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China," he said. "Me fight in
grand army of the republic."

This sounded a little like blas-

phemy to my father, who was a
Grand Army man, and fought un-

der Grant, though it cost him his
estates to do so and he was boy-

cotted by the neighbors until an
indefinite time in the seventies.
However, all. that is forgotten
now, thank God. We understood
that Lin Lee had felt the breath
of patriotism stirring in the dry,
sapless bones of his native land
and wished to enroll himself un-

der the Dragon flag to fight
against the tyrant, and, as pa-

triotic Americans, we could not
but approve his choice.

Lin Lee disappeared just as
mysteriously as Lin Loo had
come, but that made no differ-

ence. Lin Loo was just as capa'
ble a laundryman as Lin Lee. The
ladies of our family, in fact, main-
tained that Lin Loo had a special
getiius for interpreting the laun-

dry needs of their own garments
and, as a result, Lin Loo was to
be seen ironing until far into the
night in his little store on Main
street. It is strange, by the way,
isn't it, that one always sees
Chinamen ironing and never
washing.

Lin Loo was also an Episcopal-
ian, we found, and when he made
his first visit to our church
everyone sat up and gasped. He
was attired in quite the extreme
of fashion, in a silk hat and frock
coat and patent leather shoes. He
carried a silver-hea- d cane, too,
and was very devotional in the re-

sponses. The rector took a great

fancy to him and invited him to
his home to discuss theology.
Mrs. Stubbs, his wife, was equal-
ly attached to him.

Ves, it was odd what a general
favorite Lin Loo became. Of
course ladies are apt to take a
fancy to Chinamen, especially
when they are converted. People I
say that they only pretend to be-

lieve, for the sake of advantages.
I don't know much about that,
but anyhow, the ladies all liked
him and, what is stranger, the
men too. Lin Loo was astonish-
ingly well posted in western
ways. But he wouldn't drink
and wouldn't swear. Norfe of us
thought the less of him on that
account.

"Any news of your cousin,
Loo?" we would ask, as we stop-
ped in to watch him bending over
his iron and pressing with his
scrawny arms. And Loo always
looked up and smiled and shook
his head.

Whether or not any news of
the missing cousin filtered.
through to him, he always denied
knowledge of his relative. Vet
somehow he never seemed to
doubt that Lee would return. And
when a year had rolled by and
Linn had become only a memory,
he still maintained the same as-
surance. Imperturbable, suave,
courteous, jolly, Lin Loo was a
social asset in Qur town.

And then the missing cousin
turned up just as unexpectedly as
he had gone. One evening Lin
Lee stepped into our parlor, his
basket on his" arms, as though
he had only left us the night be- -


