'hedvy masoary. and
equipped with three sets of gates of
steel bars. Here and-there in thz
rocky walls holes have been blasted
for windows, and in these apertures a
series of massive bars of steel have
been' fitted firmly in, the rock. The
for of the rovkbound jail is of ce-
ment, and thé prizoners are confined
wholly in the larger ‘apartments, lu
some places the wall of quartz about
the jail is. fifteen feet thick. Some
of the most desperate criminals
the Southwest border have been con-
fined in the Clifton jall, and so-solid
and heavy are the barriers to escape
that no one therc has ever attempted
to make a break for freedom. The
notorious Black Jack was there for

: months.~—Tombstone kEpitaph.

The United States as Others Sce Them.'

on

“What's -

One brother is a rich merchant ia ’

the Strajts Settlements on the Malay
peninsula. The other DLrother was,
until a few -weeks ago, the cook lo
a cheap restauranl on South Clark
street. -
The merchant sent to the cook a
draft for sutticlent money to pay his
expenses out to Asin, and the ‘cook
gave.up his job and has statted for
his brother's home. The interesting
thing about the whole incident is the
letter, written by the wealthy mer-
chant, which accompanied the draft.
4nthe tirst piace the druft waz
meade payable In New York.

“I send you the momey in & draft’

payable in New York<” wrote the
brother from faroff Asla. “You can
go over and get it cashed there. On
the way [ wish you would .stop at
Texas and see brother Themas. I
haven’t heard from lhim for two years
now and I'd like to know how Ke's
geiting along."—Chicago Tribune.

financizl interests, and government
pull. People can be hired to do
strange things in'this country.” -
Miss McRae's face flushed.  “I've
avted like & fool and caused you to
make an enemy on my account. I
am_sorry, and deeply grateful. I
shall always.thank God that 1 met
an American gentleman whon 1 was

in dange..

“You 1+uss be carefu] how you go
about in_ this place,” Gafford ‘cut in
almost shortly. “It isn’t like your
country—women aren't safe. 1 shall
call .a rigkshaw, There’s an empty
one up the street @ v ays. Shall we
walk up there?”

" “She nodded, und they set-off.
Presently ‘she -broke the silence.
“Don't you want my il , Mr—"

“Gafford,” he supplie¢ as nagainst
his will. “1 velue ycur thanks above
oli things, Miss McRae; but the ser
vice was nothing more thzp aay

white man would render a woman it
danger. Please forget it, save to I

The Best of Three,

Lord Brampton tells a story of the
late Sir Frank Lockwood. After a
criminal case which SIr Frank bad
secured an .acquittal gfor the- prison-
ers, Lord Brampton—then Sir Henry
Hawking — privately coogratulated
him on the.excellent way in’ Which he
bad conducted the case, and remarked
especially on the allbl’ that had been
established. 3
terlstic reply, “1° thought it was pret-
ty good—anyhow, the best of the three
1 2ad offered to me!"—Galden Penny.

L

Ttie Most Expensive Street.

The :ost expensive-street ' to Te-
build during the last century was the
Rue dé Rivoli. It cost §14,300.000.—
Exchaoge.

N

“Yes,” was the charac- .



