
Complete Story.

The Romance of Yono-San.

By JOHN W. WOOD.

Yonder, across the beautiful valley,
Fuji-san raised its head in majestic
grandeur. Upon the winding paths and

verdured slopes were perched pictures-
que little houses, and a toy-like bridge
spanned the white foaming waters that
were fed from the eternal snows that
frosted Fuji-san’s stately head. The
waters sang merrily as they coursed

down the ravines, and irrigated the
verdure upon the parched plains below.

The picture was poetic and beautiful,
and yet Jack Barnaby sat looking at it

gloomily within the sliding screen that

formed the side of his room. He won-

dered why he had come to Omiya, and

having come, why he remained. The

sweet scent of almond and cherry blos-
soms that was wafted in tt> him, the

song of the robin and thrush, the chirp-
ing of Cicadas, the drone of the honey-
bee were alike unnoted; while the

hoarse cries of the jinrikisha men, trot-
ting nimbly on their toilsome ways,
across the little bridge and up the steep
mountain ascents, irritated him more

than usual. Jack had often, during the
past week, fallen into the same line of
reflection, and repeated to himself the
game inward query. He had more than

once resolved to pack his belongings
and get him over to Yokohama

or Tokio, where, in the bustling
contact with many men, he could the

easier forget his trouble and heartache.

Yet such is the perversity of mankind,
that Jack Barnaby had sought the quiet
of this idyllic spot to escape the very
thing which he now resolved to seek once

more.

In brief retrospect, let us say, that a

certain young lady of San. Francisco had

with deplorable inconsiderateness entan-
gled poor" Jack’s heart. Reciprocating
hisi affection, the two became engaged.
Jack was rich; the young lady adorable,
though gay and fiekle. Coquetry did not

suit Jack’s ideas after he became en-

gaged, half so well as before, and as the

young lady’s natural tendencies made it

difficult for her to refrain, he became

unreasonably jealous, perhaps, and she

unnecessarily resentful. The result was

that ere long the dream was over; and

Jack, desiring to forget as soon as pos-
sible, set out for Japan. In Yokohama

he met Milly’s cousin, and being thus un-

pleasantly reminded of San Francisco,
lie went to Tokio. In Tokio he met her

uncle, turned missionary, and in vexa-

tion he Sought for a retired spot where

relatives came not, and so it happened
he went to Omiya, where, after- having
resided for a month, lie found himself

still uncured. A dullmonth it had been,

watching these adult children, as they
seemed to him, making a pleasing job of

life, and as this was contrary to his

own uncheerful feelings he felt annoyed
and irritated.

Presently, as he sat in darksome de-

spondency, there fell upon his hearing
the soft tumpety-tum-tum of a samisen.

accompanied by a sweet-little voice that
drifted through the lattice into his room.

At first, scarcely listening, he present-
ly became fully attentive, for the voice
-was wonderfully sweet and melodious.

He arose lazily and looked from his win-
dow to the pretty garden below. The

words that were wafted up to him were

distinct and pure, their burden an in-

vocation to the god of love. This was

inter.i'tipg at all events, and the young
man listened in admiration. .It is true

that as yet Jack knew little -of the na-

tive tongue, but that little rendered by
so sweet a voice was'well worth hearing.
The garden was neat and trim with its

bordered walks "and little beds of* bright
hyacinths, and other pretty

flowers, and in the centre a tiny foun-

tain threw out a stream of sparkling
Water. In one corner, beneath a blos-

soming cherry tree, there was an arbour
Of wisteria, and from this cord refuge
Issued the sounds that had attracted

Jack’s attention. As he stood watching
and listening, the music continued, now

in light' and merry cadence, then sink-
ing low and soft, dying away and mingl-.
ing with the murmuring of the splashing

fountain. Eager to miss no note. Jack

leaned far out of the casement, resting
his shoulder so heavily upon the slid-

ing frame that, just at the finish of a

fine diminuendo, it shot back and sent a

potted oleander spinning to the garden
walk below, where it fell with a loud

crash.

The music came to an abrupt ending;
there was a rustling within the arbour,
and Jack caught a glimpse of a bright-
robed female hurrying up the pathway
on the other side. With a quick turn of

the head, the young lady cast a startled

look upward, then disappeared with a

half-smothered laugh amidst the um-

brageous oleanders. “Well, she’s a beau-

ty,” mentally commented Jack, and for
the moment ho forgot his late doleful

humour. As he had no particular object
in hurrying away from the place he

postponed his packing, put away his

valise and sat down by the window to

smoke. Perhaps he expected a reap-
pearance of the fair musician, but if he

did it was not vouchsafed him that

evening, although he sat there long
after the sun had sunk below Fuji-san’s
snowy head. But he would inquire, and

he had a plan already arranged, when

old Naka-San, the woman who served

his meals, came with his evening tea.

“Oh, Naka-San,” he said, interrupting
the humble prostration which anticipa-
ted her departure—“Naka-San, I love

music much; I love sweet voices much,
and yet you have their very possessor
here and you send her not to me. Do

you tire of pleasing the stranger, Naka-

San?” Jack had intended to be diplo-
matic.

. “Oh, noble Sir,” and Naka-San cour-

tesied to the floor, “you would have a

geisha to sing and dance? Then it must

be so, even this very night.”
’ “No, no, Naka; I want no geisha. Is

it a geisha who sings in the garden be-

low of an afternoon?”

“What! a geisha sings in the garden
there? Impossible, O Sir!” Ah, she

would see about that—no geisha could
be thus allowed to disturb his excel-
lency.

The little angular eyes snapped,
angrily perhaps. Jack surmiaed that
she knew more than she cared to tell,
and this piqued his curiosity the more

of course. He would await develop-
ments.

The next afternoon he was on the

watch, but intending to be more dis-
creet. Presently, as he peeped through
the closed screen, there was a flutter

of a silken robe in the avenue of ole-

anders beyond, and a young girl came

down softly and timorously, as if anti-

cipating an inquisitor upon her retreat.

She glanced curiously upward to Jack’s

closed window, and then, as if satisfied

that it had no ruthless spy, sped into

the vine-covered arbour, and soon the

thum of the samisen and its sweet

accompaniment silenced the shrill

chatter of the cockatoo that was

perched yonder upon the prune tree.

The wisteria hung low, yet but

partially concealed a trim little figure,
its -soft flowing robes -enhancing its

rounding-curves of beauty. Jack sat

long behind the half drawn shojio
(screen) listening and watching. After
a time the music ceased, and the mu-

sician leaned back in her seat as if in
contemplation of the clustering flowers

above- Then, as if by the hypnotic
power of Jack’s steady gaze, her eyes
were drawn tdw’nrd the screen where, he

sat. Half unconsciously he had opened
the sash, and as she looked she discov-

ered him with a confusion that sent a

thousand blushes across her face. A

‘half coquettish smile broke forth, and
then, as if conscious of her impru-
dence she leaped to her feet and was

gone in a twinkling. J»ck,
■impulsively and with grave lack of fore-
thought, leaped thiough the low sasli

•and quickly dashed after her. for what

purpose he scarcely could have explain-
ed,, then. He only succeeded in getting
a final glimpse of her flowing robes
ns she disappeared behind (the shojio
of a cottage on the other side of the

grove. “‘lt must be there she lives,"
thought Jack, as he returned to his
room, considerably ashamed of his im-

pulsive quest. Who could she be? Al-

though lie had been sojourning in the

house of Naka-San for three weeks,
never before ha I he encountered the

maid of the simisen. and he determined

to discover who she was. At all events

he could try the persuasive power of

gold upon old Naka. So, when that

toothless dame came to serve his tea
that evening as usual, he met he. - with

an affable and friendly manner that sur-

prised her.
He asked many questions concerning

the neighbourhood and neighbours,,
which Naka answered cheerfully, but

carefully. She was also diplomatic.
Yes, she knew every one thereabouts,
but mentioned no young l.tlv that cor-

responded in description to the one in

whom Jack was Interested. As she was
about to remove the little tray contain-

ing the tea-cup, she discovered a

piece of gold therein. Naka

started and looked interestedly about
the room; her gaze rested upon the lit-

tle pot of chrysanthemums, upon the

bracke.t on the wall, upon the littie

wooden god that posed upon the stand
iu the corner, and finally settled upon
Jack, who had patiently watched the

workings of the charm upon the untu-
tored Naka-San. Then lifting the pie.e
of gold from the teacup, NJ>l.a, after-
gazing for some time upon the coin,

slowly handed it to Jack. But Jack

pushed her hand away.
“It is yours., Naka-San; yours for

a keepsake. When 1 go away you will
buy lots of pretty things with it.”

Naka’s face relaxed into a grim smile,
and she made a courtesy to the very
floor. “Oh, excellency,” she broke in,
“my memory so bad. Never can I re-

member some things. Let me think;
yes. there is another—t here is one more.

She arrived day before yesterday; the

little Yono-San, I mean. She and her

aunt, who is a far off cousin of mine,
lives there—in the little cottage. She

has lived for two years at Tokio. There
she went to school, and learned every-
thing, everything.” Naka-San’s tongue
was now loosened, and it ran as a mill

race. Behold the power of gold!
Jack learned too that Yono-S.V was

descended from an illustrious race; her

grandfather was a daimio of the pro-
vince of Yamashire. She was even dis-

tantly connected with a Shogun. No,
there was no plebianism in pretty Yo-

no’s blood, no indeed! Another gold
piece concluded the recital, and Naka

even promised to effect a proper intro-
duction to the granddaughter of the

daimio.

The next day Yono-San failed to ap-

pear in the garden, whereat Jack was

much east down, but in the evening,
he was gratified to learn from Naka-San
that the fair Yono’s Aunt Shorisha

would be pleased to meet the young
American stranger.

Two hours later fouii* Jack comfort-
ably seated in the pretty little drawing-
room of Aunt Shorisha, a stiff and for-

mal old lady who smiled at stated inter-

vals, and sipped tea continuously. But

Jack did not mind this; his attention
was chiefly devoted to the little Yono.

“Yono is demure and beautiful, sweet

and charming,” thought he, as he noted

her pretty dimples and graceful motions.

Her eyes glowed with interest as he de-

scribed his country, its cities, and the

thousand and one things heretofore
cGnudered by him so commonplace.
The diffidence with which she at

first met him wore off, and the Eng-
lish she had learned at the school at

Tokio now proved useful to her. Then

she played at his request upon her be-

loved samisen, and sang ever so many

pretty little airs of her country in her

own native tongue. The soft, spicy
breeze that blew gently through the
open casements came from tropical gar-
dens like a sensuous caress. The half-

lighted interior, with its grotesque
bronzes and its old lacquer decorations,
the striking, stately figure of Aunt
Shorisha. and the pretty little figure
that played upon the stringed instru-
ment and sang those wild, quaint songs,
seemed to Jack a dream of orientalism,

and he thought long about it that, night
ere he fell asleep. And this was the be-

ginning.
After that -Tack came often; and

often he and Yono sat in the garden in

the cool summer-like afternoons and

evenings, listening while Yono sang, or

else bringing out his own favourite gui-
tar. and playing thereon the old songs
that had been silent to him for many

years. And thus passed many weeks;
weeks of listless pleasure to Jack; who

had by this time ceased to remember

the unpleasant past, or merely thought,
of it as a vexatious episode, lie al-

most forgot San Francisco and every
one there, and became imbued to the
soul with the soft and dreamy atmos-

phere of this lotus land, ever redolent
with perfume—the l.ind of nover-care.

And lie welcomed its ensnaring sen-

suousness with eagerness, and delight-
ed in a life that carried with it no (rou-

ble, no exertion, no pain. And Yono —

who could tell? Jack himself could not

analyse the changeful hut always
charming humours (hat animated her,
as many and as pleasing as the pris-
matie colours that broke from the sun-

.beams falling upon the snowy summit,

of Fuji-San. yonder. At one time play-
ful, bubbling over with merry wilful-

ness; again, sedate in her studied de-

corum and conventional stateliness,
and then melting into grave and change-
ful moods. Sometimes her dark eyes
softened into a fascinating intimation

of fondness that made Jack’s heart

beat with keen pleasure, only to change

suddenly to pain and anxiety as he

studied upon the future.

rJhey took many walks together
amidst the magnificent old groves of

cryptomerin that abounded. They in-

spected parks and gardens and drank

sake from tiny cups served by pretty
damsels. They visited Koi i shops and

drank tea, and sometimes Yono herself

officiated in the brewing of It.. J&ek de-

clared it nectar—although he had evH

bated tea before—and drank many cup-
fuls. They visited the. little shops and

bazaars that beset his wav, and he pur-

chased all manner of pretty and interest-

ing things for Yono.

On a certain day the Feast of the

Cherry Blossoms--they started with
light, hearts to a bower at the foot of

Fuji, where some of the exercises of the

day were to be held. Aunt Shorisha.

also went, hut being fat and elderly
elected to (ravel in a kurunia, but Jack

and Yono would (ravel afoot, albeit it

13

THE REMEDY

FOR

Headache and

Neuralgia...
A NEW SCIENTIFICALLY-PREPARED MEDICINE.

All Oh ©mists.

flxylofWJME S
1 rr CtxAWTxiTlaaaZ

BOTTLES, 1/- AND 2/-

Saturday, April 2, 1904. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC. 11


