PARIS
By Robert Buchanan.
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weére engaged, that's all—-and quite enough, too!™ | termined to be revenged upon this"—he 11.»5[-’\\';1.@ in the time when people wore ruffs, and,
she added ously. tated—"this Braddam Wilson-Jonley, or what |Somehow, it scems too big a way of treating a
. any reasonable man,” said Oishi Yoshic | his name may be, why not employ a charm? man like"——
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“You would be still kinder,” said Oishi Yoshio

very kind,” said Miss Darchfield. |
-1 a moment, then turned her pretty
oked full at the Secretary of Lega-
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ment, and then

Oishi gave his ver
cal singsong. This
i m-Leeson.”

archficld gave a little ~eal of laughter.

“You've rever got that name right once!” she
said. Then she pinned on her Bonld-st. hat, and
Oishi helped her. She had masses of the won-
derful wheat colored hair, and the sieeve link in

n of the name in a musi-
time it was “Bradjohn

the cuff of the ‘retary of Legation caught in
a silken strand of it ard brought a great coil
tumbling down.

“Don’t look frightened—the other end has

roots!™ said AMiss Darchtield. She looked vague-

Iy about her, her slight arms raised, her hands

busy at her head, and the reason of her por-
plexity was plain to the quick mind of the

young Japanese,

“You need a hairpin? Excuse a moment!” he
said, and, turning aside, thrust his hand within
the breast of his exemplary waisteoat, and, with-
drawing it with a slender object in its clasp,
held it out to the girl.

She took it with a brief word of acknowleds-
the beautiful thing glitterd
t, she caught her breath in ec-
“Oh, how lovely! But I musta't

in the ifampl
stasy,
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| take it, of course!”
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and the hue and color loveliness which
titute Japan

i hestess beckoned him, and he steered his |
dapper, unobtrusive way to her, his slim hand
fidgeting with his neat little black mustache. |

He
mur-d something unintelligible as Oishi Yoshio |
bowed before her. Her name was Miss Darch- |
field, and the lithe Japanese observed that shf‘¥
was young and very pretty in her wheat haired, |
cornflower eyed, English style. She told him
that she adored everything Japanese, and Oishi
Yoshio could imasine her buying pastille sticks
or paper fans, or string bath sandals at the!
Brompton emporium for the sale of such cheap
and trashy merchandise. She said, “Have you
seen the conservatory?” and teok him there; and
on a cane settee, in front of a miniature pond
containing goldfish and a prospect of Japanese
dwarf trees in the midst of which appeared the
roofs of a crimson doll’'s temmble, they fell into
conversation. Miss Darchfield still harped upon
Japan and things Japanese. Her white teeth
sh: 4 under the pink gable of her short upper
lip as she said, lispingly, “I want to ask.” .
She chang~d her tone, and put the question posi
tive, "o you know anything about tattooing
as it is done in Japan?"

Oisho Yoshio gave a quick glance at the
charming face, and assented, passing one slim

ling i, honey colored hand over the other. “Of
tattooing I certainly do know something,” he re-
turned, in his slow, correct English. “It is an
art much practised in my country—among cer-

was intreduced to a young lady who mur-|

! dozen pairs of gloves to one that Everilda will |

{ “though I don’t want to be revenged on Everilda |

handsome, even if the corners did tilt up tow- | fall upon his head™

ard the temples—his honey colored complexion “Couldn’t he get up and move his bed?"” sug-
was a peculiarity one might get used to—and gested Miss Darchfield, !
that his hands, one of which bore a superb “In Japan the beds are spread upon the floor,

4 signet ring, were lithe, supple and beau- | said Oishi.

tifu shape. the devil moves too, and when he looks \lp“tw"m:Prt who g“f:‘ you that. N &
“Yes,” Miss Darchfield went on, “the engage- | there it is in the old place, and this continues | Poble to put questions to you, but you will a
ment was seocret. We used to meet at places, | until the sufferer goes mad or dies.”

and on Thursdays he would come to tea at

“How awful!” commented Miss Darchfield.
Clarges I live there with my aunt.

|
|

He was “It is a good revenge and very chean”™
as devoted as anything for quite a long time the Japanese. “You have only to give the devil |
It was only when Eyv de up to him and ! 4 jittie rice. And there is another evil spirit

told him about the L
from her uncle that he by
know it was all her doing.

had
an to cool off
Beast®™

rited

who lives in a gong. You can arrange with him
,and 1

ke the person you wish to punish become
sed with the notion that the sound of the

Her bosom rose and fell stormily under the | gong is always in his ears. It begins with a
fanciful tucks of her smart silk blouse. She droning note and swells to an insupportable

took off her hat and stabbed it through vicious-
ly with a long gold pin, and threw it upon a
neighboring chair.

“It is over and done with, and there's no us-
making a fuss,” she said: “and I would bet a

boom, and this continues until the afflicted one
wns himself in despair. The devil who does
th's lives in a gong in one of our Shinto temples
You repeat the invocation and hit the gong”
! “But 1 should have to go to Japan to do it!"”
expostulated Miss Darchfield.

Oishi Yoshio smiled with quiet subtlety,

“It would, of course, be more effective if you
were upon the spot. Oh, certainly, yes! But |
have a friend in Tokio who would arrs

Le sorry she ever married him,” she said, |

in any way—a little, round eyed, silly dolly,

bit
of a thing' i

And she really didn’t mean to he-

have dishonestly. When 1 came upon them-— | Or I myself . . I go to Japan every sprins
together—only a week ago, in the Oriental tea- | to vi my father's wives. He died over her
room at Liberty's, I actually heard her say, some years ago, and they are always very
‘How can I be all the world to you when you are pleas d to see me”
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“I thought,” hazarded Oishi Yoshio, “that no- €d Oishi
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doubt, a gentleman of your = who Shint il s tocfiie f Sy '{ g 2 » got frorm Mudie’s, cailed ‘Lady
+ P . 1i sed ' ie, ‘
desires 1o be tatooed with a f I or an | P .‘ worth a dead fish ‘tim'—that put that into my h
. o e L 1 8 e worti cad sh 4
IR ‘m, e 1)..u‘v.~, a nam = | Sions Urseif as & mem-. $ dy Vine who made a memora
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shoulders expressed great indifference to the
thoughts of this little Japan “But T want to
be reminded of something she caught her
breath a littie, and clasped her hands nervously
together upon her knee—“something cruel and
mean and heartless, that has been done—bhy
somebody I believed in. Call it a vendetta, if
you like"—Oishi Yoshio tried to do so, but was
not enlightened in the least. I want it to be
stamped upon me, so that I can carry it to my
grave.” Her tcne grew tragic; her sensitive
upper jip trembied; for the moment she had for-
gotten Oishi Yoshio, and was alone with her re-
sentment and her wrong. “I've been badly
treated,” she broke out, becoming quite an or-
dinary angry young woman in a moment; “and
1 don't intend to forzet it. And I'm going to
have it tattooed on my wrist! You can see the
inscription if you « > 1o, added, with a
sumption of indifference. And she took
P et of cream laid note paper, folded in

yur, from the pretty reticule—a piece of Paris
fool ess—that hung at her waist, and handed
it to Oishi Yoshio. The piece of paper bore, in
a large, schoolgirl hand, this inky legend:

w. J. B
“All the World to Him!
June 19, 19060,
“Not Good Enough'™
Nov. 8, 1900,
Oishi Yoshio, carefully
i i < > takes a
serusing the inscription, “when & man
;:uml wife, and finds himself dissatisfied or dis-
pleased with her, he can return her to her
parents or guardians without blame. But hl.t
returns her dowry, or he géa"ys an indemnity.
all very simple,” he en .
u"lt sounds s0,” said the girl w!th some acer-
bity, “but, of course, the case is different. Iwa.l
gol married to William Johnson-Bradley;, we

e

s

“In my country,” said

“] WANT TWA FARDIN' DIPS, MR. HACPHERSO{."
“FARDIN' DIPS ARE UP TO A PENNY TH' NOO.

“AN' HOO'S THAT? .
“IT WILL BE OWIN' TO THE WAR, I'LL BE THINKIN'".

“DEARIE ME, AND ARB THEY FECHTIN' BY CAN'LE LICHT THE NOO, MR. MACPHERSON®—

(King.

i

| Jadley,

“It” was a slender stiletto in a narrow go
sheath, with a hilt of costly jade representing
a lotus bud, upon which was perched a little
Her heart went out to it, her
soul yearned for it, but she held it out to Oishi
Yoshio. He drew bac extending his palms
downward before -him with a gesture of polite
1.

“Favor me by accepting! To make such pres-
lady—in token of respect— a custom
with the people of my country. Besides
voice became low and impressive—that snail i:
a devil. It will work out a revenge for you upon
this man with the name wkich is impossible to
remember.” He leaned nearer to Miss Darch-
field, with gleaming eyes. “You have only to
look happy—anrd to wear that da ger eonstantly

“Yes, «f course, he could move; but | iR ¥Your hair. Do you see? He will notice it, and

He will get other

swer none of them: you will only look happy.
and wear the dagger of the lotus flower with the
diamond snail. And this man. who, like a per-
son of no diseernment, threw you—you who are
o beautiful and so proud! side like a broken
ar for the s of a little, silly woman with @
baby face, this man will 1 ssod with
the Devil of Jealousy! Th are many devils
in Japan, but this one is to be found wherever
men and women live under the sky—and it is
the worst of all” OQishi's white teeth showed
as he cauzht his breath: his slim, supple hand
closed upon the girl's wrist as though the fingers
were of jointed steel, and his dark eyes gloamed.
“He will grow jealous—and he will come back
to you. Then you will say: ‘Billiam Wohnson-
you are nothing to me! The mat on

which I wipe my feet is more honorable in my
eyes. For yvour love—keen it, give it to whom
u choose; I will have nothing of it. For 1 am

Ioved by an honorahle man, rich, not old, and
ery  respectable - Europeanized Japanese, Dbe-
Tonging to the American angelical Church,
having favor in the ‘8 of authority as Second
eeretary to the L ton of Japan, and with
him 1 am about to contract a monogamic
union.” " He released the girl's wrisl, and pressed
his palms together, howis g almost to the floor.
Tell me, my almoni flower, delight of

Sp K, 15 not that what vou will say ™"
s Darchticid  hesitated Then, “I'l try
prescr ivn" he said, with a fash of her
the "I'll wear the dagger with the

every d ..

¢ exquisite, deadly thing, with
t ath and jewelled t, through her
! coils of hair. Oishi Yoshio, over-
4 sudden dizziness, was aware

thing was done that he had kissed

the wor
found hi

before him with eyelids
a tickering smile
* mouth.

sudden, and-and I
] such a thing —without
corsul st sanied,

Ly tonsult her in the case of this
Jamjony and the rest, whose name I ut-
abhor d contemn as I Joathe his despiea

e perso ¥!" eried Oishi Yoshio b ity
I'ru tid Miss Darchfield, drawing her
fars about her. “But it s a little sudden don’t

yYou think?”" She the hifully put on one gslove,
“Love is always s den.” said the lover.,
This was not denied by Miss Darchitis 141, “Good-

by, aud thank you so much'” sho said, proffering
the oved b the way,” 2 re-
mark: with a ! arance of casual-
ness, “we live at No st., & . if you
{ should happen to be passing on Thursday at 1,
PAunt would be to give you a cup >ul‘ tea.

It isn't Japan

she buys it from the im-
porters. And perhaps would like to hear™
she gave her head a little, curious moavement
and the diamond snaijl upon the jade lotus svnt.
out a white and crimson throb of radiance —
“you might like to know how the charm works."
“Flossie!” called a matronly
to a stout lady standing with sey

ladies near the door.

“I'm coming, Auntie!” responded I ss Darch-
field in her shrill, fresh voice. She looked back
at Oishi Yoshio over her shoulder, and the dia-
mond snail gleamed “Don’t forget the
address— No, 50 ¢ she said.

Then she went av and Oishi Yoshio, being
a methodical young Secretary of Legation, made
a note of the address, in Japanese, in his private
memorandum book
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ARE THE FRENCH LATINS OR CELTS?

Leztter in The Spectator.

volee h.‘lnngin"..'
«ral other stout

again
Arge:

connection  with the recent visit of the

ian fleet to Toulon there have been many
references in the European Press to a renewal
of the entente cor between two “Latin®™

nations. It may be of some interest to inquire
what sense the term “Latin” can be cor-
y applied to the French, whom, almost in

ame breath, many pecople are apt to de-

be as a “Celtic” people. Gne thing surely

is certain, that in blood the French cannot be
at the same time both “Latin” and “Celtic.”
Yet the inconsistency does not scem to strike

people. I think that, although cutside Provence
the French have little or no Latin -i. e., Italian—
blood 1n their veins, the explanation of their
being described as a “Latin’ race is to be found
in the fact that their language and civilization
are both Latin. It seems no longer permissible
to hold that the French are mainly “Celtic” in
blood, the view being now generally accepted
that the bulk of the population in France is of
a pre-Celtic, and probably of Iberian or Ligu-
rian, stock. And this view secins to hold good
alse of Ireland and Wales




