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THE DEATH OF THE EMPRESS OF CHINA

From the Spanish of Ruben Dario.

.

. (Copyright Ly Foreign Story Syndicate Co., Burlington, Vt.)

XQUISITE and lovely, like a human jewel, dwelt the
rogy little bride in the house of the blue salon.
This diminutive apartment was hung with tapes-
tries, the languorous color of the summer sky,
and was the jewel case.

Pray, who might be the owner or this bird-
like creature with the black eyes and red mouth, for whom
did she sing divinely when Senorita Spring appeared laugh-
ing and beautiful, to take her appointed station ln the tri-
umphant progress of the sun?

_ This joyous being was called Susette, and a dreamer,
an artist husband, had placed her in a cage of silk and
laces. He had married her one morning m May, when the
air was filled with light and the roses were opening.

Recaredo, this was a caprice of his father, for he must
not be held guilty of the name! Recaredo had been married
one year and a half. The old love song had continued. Do
you love me? I love you, and you? With all my soul. How
wonderful the golden marriage day, wherein there was no
care! They had gone far away to the fresh country-side,
free to love and happy in the pleasure of loving. There the
snowdrops and wood violets gave out their fragrance near
the rivulet and among the openings of the green leaves the
lovers talked softly, his arm about her walist, her arm linked
in his, while from the flower of their red lips kisses were
continually passing.

Did I say that Recaredo was a sculptor? Then let me
say it now.

L ] - L] - *

He was, indeed, a sculptor. The studio in the little
house was filled with a profusion of marbles, bronzes and
terra cottas. Often the passers in the street heard a song
float out from the Venetian blinds, and with it came the
sound of a hammer stroke, vibrant and metallic. Susette,
Recaredo, her voice sang to the stroke of his chisel. :

The marriage idyll went on uneceasingly. What bliss for
her to come on tiptoe while he worked and showering him
with her hair to kiss him rapidly; and he—quietly, very
quietly, he would come while she lay half-asleep on the
lounge, her little feet in their black stockings, crossed one
above the other. There he placed a kiss upon her lips, a long
stifling kiss, which made her eyes open widely, unutterably
luminous.

Added to this was the laughter of the mocking bird, a
mocking bird which, when Susette played Chopin, became
sad and refused to sing. The laughter of the mocking bird is
no trifle. Do you like me? Do you not know it? Do you
love me? I adore thee,

The little imp was forever breaking out into shrill laugh-
ter. When let out from the cage he would fly around the
blue salon, perch himself on the head of an Apollo, or on
an antique javelin of dark bronze. Many a time he was in-
solent and unmannerly in his garrulousness, but he wae
gentle under Susette’s hand and she caressed him and took
his beak between her lips until she made nrm despair: often
she told him in a severe voice, yet trembling with tenderness:

““Mr. Mocking-bird, you are a sad rogue.”

How these two beings loved each other! Recaredo looked
upon her as among the stars of God. His love ran the en-
tire scale of passion and now he was content, now tem-
pestuous, again mystieal.

He often affirmed that an artist was a theologian who
saw his love as gomething supreme and superhuman, like
Rider Haggard's “Ayesha.” She breathed forth a frangrance
as a flower and shone upon him as a star. When he strained
her adorable head to his breast he felt himself a conqueror
crowned, and as he studied her quiet profile he could compare
it to none other than that on the medal of some Byzantine
empress.

- - - - -

Recaredo loved his art, he had a passion for form and
made graceful goddesses bloom from the white marble, their
eyes serene and witfout pupils. His studio was peopled with
a host of silent statues, metal animals, terrific gargoyles, huge
and vivid griffins, grotesque creations inspired perhaps by
ocultism. Over and above everything he cherished things
Japanese and Chinese, in this Recaredo was an original. I do
not know what he would have given to speak Chinese or

Japanese. He knew the best books on thet subject thoroly,
reading even the most exotic, and he adoreil Loti and Judith
Gautier. He made sacrifices to own genuine works from Yo-
kohama,Nagasaki,Kioto or from Nanking and Peking. Knives
pipes, masks, ugly and mysterious, like the phantom of
hypnotism itself, dwarf mandarins with paunches watermelon
shaped—monsters with huge frog-like mouths, open and
toothed, diminutive soldiers from Tartary with wrinkled
faces, all these wonders he gathered about him.

““Oh, I hate your witch-house,” Busette would say; "this
terrible studio is a foreign graveyard that robs me of my
caresses."”

Then Recaredo would smile, leave his workshop, the
shrine of his rich treasure, and running to the little blue
salon, would bestow kisses upon his gracious goddess dwell-
ing therein, would listen to her songs, and laugh with the
mad and jovial mocking bird.

One morning, when he entered, he found Susette asleep.
Near her was a bowl of roses supported by a tripod. Was
she then a sleeping wood-goddess? The sight entirely satis-
fied his artistic eye, and together with her beauty, her entire
being exhaled a soft, feminine fragrance like some delightful
princess in one of the love stories beginning: Once upon
a time there was a king—.

Recaredo broke the spell; he carried a letter in his hand.

“‘A letter from Robert, Susette; the rascal is in China.”

Susette, a little ruffled, seated herself. Could it be pos-
sible for the travelers to reach such a distance? It was won-
derful! This Robert was an excellent boy with a mania for
wandering; in time he would reach the ends of the earth.
Robert was a great friend; they spoke of him as one of the
family. Two years ago he had departed for San Francisco,
and they doubted if ever a scatterbrain like him would be
seen again.

Recaredo read the following:

“Honghong, February 18, 1888,
“My Good Recaredo:

*“I came, I saw, I have not as yet conquered. I heard,
in 8an Francisco of your matrimonial state, and it made me
happy. Then I gave a leap and fell into Ch*na. I have come
as agent for a California house Importing silks, lacquers,
ivories and other Chinese articles. With this letter you
should receive my gift, sent because of your penchant for
the things of this vellow country. I hope it wiil be to the
purpose. My greetings to Susette, and preserve in your
memory, your —Robert.”

This was all, and the lovers laughed—while the mocking
bird broke into an explosion of musical cries.

The box arrived, a box of irregular size, cross-marked
with numbers and black letters that gave the world to under-
stand its contents as extremely fragile. When the box was
opened, the mystery appeared. It was an exquisite porcelain
bust, a remarkable bust of a smiling woman, pale and en-
chanting; on the base were three inscriptions, one in Chinesze,

one in English, one in French, “The Empress of China.' What '

Asiatic hands had modeled those mysterious features? There
were the eyes, narrow and lowered, the tightly-drawn hair,
the sphinx-like smile and enigmatic face of a celestial prin-
cess. Her neck rose from shoulders that were covered by a
wave of silk, embroidered with dragons. Every feature was
given with the magic of white porcelain in tones of immacu-
late wax. The Empress of China! BSuseite passed her rosy
fingers over the eyes of her gracious majesty, they were a lit-
tle aslant with curves beneath the pure and noble arch of
the forehead. She was contented, for Recaredo was supreme-
Iy happy in possessing the porcelain. He planned to make
a special cabinet for her majesty, where she might dwell
alone and apart, as the Venus de Milo in the Louvre.

This plan he carried out. One end of the studio he set
apart with Screens for a background, depicting rice flelds
and cranes, Yellow was the predominant note, and ran the
entire color scale from flame to that pale tint that dies
away beneath white. In the midst of this glory rose her
smiling and imperial majesty upon a pedestal of black and
gold. Around her Recaredo grouped his entire collection of
Chinese and Japanese curiosities, and over her he hung a
large Japanese parasol painted with camelias a.nd huge,
blood-red roses.

It was laughable to see this dreamer put away his pipe

and chisel and take his place before the empress, his hands
crossed upon his breast to make obeisance. One, two, ten,
twenty times he came to her. It became a passion with
him; every day he placed fresh flowers wefore her on a
lacquer tray. He studied the smartest details, the curve of
the ear, the bend of the lips, the fine nostril, the arch of the
eyebrow. This famous empress hecame an idol. Susette
would call from the distance:

“Recaredo.”

“I am coming."

Yet he would forget to move, and continued to contem-
plate his work of art until Susette came in search and roused
him with blows and kisses. .

One day the flowers on the lacquer tray vanished as by
magic.

‘““Who has taken the flowers?" ecried the artist from
the studio.

I have,” shouted a voice.

There was Susette, lost in the portieres, flushed and with
lightning in her eyes.

* L] - - -

The artist and sculptor, Senor Recaredo, was pondering
in the depths of his brain. What ails my little wife? She
does not eat, the books lie untouched in the vlack bookcase,
they remain homesick for the rose and white hands. The
Senor Recaredo saw that his wife was sad. In fact, this was
growing serious. Often he watched her himself unseen, and
saw cloudy eyes, humid as tho they had shed tears. Yet, she,
when questioned, replied like a child who refuses a sweet.

‘“What is troubling my little wife?”

“Nothing,” was the answer, altho as sne spoke her
voice broke, and between the syllables came tears.

©Oh! BSenor Recaredo, the trouble is that you, yourself,
are an abominable man.

Have you not observed that since this wonder of an Em-
press of China has entered your home the tiny blue salon
has been saddened, and the mocking bird no longer laughs?

Susette plays Chopin, and draws forth soft and melan-
choly melodies from the black keys. Have a care, Senor
Recaredo! Perhaps Recaredo understood, for one day he
spoke to his little wife, They were face to face over the
after-dinner coffee cups.

“You are too unjust, Susette. Is it not true that I love
you with all my soul? Are you not able to read my heart?’

Susette broke out crying. Who loved her? No, already
no one loved her. Those radiant hours had fled and the
kisses, they, too, were gone like birds in flight. She had
been his very religion, his delight, his dream, his queen,
and now she, Susette had been deserted for that other.

The other! Recaredo leapt to his feet. She was deceived
upon the Holy Book he was ready to swear.

She moved her head, '“‘No.”

Was it the wealthy Gabriella, whose bust he had made?
‘Was it that Louise, the little dancer, who had the waist of a
wasp? Or, was it the widow Andrea, with the tip of her
tongue forever showing when she laughed?

“No, it was none of these.” '

Recaredo remained in a brown study. ‘‘My little one, te_ll
me the trouble. Who is she?"

There was so much earnestness in these tremulous words
that Susette dried her eyes and raised her gentle head.

“You love me?”

“You know that truly.”

“Then will you allow me to revenge myself on my rival?
She or I, choose! If you love me truly, would you wish me
to go away out of your life? I must remain “the only one,
confident in your love.,”

““So be it,” said Recaredo, and he began sipping his black
coffee.

He had not taken three sips when he heard a terrific erash
in his studio. He hurried to the spot and what a sight met
his eyes. The bust had disappeared from the black and gold
pedestal, and among the bits of broken mandarins and fallen
fans was Susette, heated and dishevelled. Beneath her little
shoes she was crushing pleces of porcelain, and murmuring,
“I am avenged. Now you are dead, great Empress of China.”™

Then in the little blue salon began a happy reconciliation,

and in his elegant cage the mocking bird nearly died of
laughter,

HOW ANGIE FELL DOWN.
Chicago News.

The girl in the tan gown looked her friend ever critically.
“If I didn't love you,” she said, “I'd never say a word. I'd
Just let you go on dragging your mouth down at the corners
that way, for by and by you'd have the worst wrinkles to pay
for it. What on earth is the trouble?”

“I don’t care if I get forty wrinkles,” said the girl in
the blue shirt-waist suit, gloomily, ‘“Did you ever go up-
stairs in the dark and think there was still another step when
there wasn't? Well, you know how I feel, then. It's the
gort of stunned surprise that you don't get over in a hurry.
And it's all because I never look before 1 leap.”

“You'd better tell me about it,” sald her friend. *“As a
canszoler I have few equals.”

The girl in blue frowned. One would think a life’s
tragedy was a moving plcture machine the way you talk,”
she sald. “You know who Arthur Cowell is.V ;

“Brown eyes, rather dreamy, rich, young and unmarried.”

“Exactly,” said the girl in blue. “Imagine how pleased
I was to find he was stopping at the summer resort hotel
when I got there. A dozen girls were making ninnies of them-
gelves about him and the poor man was bored to death.

“Arthur seemed so thankful to find he would be safe
with me. 1 made a point’ of telling him I had declded to
devote my life to doing good in the world and should never
marey. I practiced a kindly, remote smile and a glance in-
tended to convey my forgetfulness of his existence and the
lofty beauty of my soul. It was pathetic to sée how .he
sought the shelter of my society. The other girls were so
furious that they always kissed me when they met me and
called me ‘Dear Angle.”

“Arthur and I used to have the most elevating conversa-
tions. We usually talked of the problems of aesthetic indil-
viduality, and of thought-waves traveling mysteriously across
the boundless spacés of the infinite."”

The girl in tan sat back in her chair. “You!" she said.
“Don’t expect me to believe that!" .

“Well, Arthur taiked and I listened. I thought of course
you'd understand how It was. He said he liked to meet a girl
who had some meénfal aims and ambitions in !!fe You
needn’t go into convulsions.

. “When I had got this far there seemed to be a hitch.
Arthur appeared quite confented to enjoy lifé on the basis of
intellectual friendship, but I decided it was time he began to

notice that I had a complexion and excellent taste in belts
and oxfords. I dropped the remote glance and tried the effect
of alluring coquettishness—and he rewarded me with a book
on Hindu philosophy..

“Something had to be done. I saw that he needed a jolt
to bring him down to earth. I couldn't think of a thing to do
but fall out of a boat and let him rescue me. I thought that
when he snatched me from the—er—deep and gazed into my
fair, pale face and saw the water sparkle on my golden hair
the terror struck to his heart would show him all of a sud-
den how much he cared for me. So one day when we were
rowing up the river and he was looking the other way I
crawled overboard, shrieked and vanished.”

“Well?"”

The girl in blue looked sadder than ever. “It happened
that where I fell out the water was only three feet deep, with
a muddy bottom, and before I knew it I was standing on my
feet with my hair plastered in strings and with mud and
water all over my countenance. I looked just like a water
spaniel, Arthur said. Then he remarked that if I'd take
hold of his hand I could step into the boat.

“S8o I had to sit in that boat, spectacle that I was, and
let him look at me all the way back. I knew I never could
wipe out that awful impression of me—the jolt had been too

_effective.

“So I packed up my trunks and came home. That's how
I lost him.”

“But you've still got the book on Hindu philosophy,”
suggested the girl in tan, comfortingly.

VERY ABSENT-MINDED.

Concerning the absent-mindedness of Dr. Addison A.
Ballard, formerly professor of moral psychology at Lafayette
college, and now of the New York university, this story is
told:*

One day an Easton bank called up the professor on the
phone and informed him that he had overdrawn his account
to the amount of $16.

“All right,” replied the doctor, “I will draw you a check
for it.”

“*Yes; but your account hu been overd.rawn," persisted
the bank clerk.

“Very well; I unaersund I wm geni] you & check for
it right away.”

! In the next m
drawa on the same

mnﬂ was the mfessor'i check

THE “THIRTEEN” HOUSE,
Washington Star.

“Of course, it is generally understood,” said a well-known
resident to a Star reporter, “that about nine persons out of
ten are more or less tinctured with a certain amount of su-
perstition. I confess myself to having a faith in wvarious
omens that I find it rather hard to eradicate. I never had
any sympathy with people who stand aghast at the number
thirteen, but I know of one event where it figured in a rather
gruesome sequel.

“Some years ago,” he related, ‘I was visiting in New
York. I was there to attend a small banquet given to a gen-
tleman widely known in this city, who was about to visit
Europe on an important business mission. The entertainment
was given at a prominent Italian restaurant near the Fifth
Avenue hotel and tcok place on the eve of the gentleman’s
departure. Everything was in first-class shape; speeches
were made and bouquets of compliments thrown all over the
guest, when along towards the end of the dinner some one
discovered that there were only thirteen persons sitting at
the table. Instead of keeping this remarkable revelation to
himself, he cried out: *‘Hello! There’s only thirteen here.
That's bad luck. Some of us will die within a year.

"“Strange to say, this remark threw a pall over the party.
The guest of the evening was considerably disconcerted, and
to remedy the evil the proprietor of the restaurant was called
on to swell the number at the table to fourteen. But every-
body felt uncomfortable, Now for the sequel. The gentle-
man in whose honor the little feast was given had most
abundant success In the work he had undertaken and re-
turned to America improved in health, wealth and fame.
One of the hosts at his ‘send off' banquet—a man who had
no more superstition in him than has a whitewashed pump—
beforée the end of the year came to this city, registered at
one of the leading hotels, went to his room very soon after-
wards, locked himself up in the bathroom, turned on the gas
with suicidal intent and was a corpse long before the sun
rose next morning.

“So this Is one Instance,” continued the slightly supersti-
tious eitizen, ““where the old legend of the number of thir-
teen foreboding bad luck to some person was proven to be
correct.”

Ecuador's Fair Dream.
feuador intends to have a world's fair as soon as thn
Guayaquil railway is finished. -
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