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CHAPTER XXXII. 
When a Woman Dreams. 

Riding with Patricia iu the big vie 
toria the next day, its red striped run
ner diving ahead, Barbara forgot her 
vague wonder at Haru's disappearance 
as she felt the enchanted mystery of 
Tokyo creep further into her heart. 

Presently the horses stopped before 
a great gate of unpainted cedar, 
roofed with black and white tiles and 
bossed with nails of hammered copper. 
Above it two pine trees writhed like 
a Dore print. "One of the Empress* 
ladies-in-waiting lives here," Patricia 
said. "I'll walk home and on the way 
I can leave some 'call tickets'—Tuck
er's name for visiting cards. Give my 
love to the bishop." 

She looked wistfully after Barbara 
as the latter bowled away toward 
Ts'kiji and her uncle's. Under her fly
away spirits Patricia had the warmest 
little heart in the world, loyal to its 
last beat to" those she liked. Daunt 
was decidedly in this category. Like 
the rest, she had been weaving a 
cheerful little romance for these two 
friends. Since the evening at the 
Cherry Moon, however, when the new
ly arrived yacht had been talked of, 
she had had misgivings. Yesterday, 
too, Barbara, while confiding nothing, 
had told her of Austen Ware's coming. 
Patricia walked up the driveway slow
ly and with a puzzled frown. 

But the girl driving on under cher
ry-stained sky and cherry-scented 
winds, knew, that one hour, no prob
lems. 

In her pocket was a letter. It had 
been brought to her that morning 
when she woke and she had read it 
over and over, kneeling in the drift of 
pillows, her red-gold hair draping her 
white shoulders, thrilling, murmuring 
little inarticulate answers to its 
phrases, looking up now and then to 
peer through the bamboo sudare to 
the white and green cottage across the 
lawn. He would not see her today— 
until evening. Then he would ask 
her . . 

As the carriage bore her on, she 
whispered again and again one of the 
sentences he had written: "There has 
never been another woman to me, Bar
bara. There never will be! My Lady 
of the Many-Colored Fires!" 

CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Behind the Shikiri. 
The guide came to the end of his 

elaborate conversation. He turned 
from the old servant, leaning on his 
pruning knife, and spoke to the man 
who stood waiting outside the wistaria 
gate in the Street of the Misty Valley. 

"He say Mr. Philip Ware stay 
here," he announced, "but house is 
ownerships of his friend, Mr. Daunt, 
of America embassy. He regret sad
ly that no one are not at home." 

Ware reflected. Damn's house? He 
lived in the embassy compound—so 
they had said at dinner last night. 
Why should he maintain this native 
house in another quarter of Tokyo? 
There came to his mind that hack
neyed phrase "the custom of the 
country," the foreigner's specious 
justification of the modern "Madame 
Butterfly." In this interminable city, 
with its labyrinthine mazes, who could 
tell what this or that gray roof might 
shelter? Was this a nook enisled, 
for pretty Japanese romances "under 
the rose?" He had loaned it to Phil 
—they were friends. 

Ware struck his stick hard against 
the hedge. He scarcely knew what 
thought had entered his mind, so neb
ulous was it, so indefinable. If he had 
thought to use this discovery, he 
knew no way; if it was Daunt's cov
ert, here was Phil in possession. 

"Ask him if he lias' any idea where 
lie is." 

The guide translated. The servant 
was ignobly unacquainted as yet{ with 
the donna-San's illustrious habits. He 
arrogantly presumed to suggest that 
he might augustly be in any one of a 
hundred esteemed spots. 

Ware thought a moment frowning-
ly. "Tell him I am Ware-San's broth
er," he said then, "and that I have 
just arrived in Tokyo. I shall wait 
in the house till he comes." 

The old man bowed profoundly at 
the statement of the relationship. He 
spoke at some length to the guide. The 
latter looked at Ware questioningly 
but hesitated. 

"Well?" asked the other tartly. 
"He thinks better please you wait 

to the hotel." 
Ware struck open the gate with a 

flare of irritation. "You can go now," 
he said to the guide, and disdaining 
the servant, strode along the gravel 
path to the house entrance. 

The old man looked after him with 
an enigmatic .Japanese smile. It was 
not his fault if the foreigners (the 
kappa devour them!) ate dead beasts 
and were all quite mad! He tucked 
up his kimono, stacked his gardening 
tools neatly under the hedge, and be
took himself across the street for a 
smoke and a game of Go with the 
neighbor's betto. 

Under the trailing vine Ware slid 
back the shoji and entered the house 

As he stood looking at the interior 
his lip curled. He hated the cheap
ness and vulgarity to which Phil 
turned with instinctive liking, and he 
had long ago come thoroughly to de
spise his younger brother and to rel
ish the whip hand which the law, 
with its guardianship, gave him. The 
place fitted Phil, from the cigarette 
odor to the loud photograph in the 
dragon frame and the partly open 
wall closet with its significant array 
of bottles. It expressed his idea of 
"a good time!" 

He slid open a shikiri.. It showed a 
room, evidently unused, littered with 
tools, a dusty table with models of 
curious wing-like propellors, a small 
electric dynamo and a steel lathe. He 
opened another and stood looking at 
the room it disclosed with a faint 
smile. It was scrupulously clean and 
orderly, and, in contrast to the outer 
apartment, had an atmosphere of del
icate refinement. On the wall hung 
a tiny gilt image of Ivwan-on and be
low it on an improvised shelf an in
cense rod was burning with a clean, 
pungent odor. At one side was sus
pended a mosquito bar of dark green 
gauze, and across a low stool was 
laid a kimono, with silver camellias 
on a mauve ground. He picked this 
up and looked at it curiously, half 
conscious of a faint perfume that 
clung to it. 

He shut his teeth. The camellia had 
always been Barbara's favorite flow
er! 

.Meanwhile the girl thus incon
gruously in his thought had felt a gray 
shadow across her sunshine. She 
found her uncle greatly perplexed and 
troubled. Haru's bible, found on the 
chapel doorstep, had been brought to 
him that morning. He had sent at 
once to the Street of Prayer to the 
Gods and the messenger had returned 
with news of her disappearance. The 
fact that she had taken clothing with 
her showed that the flight was a de-
iberate one. 

It pained him to think what the re
turn of the book and the little cross 
might mean. In his long residence in 
Japan the bishop had grown accus
tomed to strange denouements, to 
flashing denouements, to flashing rev
elations of subtle deeps in oriental 
character. But save for one instance 
of many years ago—which the sight 
of Barbara must always recall to him 

he had never been more saddened 
than by today's disclosure. What he 
told her had left Barbara with an un
easy apprehension. She drove away 
pondering. The anxious speculation 
blurred the glamour of the afternoon. 

Suddenly Barbara rose to her feet in 
the carriage. She had seen a girl 
emerge from a small temple and turn 
into a side street. 

"Fast! Drive fast, Taka," she call
ed quickly. "The street to the left!" 
He obeyed, but a saba-va had halted 
his shining copper cart of steaming 
buckwheat and momentarily delayed 
them. 

The hastening figure was farther 
away when they rounded the turning. 
Barbara clasped her hands together. 
"It was Haru. It was Haru I am 
sure!" she whispered. 

The girl slipped through a gateway 
hung with wistaria. As Barbara 
sprang to the ground she was hurrying 
through the garden. 

"Haru!" But the flying figure did 
not seem to hear the call. 

Barbara ran quickly after her along 
the gravel path. 

In the house, Austen Ware, standing 
with the kimono in his hands, had 
heard the rumble of carriage wheels. 
He had left the outer shoji open, and 
through the aperture he saw the slim 
form hastening toward the doorway. 
An exclamation broke from his lips. 
Behind her, just entering the gate, was 
Barbara. 

For a breath he stared. A coo!, 
thriving suspicion—one bred of his 
anger and humiliation, that shamed 
his manhood—ran through him. Bar 
bara there? Was it another rendez
vous, then? The fierce, self-dislionor-
ing doubt merged into the mad jeal
ousy that already burned him like a 
brand. 

He dropped the kimono, drew back 
the shikiri of the unused apartment 
and stepped inside. 

Swiftly and noiselessly the light 
partition slipped into place behind 
him. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 
The Japanese Characters. 

Through the thin paper pane, parted 
by his moistened lingers. Ware's hot, 
hollow eyes saw the Japanese girl 
come into the room. She had not 
waited to shut the shoji behind her. 
She drew quick sobbing breaths and 
her eyes had the desperate look of a 
hunted animal. She ran into the 
sleeping apartment and closed its 
shikiri. 

Barbara had halted at the doorway. 
As she stood looking in. her eyes fell 
on the mauve kimono with its silver 
camellias. It was the robe Haru had 
worn the first evening she came to 
her. If she had doubted, all doubt 
was now gone. An instant she hesi
tated, then, with sudden resolution, 
knocked on the grill and stepped 
across the threshold. 

A man who watched could not solve 

the puzzle, but in that instant the sick 
suspicion he had harbored became a 
cold and lifeless thing in his breast. 
A sense of shame rushed through him 
as he saw her gaze wander about the 
interior with its veneer of the for
eign; to the disordered desk—the 
lounge and its litter of books—the 
photographs 011 the Avail—the open 
panel with its champagne bottles. In 
her glance distaste had grown to a 
quick question. The coarse sugges
tions of the place were welling over 
her. Whose house was this? Had 
Haru seen her and was she hiding 
from her? 

Suddenly she saw the man's cap 
and gauntlet in the corner. Her cheeks 
rushed into flame. She seemed to see 
Haru's innocent face smiling at her 
over the throbbing samisen. All at 
once she took an abrupt step forward. 
She was looking at the round glass 
lantern just outside the doorway, 
painted with Japanese characters. 

She chilled as if ether had been 
poured in her veins. The name they 
stood for—Daunt—had been her first 
lesson in Japanese—which Haru had 
taught her! She snatched up one of 
the volumes from a chair. It was 
Lillienthal's Conquest of the Air. She 
opened it to the title page. 

Ware, watching, saw with surprise 
tiiat she was trembling violently. She 
had grown pale to the lips. The book 
slipped from her fingers and crashed 
011 the tatame. It lay there, open as 
she had held it, and lie saw what was 
written across the white leaf. It was 
Daunt's name. 

His thought leaped as if at the flick 
of a lash. Daunt's book! What was 
she thinking? The piteous pallor that 
swept her face like an icy wave an
swered him. Why she was there—her 
interest in this Japanese girl who fled 
from her—he could not guess. But it 
was clear that she had not known 
the house was Daunt's, and that with 
the knowledge, she was face to fiue 
with what mu^t seem a damning com
plicity. Perhaps some hint of this re
treat had come to her—he knew how-
gossip feathered its shafts!—some 
covert allusion, some laughing ouidire, 
to which her coming had now given 
such verity. Phil was the deus ex 
machina of the situation. His Japa
nese amour she was now laying at 
Daunt's door! All this flashed through 
his mind in an instant. He watched 
her intently. 

Over Barbara was sweeping a hide
ous chaos of mocking voices, bits of 
recollection barbed with agony. The 
little house near Aoyama parade 
ground—the carriage had passed the 
great empty plaza a few moments ago 
—that he had kept from "sentiment!'' 
The house she had asked him to show 
her, when he had evaded the request. 
And Haru! A feeling of physical 
anguish like that of death came to. 
her; a dull pain was in her temples 
and the floor seemed to be rising up 
with her toward the ceiling. Daunt? 
He whose lips had Iain on hers, whose 
letter was in her bosom—it. burned 
her flesh now like a live coal! "There 
has never been another woman to me, 
Barbara. There never will be!" The 
words seemed to launch themselves 
from the air, stinging like fiery jave
lins. 

Behind the shikiri a weird, malevo
lent clamor was shouting through 
Ware's brain. He stood alone with 
his temptation. What had he to do 
with Daunt, or with her belief in him? 
She had accepted his own advances, 
beckoned him half around the world 
—for what? To discard him for this 
man whom she had known but a hand
ful of days! Chance had arranged 
this mise en scene. Was he to tell 
her the truth—and lose her? The key 
to the situation was in his hand. He 
had only to keep silence! 

At that moment he felt crumble 
down in some crude gulf within the 
fabric of his self-esteem—the high-
built structure of years. Something 
colder, formless and malignant, came 
to sit 011 its riven foundations. A sav
age elation grew in him. 

Suddenly a shikiri was flung aside. 
Haru stood there, her face deathly 
pale, her hands wrenching and tearing 
at her sleeves. She laughed, a high, 
gasping, unnatural treble. 

"So-o-o, Ojo-San! You come make 
visiting-ne?" The shrill voice rang 
through the silent room. "My new 
house now, an' mos' bes' master. No 
more Christian! My bad—oh, ve-ree 
bad .Japan girl!" With another peal 
of laughter she pointed to the knot 
of her obi. It was tied in front. 

Barbara ran down the garden path 
as if pursued. She stepped into the 
carriage blindly. The Fox Woman! 
Votary of the Fox God. at whose 
candle-lighted shrine she had refused 
tribute! 

This, then, was the end. It came to 
her like the striking of a great bell. 
Tomorrow the streets would lie as viv
id in the sunlight, the buglers would 
march as blithely, the bent pines 
would wave, the lotos pads in the 
moat glisten, the gorgeous geisha flash 
by; she alone would know that the 
sun had died in the blue heaven! 

"Home, Taka," she said, and leaned 
back and closed her eyes. 

Behind her Haru's laughter had 
broken suddenly. She rushed into 
the little sleeping room and threw 
herself on the tatame before the tiny 

image of Kwan-on, in a wild burst of 
sobbing. 

Ware opened the shikiri softly and 
with noiseless step, passed out of the 
house. 

CHAPTER XXXV. 
The Lady of the Many Colored Fires 

The spacious residence of the Minis
ter of Marine that night was a maze 
of light. All social Tokyo would be at 
the ball in honor of the admiral and 
officers of the visiting squadron. 

It was late when Daunt turned his 
steps thither through the fragrant 
evening. The deciphering of a volum
inous telegram had kept him at the 
chancery until eleven. 

All that day he had worked with a 
delicious exhilaration rioting in his 
pulses. He had not seen Barbara, but 
her face had seemed always before 
liiin—quivering passionate as he had 
seen it in Ben-ten's cave, hazed with 
daring softness as it had turned to his 
on the steps of the railway carriage. 
There had been moments when some 
aroma of the spring air made him 
catch his breath, mindful of the crisp, 
sweet scent of her hair or the madden
ing fragrance of her lips. 

Daunt had seen many such affairs 
where the blending of colors and 
sounds, the scintillant shifting of 
forms, had been but a maze. Tonight's 
however, was wound in a glory. All 
these decorative people, this scented 
echo of laughter and music, existed 
only to form a kaleidoscopic setting 
for the one woman. He went to 
search for her with his handsome head 
erect, his shoulders square and a col
or in his face. 

He passed through several rooms, 
revealing one oriental picture after 
another. These rooms were filled 
with the social world of the capital, a 
gay glimmer of urbanity set off 
against masses of all the blossoms of 
spring. In the last room the host 
stood with the visiting admiral and 
several ambassadors. He was a per
fect type of modern Japanese of af
fairs, a diplomatist as well as a sea
soned admiral. He had been at An
napolis iu '75 and his wife was a grad
uate of Wellesley. He was one of 
the strongest of the powerful coterie 
w h i c h  w a s  the destinies of 
new Japan. Daunt greeted him and 
paused to chat a while with his own 
chief and Mrs. Dandridge. 

Ho entered a veranda where people 
sat at little tables eating ices frozen in 
the shape of Fuji, under fairy lamps 
whose tiny bamboo and paper s'.uuies 
were delicately painted with swords of 
water and swimming carp. From one 
group the Baroness Stroloff waved a 
hand to him, but Barbara was not 
there. Daunt turned back, threaded 
the hall and entered the ball room. 

There, through the shifting crowd, 
over flashing uniforms and diamonded 
tiaras, he saw her. In the clear radi
ance Barbara stood almost surround
ed. Her white satin gown shimmer
ed in the light, which caught like 
globes of lire in the gold passion flow
ers with which it was embroidered. A 
new sense of her beauty poured over 
him. 

Continued Next Week. 

Sedentary habits, lack of outdoor 
exercise, insufficient mastication of 
food, constipation, a torpid liver, 
worry and anxiety, are the most com
mon causes of stomach troubles. Cor
rect your habits and take Chamber
lain's Stomach and Liver Tablets and 
you will soon be well again. For sale 
by all dealers. 

Public Sale. 

Having decided to move to Denison, 
1 will sell at my place in Section 16, 
Milford township, miles northeast 
of Denison and 2 miles east of Deloit, 
on 

FRIDAY, FEBRUARY, 3, 1911, 
commencing at 12 o'clock noon, the 
following described property towit: 

Four Head of Good Horses—Consist
ing of brown gelding, 9 years old, 
weigUt 1300; brown mare, in foal, -1 
years old, weight 1400; cream gelding, 
2 years old, weight 1200; brown geld
ing, 2 years old, weight 1200. 

Twenty-two Head of Good Cattle— 
Consisting of 7 milch cows, four of 
them fresh; 2 thoroughbred Hereford 
cows, full blood 2-vear-old bull, full 
blood bull, six months old, 3 yearling 
steers, 3 yearling heifers, 5 calves. 

23 Sows with I'igs. 10 Dozen chick
ens. 

Machinery: Piano binder, nearly 
new; top buggy, nearly new; spring 
wagon. 2 lumber wagons. 1 new bob 
sled, disc corn plow, riding plow, seed
er, corn planter, hay loader, grass 
mower, feed grinder, water tank, 
threshing machine with UMiorse pow
er, nearly new, wood saw, complete, 
set harness, single harness, 1200 bu. 
corn in crib, 30 tons hay in barn and 
many other articles. 

Terms: All sums of $10 and under, 
cash. O11 all sums over that amount 
a credit of 1 year's time will be given 
011 approved notes bearing S per cent 
interest. Free Lunch Served at Noon. 

CHRIS. JESSEX. 
McAliren & Malone, Aucts. 4-2t 

Every girl seems to have an ambi
tion to make her waist smaller than 
is natural, and her bust larger. 

Book 0! §09 Lafes 
the very •, oil be«t publshed 

nIm contain* complfie illustrated tn ruttiriy <lcn» nijlcinit !»*»' publishrd 

tyles 
lllshrd 

Best, Latest Paper Patterns 2c Each 
Mil fen •» t'<* »K.y iu»t like and just a» tr-mJ j, 'he «<>Sd hi ih- «' > h* IU «.n«u r*ch. 

And i Itrrt <Is . paprr veara 

The Illinois Farmer & Farmer's Call 
t<*m; -mo. t h I y. WoiB&ri I ah J Fashiu* df panr.c n" > * * - t1 yr»-> p .11 <1. • n v iij^ hook 01 80O latest stylet 
iil«i-trat—u . nrll yuu lui 5 <cut» ihc pattern o? nay i»i the HU'J <liriereitt girme rw ihown im in* Style Book, or of any 
n the nrw garmcno illustfutcJ au d 4* senbed if evetv the I I I  no n Fp"n ; a.u| Fjrtnct's Call -this i«J 
fiod fo? \ vears .and the Illinois Fit met and F.irmrt s Call frars - 5 y«:trs. re-Member - all for only 49 Ceott 
ihinfto'ir' 72 istuei ol « big farm tod h paper. j ; w iman's and te arfment; book 0! 809 
latest styles, illustrated; and privilege dunu£ 3 yesrs j b yi > i any pat urn al nail price you'll save more tht 1 
the 4ilcf;i'» in huv tuji patterns—ALL FUH ONLY 40 » .•>! Ot course. I tnaKc this "rfei in build tny subscription 
li«t up to a certaii. uuintict, «ud &uou is i ! i«>  i.i n. t  i> ic j i  hed : it is orfn *ii< «• .-m* •villidrawrt. hence ttn4 
at ouc« to b«* »<<tc I: you ivud NOW will i.m iv A.ititc.;* 

J'liil M STAHL. Jat loon P41 k i 1U. 
Iif« ten It hiluiM 2 1  «ifl T|| W3iii(ier t i.-iuwt I'n, ,rlwblc 

CAPITAL, $100,000 DEPOSITS. $700,000 

Crawford County State Bank, 
Denison, low 

Incori>orated under the laws of Iowa, giving beat security to depositors, as each share
holder is holden not only for amount of stock, but his personal property is holden for a like 
amount also. State Banks are under control of State Auditor, who can examine them at will 
and published statements are according to his findings, thus depositors have more security than 
their conlidence in the bank*3 officers. Capital stock cannot be used for outside speculation ot 
investment. The Crawford County State Bank is the best incorporated banking instutution 
in the county. 
Passagen"icket»"Sold. Insurance Written. Loans'Negotiated. Abstracts Furnished 

DIRECTORATE 
L. Comwell, Pres. Geo. Naeve, V-Pres. 
M. E. Jones, Cash. C. J. K^mming, Asst. Cash. 

DIRECTORS 
L. Cornwell. Geo. Naeve. H. F. Schwartz, 
Chas. Tabor. J. P. Conner. 

L. M. SHAW, President 

General Bankingl 
Business Conducted 

C-F. KUEHNLE, Vice-President 

BANK OF DENISON 
C. L. VOSS. Cashier 

Exchange Bought 
and Said 

Long and Short Time Loans at Lowest Rates. Interest Paid on Time Deposits 

Accounts of all Branches of Business Conducted. 

Personal attention given to investments for local patrons. Business 
conducted in English and German. 

S H A W  S I M S  &  K U E H N L E .  L a w y e r . .  

REAL ESTATE!LOANSaAT LOWEST RATES] 

Please Call and Settle 
THOSE KNOWING THEMSELVES INDEBTED TO 

W, R, Temple Co, 
See here, you find No. 1 Cemen, Plaster, Wire Fence, Posts. 

Irion Gates and Fence. Estimates furnished on short notice, 

W. R. TEMPLE CO. 

W. A. McHENRY, President 
SEARS McHENRY, Cashier 

GEORGE McHENRY, Vice-President 
L. SEEMANN, Ass't. Cashier 

First National Bank, 
DENISON, IOWA 

Capital, Surplus and Profits • - $140,000.00 
Loans - $600,000.00 Deposits - $630,000.00 

Interest Paid on Time Deposits Loans\Made on Commercia. Paper 
Time Loans Made on Improved Farms at Current Rates. 

We have a complete set of abstract books of Crawford County Lands 
and Lots, and make abstracts of title. 

We solicit your account on a reciprocal basis. We make five pub
lished reports of our condition annually to the Comptroller of Currency 
and are examined by the National Bank examiner twice each year. 

r 
GENUINE 

"Splint Coal" 
Best for Threshing 

For Sale by 

I GREEN BAY" LUMBER CO. 

Notary Public and Justice of the Peace 
Office in the Gulick Block 

Long Distance Telephone No. 84 
C C. Phone'No. 43 

Eugene Gulick, 
R.eeJ Estate and In sura, nee 

Loans. Rentals and Collections 

Why pay rent? When you can buy a house and lot on 
monthly payments of K. Gulick, the old reliable rer.'. es
tate man of Denison, Iowa. He also has not a #1,000,000 
to loan on real estate, but a few $1000.00. 

Several choice South Dakota farms for sale on reasonable terms. 

Review for fine Job work 


